Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


HO,. db,  Google 


HO,. db,  Google 


HO,. db,  Google 


HO,. db,  Google 


HO,. db,  Google 


Hcssdb,  Google 


WORKS 
CHARLES    LAMB, 

A  SKETCH  OF  HIS  LiFE 
FINAL    MEMORIALS. 

SIR  THOMAS  NOON  TALFOURD, 


N  E  W    \  O  K  K  : 
ARPBB    4    BROTHERS.  PtIUL(SlIERS, 


Hcssdb,  Google 


HO,. db,  Google 


MARY    ANNE    LAMB, 

^^tSt   JltttttB, 


BY  THE  EDITOR. 


Hcssdb,  Google 


THE  REV.  DEHWENT  COLEKIDGE,  M.A, 


THE  WORKS  OF  HIS  FATHER'S  FRIEND 

IS   RESPECTFULLY    I 


THE  PUBLISHEK. 


Hcssdb,  Google 


P  R  E  F  A  C  K. 


The  sliare  of  the  editor  in  these  volumes  can  scarcely 
De  regarded  too  slightly.  .The  successive  publications  oi 
LamFs  works  form  almost  the  only  events  of  his  life 
which  can  be  recorded;  and  upon  these  criticism  has 
been  nearly  exhausted.  Little,  therefore,  was  necessary 
to  accompany  the  letters,  except  such  thread  of  narrative 
as  might  connect  them  together,  and  such  explanations  as 
might  render  their  allusions  generally  understood.  The 
reader's  gratitude  for  the  pleasure  which  he  will  derive 
from  these  memorials  of  one  of  the  most  delightful  of 
English  writers,  is  wholly  due  to  his  correspondents,  who 
have  kindly  intrusted  the  precious  relics  to  the  care  of 
the  editor,  and  have  permitted  them  to  be  given  to  the 
world;  and  to  Mr.  Moxon,  by  whose  interest  and  zeal 
they  have  been  chiefly  collected.  He  may  be  allowed  to 
express  his  personal  sense  of  the  honour  which  he  has  re- 
ceived in  such  trust  from  men,  some  of  whom  are  among 
the  greatest  of  England's  living  authors  :  to  Wordsworth, 
Southey,  Manning,  Barton,  Procter,  Oilman,  Patmore, 
Walter  Wilson,  Field,  Robinson,  Dyer,  Carey,  Ains- 
worth,  to  Mr.  Green,  the  executor  of  Coleridge,  and  to 
the  surviving  relatives  of  Hazlitt.  He  is  also  most  grate- 
'ful  to  Lamb's  esteemed  schoolfellow,  Mr.  Le  Grice,  for 
supplying  an  interesting  part  of  his  history,  and  to  Mr. 
Montague  and  Miss  Beelham  for  the  remembered  sralches 
of  his  conversation  which  accompany  the  closing  chapter. 
Of  the  few  additional  facts  of  Lamb's  history,  the  chiel 
have  been  supplied  by  Mr.  Moxon,  in  whose  welfare  he 
took  a  most  affectionate  interast  to  the  close  of  his  life, 
and   who  has  devoted   some  beautiful   sonnets  to  his 
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rendered  it  necessary  to  omit  many  portions  of  them,  i.i 
which  the  humour  and  beauty  are  inlerwoven  wiiii  per- 
sonal references,  which,  although  wholly  free  from  any- 
thing which,  rightly  understood,  could  give  pain  to  any 
human  being,  touch  on  subjects  too  sacred  for  public  ex- 
posure. Some  of  the  personal  allusions  which  have  been 
retained  may  seem,  perhaps,  too  free  to  a  stranger ;  bui 
ihey  have  been  retained  only  in  cases  in  which  the  editor 
is  well  assured  the  parties  would  be  rather  gratified  than 
displeased  at  seeing  their  names  connected  in  lifelike  asso 
ciation  with  one  so  dear  to  their  memories. 

The  italics  and  the  capitals  are  invariably  those  indi- 
cated by  the  MSS.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  in  the 
printed  letters  the  reader  must  lose  the  curious  varieties 
of  writing  with  which  the  originals  abound,  and  which 
are  scrupulously  adapted  to  the  subjects.  The  letters 
are  usuaily  undated.  Where  the  date  occurs  it  has  gen- 
erally been  given ;  and  much  trouble  has  been  necessary 
to  assign  to  many  of  the  letters  {the  postmarks  of  which 
are  not  legible)  their  proper  place,  and  perhaps  not  always 
with  complete  success. 

Many  letters  yet  remain  unpublished,  vrhich  will  fur 
iher  illustrate  the  character  of  Mr.  Lamb,  but  which  must 
be  reserved  for  a  future  time,  when  the  editor  hopes  to  do 
more  justice  to  his  own  sense  of  the  genius  and  the  ex- 
cellences of  his  friend  than  it  has  been  possible  for  him 
to  accomplish  in  these  volumes. 

T.N.T 

RnueU  SquBiB,  96th  Jiine,  1837. 
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CHARLES    LAMB. 


Charles  Laub  was  bom  on  the  IStli  February,  1775,  if 
Crown-office  Row,  in  the  Inner  Temple,  where  he  spent  the 
first  seven  years  of  his  life.  His  parents  were  in  a  humble 
station,  but  they  were  endued  with  sentiments  and  with  man 
nets  which  might  well  become  the  gentlest  blood  ;  and  for- 
tune, which  had  denied  them  wealth,  enabled  them  lo  bestow 
on  their  children  some  of  the  happiest  intellectual  advantages 
which  wealth  ever  confers.  His  father,  Mr.  John  Lamb,  who 
came  up  a  little  boy  from  Lincoln,  fortunately,  both  for  him- 
self and  his  master,  entered  into  the  service  of  Mr.  Salt,  one 
of  the  benchers  of  the  Inner  Temple,  a  widower,  who,  growing 
old  within  its  precincts,  was  enabled  lo  appreciate  and  to  re- 
ward his  devotedness  and  intelligence  ;  and  to  whom  he  be- 
came, in  the  language  of  his  son,  "  his  clerk,  his  good  servant, 
his  dresser,  his  friend,  his  flapper,  his  guide,  stopwatch,  audi- 
tor, treasurer.'"     Although  contented  with  his  lot,  and  dis- 


M  Mr.  BalC  m  one  ol  ine  most  eiquiaile  ol  all  the  Essays  of  Ella. 
Benchera  of  the  Inner  Temple."  Of  hovel  he  says.  "  He  was  n  m..,,  „,  „„  ,„ 
corrigible  and  losing  honesty.  A  good  lellow  withal,  and  could  emite.  In 
Iha  cause  of  the  oppressed  he  neier  considered  ineqnaJities,  or  calculated 
the  number  of  his  opponenia.  He  once  wreeled  a  awonj  out  of  (he  hand  of  a 
maii  of  quality  that  had  drawn  upon  him.  and  pommelled  him  seyerely  wiih 
the  hilt  of  iL  The  swordsman  had  offered  insult  lo  a  female,  an  occasion 
upon  which  no  odds  against  him  could  have  prevented  Ihe  interference  of  Love- 
He  would  etand  next  day  bareheaded  to  the  same  person,  modestly  lo  eicuso 
his  uiterferenca ;  for  L.  never  forgot  rant  whore  something  better  was  no* 
concerned.  L.  was  the  liveliest  little  fellow  breathing ;  had  a  face  as  gay  ai 
Gairick's,  whom  he  was  said  gieatly  to  resemble ;  possessed  a  line  turn  liii 
huniorous  poetry— neil  to  Swift  and  Prior;  moulW  heads  in  clay  or  plastei 
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charging  its  duties  with  the  most  patienl  assiduity,  he  waa 
not  without  literary  ambition  ;  and,  having  written  some  occa- 
sional verses  to  grace  the  festivities  of  a  benefit  society  ol 
which  he  was  a  member,  waa  encouraged  by  his  brother 
members  to  publish,  in  a  ihin  quarto,  "  Poetical  Pieces  on 
several  occasions."  This  volume  contains  a  lively  picture  of 
tlie  life  of  a  lady's  footman  of  the  last  century  ;  the  "  History 
of  Joseph,"  told  in  well -measured,  heroic  couplets  ;  and  a 
pleasant  piece  after  the  manner  of  "  Gay's  Fables,"  entitled 
the  "  Sparrow's  Wedding,"  which  was  the  author's  favourite, 
and  which,  when  he  fell  into  the  dotage  of  age,  he  delighted 
to  hear  Charles  read."  His  wife  was  a  woman  of  appearance 
so  matronly  and  commanding  that,  according  to  the  recollec- 
tion of  one  of  Lamb's  dearest  schoolmates,  "  she  might  he 
taken  for  a  sister  of  Mrs.  Siddons."  This  excellent  couple 
were  blessed  with  three  children,  John,  Mary,  and  Charles  ; 
John  being  twelve  and  Mary  ten  years  older  than  Charles. 
John,  who  is  vividly  described  in  the  essays  of  Elia,  entitled 
"  My  Relations,"  under  the  name  of  James  Elia,  rose  to  fill  a 
lucrative  ofiice  in  the  South  Sea  Honse,  and  died  a  few  years 
ago,  having  to  the  last  fulfilled  the  affeciionale  injunction  of 
Charles  to  "keep  the  elder  brother  up  in  state."  Mary  {the 
Bridget  of  the  same  essay)  still  survives,  to  mourn  the  sever- 
ance of  a  life-long  association,  as  free  from  every  alloy  of 
selfishness,  as  remarkable  for  moral  beauty,  as  this  world  ever 
a  brother  and  sister. 


of  Paris  to  admirntion,  bjdint  of  natural  genius  merely;  turned  oribbBge- 
boarda  and  Buch  small  toys  to  perfection ;  took  a  hand  at  qnadriila  or  bowls 
With  equal  facility ;  made  jmneb  better  than  any  man  of  hjs  degree  in  Eng- 
land ;  had  the  raerrieat  quips  and  oonceits ;  and  was  altogether  as  brimtul  of 
rogueries  und  in  veoUons  as  jou  could  dBBirfl.  He  was  a  brother  of  the  angle, 
moreover,  and  just  snoh  a  free,  hearty,  honest  oompanioQ  as  Mr.  Izsak  Wal- 
ton would  have  chosen  to  gp  a  fishing  with.— /■?«»«  Worti,  vol.  i.,  p.  lOi. 
•  The  following  little  poem,  entitlod  "  A  Letter  from  aChild  toils  Grand- 
mother," written  by  Mr.  John  Lamb  for  hia  eldest  son,  though  possesaina 
no  merit  beyond  slmpUcity  of  expression,  may  ahow  the  maiiaar  in  »hicB 
he  endeavoured  to  discharge  hia  parental  dutiea  :— 
"Dear  Grandam, 

Prav  to  God  to  bless 

Your  grandson  dear  with  happiness. 

That,  as  1  do  advance  each  year, 

I  may  be  taught  my  God  to  fear ; 

My  little  fl^me  from  i>as8ioQ  free. 

To  man's  estate  from  infancy ; 

From  vit«,  that  turns  a  youth  aside. 

And  to  have  wisdom  for  my  guide; 

That  I  may  neither  lie  nor  swear. 

But  in  the  path  of  virtue  steer; 

My  actions  generous,  firm,  and  just. 

Be  always  faithful  to  my  trust ; 

And  thee  the  Lord  will  ever  bless. 
Your  grandson  dear, 

John  L ,  the  Less. 
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Un  the  9th  of  October,  1783,  when  Charles  Lamb  had  at 
Allied  the  age  of  aeven,  he  was  presented  to  the  school  of 
Christ's  Hospital  by  Timothy  Yeales,  Esq.,  goTemor,  as  "the 
son  of  John  Lamb,  scrivener,  and  Elizabeth  his  wife,"  and 
remained  a  scholar  of  that  noble  establishment  till  he  had  en- 
tered into  his  fifteenth  year.  Small  of  stature,  delicate  of  frame 
and  constitutionally  nervous  and  timid,  he  would  seem  unfit- 
ted to  encounter  the  discipline  of  a  school  fonned  to  restrain 
some  hundreds  of  lads  in  the  heart  of  the  metropolis,  or  to 
fight  his  way  among  them.  But  the  sweetness  of  his  dispo- 
sition won  him  favour  from  all ;  and  although  the  antique  pe- 
culiarities of  the  school  tinged  his  opening  imagination,  they 
did  not  sadden  liis  childhood.  One  of  his  schoolfellows,  of 
whose  geoiaJ  qualities  he  has  made  affectionate  mention  in 
liis  "  Recollections  of  Christ's  Hospital,"  Charles  V.  Le  Grice, 
now  of  Treriefe,  near  Penzance,  has  supplied  me  with  some 
particulars  of  his  schooldays,  for  which  friends  of  a  later  date 
will  be  grateful.  "Lamb,"  says  Mr.  Le  Grice,  "was  an 
amiable,  gentle  boy,  very  sensible,  and  keenly  observing,  in- 
dulged by  his  schoolfellows  and  by  his  master  on  account  of 
his  infirmity  of  speech.  His  countenance  was  mild;  his 
complexion  clear  brown,  with  an  expression  which  might  lead 
you  to  think  that  he  was  of  Jewish  descent.  His  eyes  were 
not  each  of  the  same  colour ;  one  was  hazel,  the  other  had 
.specks  of  gray  in  the  iris,  mingled  as  we  see  red  spots  in  the 
bloodstone.  His  step  was  nlanligradc,  which  madeihis  walk 
slow  and  peculiar,  adding  to  the  staid  appearance  of  his  fig- 
ure. I  never  heard  his  name  mentioned  without  the  addition 
of  Charles,  although,  as  there  was  no  other  boy  of  the  name 
of  Lamb,  the  addition  was  unnecessary ;  but  there  was  an  im- 
plied kindness  in  it,  and  it  was  a  proof  that  his  gentle  man- 
ners excited  that  kindness. 

"  His  delicate  frame  and  his  difficulty  of  utterance,  which 
was  increased  by  agitation,  unfitted  him  for  joining  in  any 
boisterous  sport.  The  description  which  he  gives  in  his 
'  Recollections  of  Christ's  Hospital'  of  the  habits  and  feel- 
ings of  the  schoolboy,  is  a  true  one  in  general,  but  is  more 
particularly  a  delineation  of  himself— the  feelings  were  all  in 
his  own  heart — the  portrait  was  his  own  :  '  While  others 
were  all  fire  and  play,  he  stole  along  with  all  the  self-concen- 
tration of  a  young  monk.'  These  habits  and  feehngs  were 
awakened  and  cherished  in  him  by  peculiar  circumstances  ; 
he  had  been  born  and  bred  in  the  Inner  Temple  ;  and  his  pa- 
rents continued  to  reside  there  while  he  was  at  school,  so  that 
he  passed  from  cloister  to  cloister,  and  this  was  all  the  change 
his  young  mind  ever  knew.    On  every  half-holyday  (and  there 
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were  two  in  the  week)  ia  ten  minmeshewas  in  the  gardenHJon 
the  terrace, or  at  the  fountain  of  ihe  Temple;  here  was  his  home; 
here  his  recreation;  and  the  influence  they  had  on  his  infant 
mind  ia  vividly  shown  in  his  description  of  theold  Benchers. 
Heaays,  'I  was  born  and  passed  the  lirstseven  years  of  my- life 
m  the  Temple ;'  he  might  have  added,  thai  here  he  passed  a 
great  portion  of  the  second  seven  years  of  his  life,  a  portion 
which  mixed  itself  with  alLhis  habits  and  enjoyments,  and  gitt 
a  bias  to  the  wliole.  Here  he  found  a  happy  home,  affectionate 
parents,  and  a  sister  who  watched  over  him  to  the  latest  hour 
of  his  existence  (God  be  with  her!)  with  the  tenderest  solicit 
tude  ;  and  here  he  had  access  to  the  library  of  Mr.  Salt,  one 
of  the  benchers,  to  whose  memory  his  pen  has  given  in  re- 
turn for  this  and  greater  favours — I  do  not  think  il  extravagant 
to  say — immortality.  To  use  his  own  language, '  Here  he 
was  tumbled  into  a  spacious  closet  of  good  cJd  English  read- 
ing, where  he  browsed  at  will  upon  tliat  fair  and  wholesome 
pasturage.'  He  applied  these  words  to  liis  sister ;  but  there 
is  no  doubt  they  '  browsed'  together  ;  they  had  walked  hand  in 
hand  from  a  time  '  extending  beyond  the  period  of  their  mem- 
ory.' " 

When  Lamb  left  school,  he  was  in  the  lower  division  of 
ilie  second  class — which,  in  the  language  of  the  school,  is 
termed  "  being  in  Greek,  but  not  Deputy  Grecian."  He  had 
read  Virgil,  Sallust,  Terence,  selections  from  Lucian'a  Dia- 
logues, and  Xenophon ;  and  had  evinced  considerable  skill  in 
the  niceties  of  Latin  composition,  both  in  prose  and  verse. 
His  docility  and  aptitude  for  the  attainment  of  classical 
knowledge  would  have  ensured  him  an  exhibition ;  but  to 
this  tlie  impediment  in  his  speech  proved  an  insuperable  ob- 
stacle. The  exhibitions  were  given  under  the  implied,  if  not 
expressed  condition  of  entering  into  the  church ;  the  whole 
course  of  education  was  preparatory  to  that  end  ;  and,  there- 
fore. Lamb,  who  was  unfitted  by  nature  for  the  clerical  pro- 
fession, was  not  adopted  into  the  class  which  led  to  il,  and 
left  school  to  pursue  the  uncongenial  labour  of  ihe  "  desk's 
dull  wood."  'I'o  this  apparently  hard  lot  he  submitted  with 
cneerfulness,  and  saw  his  schoolfellows  of  his  own  standing 
depart,  one  after  another,  for  the  University,  without  a  mur- 
mur. This  acquiescence  in  his  different  fortune  must  have 
been  a  hard  trial  for  the  sweetness  of  his  disposition  ;  as  he 
always,  in  after  life,  regarded  (he  ancient  seats  of  learnina 
with  the  fondness  of  one  who  had  been  hardly  divorced  from 
them.  He  delighted,  when  other  duties  did  not  hinder,  to 
pass  his  vacations  in  their  neighbourhood,  and  indulge  in  that 
fancied  association  with  them  which  he  has  so  beautifiill} 
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mirrored  in  his  "Sonnels  wriuen  at  Cambri(Jge,"*  Whal 
worldly  success  can,  indeed,  ever  compenGate  for  the  want  of 
timely  nurture  beneath  the  shade  of  one  of  these  venerable 
■institutions  ;  for  the  sense  of  sntiquity  shading,  not  check- 
ing, ihe  joyous  impulses  of  opening  manhood  ;  for  ihe  refine- 
ment and  the  grace  there  interfused  into  the  long  labour  of 
ambitious  ttudy;  for  young  friendshipa  consecrated  by  tha 
associations  of  long  past  time ;  and  for  liberal  emulation 
crowned  by  successes  restrained  from  ungenerous  and  selfish 
pride  by  palpable  symbols  of  the  genius  and  the  learning  of 
ages  I 

On  23d  November,  1789,  Lamb  finally  left  Christ's  Hos- 
pital  for  the  abode  of  his  parents,  who  still  resided  in  the 
Temple.  At  first  he  was  employed  in  the  South  Sea  House, 
under  his  brother  John ;  but,  on  5th  of  April,  1792,  he  ob- 
tained an  appointment  in  the  accountant's  office  of  the  East 
India  Company.  His  salary,  though  then  small,  was  a  wel- 
come addition  to  the  scanty  means  of  bis  parents  ;  who  now 
were  unable,  by  their  own  exertions,  to  increase  it,  his 
mother  being  in  ill  health,  which  confined  her  lo  her  bed,  and 
his  father  sinking  into  dotage.  On  their  comfort,  however, 
this,  and,  what  was  more  precious  to  him,  his  little  leisure, 
were  freely  bestowed ;  and  his  recreations  were  confined  to 
a  delightfiJ  visit  to  the  two  shilling  gallery  of  the  theatre,  in 
company  with  his  sister,  and  an  occasional  supper  with  some 
of  his  schoolmates,  when  in  town,  from  Cambridge.  ■  On  one 
of  these  latter  occasions  he  obtained  the  appellation  of  Gay, 
by  which  he  was  always  called  among  them ;  but  of  which 
few  of  his  late  friends  heard  till  after  his  death.  "  In  the 
first  year  of  his  clerkship,"  says  Mr,  Le  Grice,  in  the  com- 
munication with  which  he  favoured  me,  "Lamb  spent  the 
evening  of  the  5ih  November  with  some  of  his  former  school- 
fellows, who,  being  amiraed  with  the  particularly  large  and 
flapping  brim  of  his  round  hat,  pinned  it  up  on  the  sides  in 
the  form  of  a  cocked-hat.     Lamb  made  no  alteration  in  it, 

*     was  not  Irain'd  in  academic  bowets, 

Ar.d  to  those  learaed  streamB  I  nothing  owa 

Which  copiouE  from  thosa  fair  twin  founts  do  Bow  ; 
Mine  havB  been  anjlliing  hut  stodioua  hours. 
Yet  can  i  fancy  wandering  mid  thy  Iflwars 

Myself,  anurahng,  GrBnla,of  thy  lap  ; 

Mybrowseems  tightening  with  the  doctor's  cap, 
And  1  wali  gown'd :  feel  unusual  powers. 
Strange  forma  of  logic  clothe  my  admiring  speech ; 

Old  Rama's  ghost  is  bus;  at  my  btain ; 
And  my  bcuU  teems  with  notions  inGnile. 
Be  still,  ye  reedof  Comus,  while  I  teach 

Troths  which  transcend  the  searching  schoohnm'i  mm. 
And  half  had  stagger'd  that  stout  Stsgyrito' 
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but  walked  homu  in  his  usual  satintering  gait  towards  tho 
Temple.  Aa  lie  was  going  down  Iiudgaie-hili,  some  gay 
young  men,  who  seemed  not  to  have  passed  the  London 
Tavern  without  resting,  exclaimed,  '  ihe  veritable  Guy  1 — ^no 
man  of  straw !'  and  with  this  exclamation  they  took  him  up, 
making  a  chair  with  their  arrna,  carried  him,  seated  him  od  a 
post  in  St.  Paul's  churchyard,  and  there  loft  him.  This  story 
Lamb  told  so  seriously  that  the  truth  of  it  was  never  doubted. 
He  wore  his  three-cornered  hat  many  evenings,  and  retained 
the  name,  of  Guy  ever  after.  Like  Nym,  he  quietly  sympa- 
thized in  the  fun,  and  seemed  to  say, '  that  was  the  humour  of 
it.'  A  clergyman  of  the  city  lately  wrote  to  me, '  I  have  no 
recollection  of  Lamb.  There  was  a  gentleman  called  Guy, 
to  whom  you  once  introduced  me,  and  with  whom  I  have  oc- 
casionally interchanged  nods  for  more  than  thirty  years ;  but 
how  is  it  that  I  never  met  Mr.  Lamb  ?  If  I  was  ever  intro 
duced  to  him,  I  wonder  that  we  never  came  in  contact  during 
my  residence  for  ten  years  in  Edmonton.'  Imagine  this  gen- 
tleman's surprise  when  I  informed  him  that  his  nods  to  Mr. 
Guy  had  been  constantly  reciprocated  by  Mr.  Lamb  I" 

During  these  years  Lamb's  most  frequent  companion  was 
James  White,  or  rather  Jem  White,  as  he  always  called  him. 
Lamb  always  insisted  that  for  hearty  joyous  humour,  tinged 
with  Shakspearian  fancy,  Jem  never  had  an  equal.  "  Jem 
Whi'.e  !"  said  he  to  Mr.  Le  Grice,  when  they  met  for  the  last 
time,  after  many  years'  absence,  at  the  Bell  at  Edmonton,  in 
June,  1833,  "  there  never  was  his  like  I  We  never  shall  see 
such  days  as  those  in  which  Jem  flourished !"  All  that  now 
remains  of  Jem  is  the  celebration  of  the  suppers  which  he 
gave  the  young  chimney-sweepers,  in  ihe  Elia  of  his  friend, 
ind  a  thin  duodecimo  volume,  which  he  published  in  1796, 
under  the  title  of  the  "  Letters  of  Sir  John  Falstafi',-with  a 
dedication  (printed  in  black  letter)  to  Master  Samuel  Ire- 
launde,"  which  those  who  knew  Lamb  at  the  time  believed 
to  be  his.  "White's  Letters,"  said  Lamb,  in  a  letter  to  a 
friend  about  this  lime,  "  are  near  publication.  His  frontis- 
piece is  a  good  conceit ;  Sir  John  learning  to  dance  to  please 
Madame  Page,  in  dress  of  doublet,  &c,,  from  the  upper  half, 
and  modern  pantaloons,  with  shoes  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
from  the  lower  half,  and  the  whole  work  is  full  of  goodly 
quips  and  rare  fancies,  '  all  deeply  masked  like  hoar  anti- 
quity'—  much  superior  to  Dr.  Kendrick's  'FalstatTs  Wed* 
ding.'"  The  work  was  neglected,  although  l.amij  exerted 
all  the  influence  he  subsequently  acquired  with  ■no'e  populai 
writers  to  obtain  for  it  favourable  notices,  as  will  be  seel 
from  virions  passages  in  his  letters.     He   stucli,   howevpr 
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gallantly  by  his  favourile  protege  ;  and  even  when  he  could 
litlle  afford  to  disburse  sixpence,  he  made  a  point  of  buying  a 
copy  of  the  book  whenever  he  discovered  one  amid  the  re- 
fuse of  a  bookseller's  stall,  and  would  presem  it  to  a  friend 
in  the  hope  of  making  a  convert.  He  gave  me  one  of  these 
copies  soon  after  I  became  acquainted  with  him,  stating  that 
he  had  purchased  it  in  the  morning  for  sixpence,  and  insuring 
nie  I  should  enjoy  a  rare  treat  in  the  perusal ;  but,  if  I  must 
confess  the  truth,  the  mask  of  quainlness  was  so  closely 
worn,  ihat  it  nearly  concealed  the  humour.  To  Lamb  ii 
was^  doubtless,  vivified  by  the  eye  and  voice  of  his  old  boon 
companion,  forming  to  him  an  undying  commentary,  without 
which  it  was  comparatively  spiritless.  Alas!  how  many 
even  of  his  own  most  delicate  fancies,  rich  as  they  are  in 
feeling  and  in  wisdom,  will  be  lost  to  those  who  have  not 
present  to  them  the  sweet  broken  accents,  and  the  half  play- 
ful, half  melancholy  smile  of  the  writer  ! 

But  if  Jem  White  was  the  companion  of  his  lighter  moods, 
the  friend  of  his  serious  thoughts  was  a  person  of  far  nobler 
powers— Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge.  It  was  his  good  fortune 
to  be  the  schoolfellow  of  thai  extraordinary  man  ;  and  if  no 
particular  intimacy  had  been  formed  between  them  at  Christ's 
Hospital,  a  foundation  was  there  laid  for  a  friendship  to  which 
the  world  is  probably  indebted  for  all  that  Lamb  has  added  to 
its  sources  of  pleasure.  Junior  to  Coleridge  by  two  years, 
and  far  inferior  to  him  in  all  scholastic  acquirements,  Lamb 
had  listend  to  the  rich  discourse  of  "  the  inspired  charity-boy" 
With  a  wondering  delight,  pure  from  all  envy,  and,  it  may  be, 
enhanced  by  his  sense  of  his  own  feebleness  and  difficulty  at 
expression.  While  Coleridge  remained  at  the  University  thej 
met  occasionally  on  his  visits  to  London  ;  and  when  he  left  it, 
and  came  totown,fullofmantlinghopes  and  glorious  schemes, 
Lamb  became  his  admiring  disciple.  Tha  scene  of  these 
happy  meetings  was  a  little  public-house,  call,  d  the  Salutation 
and  Cat,  m  the  neighbourhood  of  Smithfield,  ivhere  they  used 
to  sup,  and  remain  long  after  they  had  '■  hean!  the  chimes  ol 
midnight."  There  they  discoursed  of  Bowie.i,  who  was  the 
god  of  Coleridge's  poetical  idolatry,  and  of  Bufiis  and  Cowper 
who,  of  recent  poets,  in  that  season  of  con^Mrative  barren 
ness,  had  made  the  deepest  impression  on  hanib.  There 
Coleridge  talked  of  "  Fate,  freewill,  foreknowledge  absolute" 
to  one  who  desired  "  to  find  no  end"  »f  the  golilon  maze ;  and 
there  he  recited  his  early  poems  with  that  deep  sweetness  ol 
intonation  which  sunk  into  the  heart  of  his  hearer.  To  these 
meetings  La'mbwas  accustomed,  at  all  periods  ot  his  life,  tore- 
vert  as  ihe  season  when  his  finer  intellects  were  quickened 
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into  action.  Shortly  after  tiiey  had  terminated,  with  G61» 
ridge's  departure  for  London,  he  thus  recalled  them  in  a  let- 
ter." "  When  I  read  in  your  little  volume  the  etTusion  you 
call '  the  Sigh,'  I  think  I  hear  you  again.  I  imagine  to  myself 
the  little  smoky  room  at  the  Salutation  and  Cat,  where  we 
sat  together  through  the  winter  nights  beguiling  the  cares  of 
life  with  poetry."  This  was  early  in  1796;  and  in  1818, 
when  dedicating  his  works,  then  first  collected,  to  his  earliest 
friend,  he  thus  spoke  of  the  same  meetings.  "  Some  of  the 
Bonnets,  which  shall  be  carelessly  turned  over  by  the  general 
reader,  may  happily  awaken  in  you  remembrances  which  I 
should  be  sorry  to  doubt  are  totally  extinct — the  memory  '  of 
summer  days  and  of  delightful  years,'  even  so  far  back  as 
those  old  suppers  at  our  old  inn — when  life  was  fresh,  and 
topics  exhaustless — and  you  first  kindled  in  me,  if  not  the 
power,  yet  the  love  of  poetry,  and  beauty,  and  kindliness." 
And  so  he  talked  of  these  uoforgolten  hours  in  that  short  inter- 
val during  which  death  divided  them ! 

The  warmth  of  Coleridge's  friendship  supplied  the  qnicken- 
ing  impulse  to  Lamb's  genius ;  but  the  germe  unfolding  all  its 
nice  peculiarities  lay  ready  for  the  inflnence,  and  expanded 
into  forms  and  hues  of  its  i^wn.  Lamb's  earliest  poetry  was 
not  a  faint  reflection  of  Coleridge's,  such  as  the  youiig  lustre 
ol  original  genius  ma'  cast  on  a  polished  and  sensitive  mind, 
to  glow  and  tremble  for  a  season,  but  was  streaked  with  deli- 
cate yet  distinct  traits,  which  proved  It  aa  emanation  from 
within.  There  was,  indeed,  1  ttle  resemblance  between  the 
two,  except  in  the  affection  which  they  bore  towards  each 
other.  Coleridge's  mind,  not  laden  as  yet  with  the  spoils  of 
all  systems  and  of  all  times,  glowed  with  the  ardour  of  un- 
controllable purpose,  and  thirsted  fot  glorious  achievement  and 
universal  knowledge.  The  imagination,  which  afterward 
struggled  gloriously,  but  perhaps  vainly,  to  overmaster  the 
stupendous  clouds  of  German  philosophies,  breaking  them  into 
huge  masses,  and  tinting  them  with  heavenly  hues,  then  shone 
through  the  simple  articles  of  Unitarian  faith,  the  graceful 
architecture  of  Hartley's  theory,  and  the  well- compacted  chain 
by  which  Priestley  and  Edwards  seemed  to  bind  all  things  in 
necessary  connexion,  as  through  transparencies  of  ihought; 
and,  finding  no  opposition  worthy  of  its  activity  in  this  poor 
foreground  of  the  mind,  opened  for  itself  a  bright  succ 
of  fairy  visions,  which  it  sought  lo  realize  on  earth. 

*  This,  with  other  natsages  I  hsie  in 
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tight,  Oppression  and  force  seemed  to  vanish  like  the  phan- 
toms of  a  feverish  dream ;  mankind  were  disposed  in  the  pic- 
turesque groups  of  universal  brotherhood  ;  and,  in  far  distance, 
the  ladder  which  Jacob  saw  in  solemn  yision  connected  earth 
with  heaven,  "  and  the  angels  of  God  were  ascending  and  de- 
scending upon  it."  Lamb  had  no  sympathy  with  these  radiant 
hopes,  except  as  they  were  pari  of  his  friend.  He  clung  to 
Ihe  realities  of  life ;  to  things  nearest  lo  him,  which  the  force 
of  habit  had  made  dear;  and  caught  tremblingly  hold  of  the 
past.  He  delighted,  indeed,  to  hear  Coleridge  talk  of  the  dis- 
tant and  ftiiure  ;  to  see  the  palm-trees  wave  and  the  pyramids 
tower  in  the  long  perspective  of  his  style ;  and  to  catch  the 
prophetic  notes  of  a  universal  harmony  trembling  in  his  voice 
but  the  pleasure  was  only  that  of  admiration  unalloyed  by 
envy,  and  of  the  generous  pride  of  friendship.  The  tendency 
of  his  mind  to  delect  the  beautiful  and  good  in  surrounding 
tlimgs,  lo  nestle  rather  than  lo  roam,  was  cherished  by  all  the 
circumstances  of  his  boyish  days.  He  had  become  familiar 
with  the  vestiges  of  antiquity,  both  in  his  school  and  in  his 
home  of  the  Temple  ;  and  these  became  dear  to  him  in  his 
serious  and  affectionate  childhood.  But,  perhaps,  more  even 
than  those  external  associations,  the  situation  of  his  parents, 
as  it  was  elevated  and  graced  by  their  character,  moulded  his 
young  thoughts  to  the  holy  habit  of  a  liberal  obedience  and 
unaspiring  seif-respect,  which  led  rather  to  the  embellishment 
of  what  was  near  than  lo  the  creation  of  visionary  forms.  He 
saw  at  home  the  daily  beauty  of  a  cheerful  submission  to  a 
state  bordering  on  the  servile  ;  be  looked  upward  to  his  father's 
master,  and  the  old  benchers  who  walked  with  him  on  the 
stately  terrace,  with  a  modest  ereciness  of  mind  ;  and  he  saw 
in  his  own  humble  home  how  well  the  decencies  of  life  could 
be  maintained  on  slender  means  by  the  exercise  of  generous 
principle.  Another  circumstance,  akin  to  these,  tended  also 
to  impart  a  tinge  of  venerableness  to  his  early  musings.  His 
maternal  grandmother  was  for  many  years  housekeeper  in  the 
old  and  wealthy  family  of  the  Plumers  of  Hertfordshire,  by 
whom  she  was  held  in  true  esteem  ;  and  his  visits  to  their  an- 
cient mansion,  where  he  had  the  free  range  of  every  apart- 
ment, gallery,  and  terraced  walk,  gave  him  "  a  peep  at  tiie  con- 
trasting accidents  of  a  great  fortune,"  and  an  alliance  with  thai 
gentility  of  soul  which  to  appreciate  is  to  share.  He  has 
beautifully  recorded  his  own  recollections  of  this  place  in  the 

essay  entitled,  "Blakesmoor  in  H shire,"  in  which  ho 

modestly  vindicates  his  claim  to  partake  in  the  associations  of 
ancestry  not  his  own,  and  shows  the  true  value  of  high  lineage 
by  detecting  the  spirit  of  nobleness  which  breathes  around  it, 
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fur  iho  enkindling  of  generous  affections,  not  only  in  tiiose 
who  may  boast  of  its  possession,  but  in  all  who  can  feel  its 
influences. 

While  the  bias  of  the  minds  of  Coleridge  and  Lamb  tfami 
essentially  differed,  it  is  singular  that  their  opinions  on  reli- 
gion, and  on  those  philosophical  questions  which  border  on 
religious  belief,  and  receive  their  colour  from  it,  agreed,  aS 
though  probably  derived  from  various  sources.  Both  were 
Unitarians,  ardent  admirers  of  the  writings  and  character  of 
Dr.  Priestley,  and  both  believers  in  necessity,  according  to 
Priestley's  exposition,  and  in  the  mference  which  he  drew 
from  that  doctrine  respecting  moral  responsibility  and  the 
ultimate  destiny  of  the  human  race.  The  adoption  of  this 
creed  arose  in  Lamb  from  the  accident  of  education  ;  he  wag 
brought  up  to  receive  and  love  it ;  and  attended,  when  cir- 
cumstances permitted,  at  the  chapel  at  Hackney,  of  which  Mr. 
Beisham,  afterward  of  Essex-street,  was  then  the  minister. 
It  is  remarkable  that  another  of  Lamb's  most  intimate  friends, 
in  whose  conversation,  next  to  that  of  Coleridge,  he  most  de- 
lighted, Mr.  Hazlitt,  with  whom  he  became  acquainted  at  a 
subsequent  time,  and  who  came  from  a  distant  part  of  the 
country,  was  educated  in  the  same  faith.  With  Coleridge, 
whose  early  impressions  were  derived  from  the  rites  and  ser- 
vices of  the  Church  of  England,  Unitarianism  was  the  result 
of  a  strong  conviction ;  so  strong  that,  with  all  the  ardour  of  a 
convert,  he  sought  to  win  proselytes  to  his  chosen  creed,  and 
purposed  to  spend  his  days  in  preaching  it.  Neither  of  these 
young  men,  however,  long  continued  to  profess  it.  Lamb,  iu 
his  mature  life,  rarely  alluded  to  matters  of  religious  doctrine  ; 
and,  when  he  did  so,  evinced  no  sympathy  with  the  professors 
of  his  once-loved  creed.  Hazlitt  wrote  of  his  father,  who  was 
a  Unitarian  minister  at  Wem,  with  honouring  affection  j  and 
of  his  dissenting  associates  with  respect,  but  he  had  obviously 
ceased  to  think  or  feel  with  them  ;  and  Coleridge's  Remains 
indicate,  what  was  well  known  to  all  who  enjoyed  the  privi- 
lege of  his  conversation,  that  he  not  only  reverted  to  a  belief 
in  the  Trinitarian  mysteries,  but  that  he  was  accustomed  to 
e.Ypress  as  much  distaste  for  Unitarianism,  and  for  the  spirit 
of  its  more  active  advocates,  as  the  benipiity  of  his  nature 
would  allow  him  to  feel  for  any  human  opinion  honestly  cher- 
ished. Perhaps  this  solitary  approach  to  intolerance  in  the 
universality  of  Coleridge's  jnind  arose  from  the  disapproval 
with  which  he  might  justly  regard  his  own  pride  of  under- 
standing, as  excited  in  defence  of  the  doctrines  he  had  adopted. 
To  him  there  was  much  of  devotional  thought  to  be  violated, 
many  reverential  associations,  intertwined  with  ttie  moral  being, 
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to  be  rem  away  in  ihe  struggle  of  ihe  intellect  lo  grasp  the 
doctrines  which  were  alien  to  its  nurture.  But  to  Lamb  these 
formed  the  simple  creed  of  his  childhood ;  and  slender  and 
barren  as  they  seem  to  those  who  are  united  in  rehgious 
sympathy  with  the  great  body  of  their  fellow-countrymen,  they 
sufficed  for  afTeciions  which  had  so  strong  a  tendency  lo  find 
out  resting-places  for  themselves  as  his.  Those  who  only 
knew  him  in  his  latter  days,  and  who  feel  that  if  ever  the  spirit 
of  Christianity  breathed  through  a  human  life  il  breathed  in 
his,  will  nevertheless  trace  with  surprise  the  extraordinary 
vi»idnes8  of  impressions  directly  religious,  and  the  self-jeal- 
ousy with  which  he  watched  the  cares  and  distractions  of  ihe 
world,  which  might  efface  them  in  his  first  letters.  If  in  a 
life  of  ungenial  toil,  diversified  with  frequent  soi/cw,  the  train 
of  these  solemn  meditations  was  broken  ;  if  he  was  led,  in  the 
distractions  and  labours  of  his  course,  to  cleave  more  closely 
to  surrounding  objects  than  those  early  aspirations  promised  , 
if,  in  his  cravings  after  immediate  sympathy,  hr  rather  sought 
(0  perpetuate  ihe  social  circle  which  he  chaiwed,  ihan  to  ex- 
patiate in  scenes  of  untried  being ;  his  pious  feelings  were 
only  diverted,  not  destroyed.  The  stream  glided  still,  the 
under  current  of  thought,  sometimes  breaking  out  m  sallies 
which  strangers  did  not  understand,  but  always  feeding  and 
nourishing  the  most  exquisite  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  the 
most  unobinisive  proofs  of  self-denying  love. 

While  Lamb  was  enjoying  habits  of  the  closest  intimacy 
with  Coleridge  in  London,  he  was  introduced  by  him  to  a 
young  poet  whose  name  has  often  been  associated  with  his — 
Charles  Lloyd — the  son  of  a  wealthy  banker  at  Birmingham, 
who  had  recently  cast  off  the  trammels  of  the  Society  of 
Friends,  and,  smitten  with  the  love  of  poetry,  had  become  a 
student  at  the  University  of  Cambridge.  There  he  had  been 
attached  to  Coleridge  by  the  fascination  of  his  discourse  ;  and, 
having  been  admitted  to  his  regard,  was  introduced  by  him  to 
Lamb.  Lloyd  was  endeared  both  to  Lamb  and  Coleridge  by 
a  very  amiable  disposition  and  a  pensive  cast  of  thought ;  bul 
his  intellect  bore  little  resemblance  to  that  of  either.  He 
wrote,  indeed,  pleasing  verses  and  with  great  facility — a  facil 
ily  fatal  lo  excellence  ;  but  his  mind  was  chiefly  remaikable 
for  the  fine  power  of  analysis  which  distinguishes  his  "  Lon- 
don," and  other  of  his  later  compositions.  In  this  power  of 
discriminating  and  distinguishing,  carried  to  a  pitch  almosi 
of  patnfulness,  Lloyd  has  scarcely  been  equalled ;  and  h:s 
poems,  though  rugged  in  point  of  versification,  will  be  found, 
by  those  who  will  read  ihem  with  the  calm  attention  they  re- 
quire, replete  with  critical  and  moral  suggestions  of  the  high- 
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esl  value.  He  and  Coleridge  were  devoted  wholly  lo  iiierary 
pursuits ;  while  Lamb's  days  were  given  lo  accounts,  and  oniy 
at  snatches  of  time  was  Be  able  to  cultivate  the  faculty  of 
which  the  society  of  Coleridge  had  made  him  imperfectly  con- 
Lamb's  first  compositions  were  in  verse,  produced  slowly, 
at  long  intervals,  and  with  self-distrust  which  the  encourage- 
ments of  Coleridge  could  not  subdue.  With  the  exception  of 
a  sonnet  to  Mrs.  Siddons,  whose  acting,  especially  in  the 
character  of  Lady  Randolph,  had  made  a  deep  impression 
upon  him,  they  were  exclusively  personal.  The  longest  ahd 
most  elaborate  is  (hat  beautiful  piece  of  blank  verse  entitled 
"  The  Grandame,"  in  which  he  so  affectionately  celebrates 
tile  virtues  of  the  "  antique  world"  of  the  aged  housekeeper  ol 
Mr.  Plumer.  A  youthful  passion,  which  lasted  only  a  few 
months,  and  which  he  afterward  attempted  to  regard  lightly 
as  a  folly  p*t,  inspired  a  few  sonnets  of  very  delicate  feeling 
and  exquisite  music.  On  the  death  of  his  parents  he  felt  him- 
self called  upon  by  duty  to  repay  to  his  sister  the  solicitude 
with  which  she  had  watched  over  his  infancy ;  and  well  indeed 
he  performed  it !  To  her,  from  the  age  of  twenty-one,  he  de- 
voted his  existence ;  seeking  thenceforth  no  connexion  which 
could  interfere  with  her  supremacy  in  his  affections,  or  impair 
his  abihty  to  sustain  and  to  comfort  her. 


CHAPTER  II. 


In  the  year  1796,  Coleridge,  having  married  and  relin- 
quished his  splendid  dream  of  emigration,  was  resident  at 
Bristol ;  and  Lamb,  who  had  left  the  Temple,  and  lived  with 
his  father,  then  sinking  into  dotage,  felt  his  absence  from 
London  bitterly,  and  sought  a  correspondence  with  him  as, 
almost,  his  only  comfort.  "  In  your  absence,"  he  writes,  in 
one  of  the  earliest  of  his  letters,*  "  I  feel  a  stupor  which 
makes  me  indifferent  to  the  hopes  and  fears  of  this  life.  I 
sometimes  wish  to  induce  a  religious  turn  of  mind  ;  but  habits 

*  These  and  other  pnBsagesaraestraetad  from  letters  which  are  either  to« 
pcrEonal  or  not  auffioieatlj  intcresticg  for  entire  pnbliontion. 
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are  smbborn  things,  and  my  religious  fervours  are  confined  to 
some  fleeting  moments  of  occasional  solitary  devotion.  A 
correspondence  opening  with  you  has  roused  me  a  little  from 
my  lethargy,  and  made  me  conscious  of  existence.  Indulge 
me  in  it !  I  will  not  be  very  troublesome."  And  again  a  few 
days  after :  "  You  are  the  only  correspondent,  and,  I  might 
add,  the  only  friend  I  have  in  the  world.  I  go  nowhere,  and 
have  no  acquaintance.  Slow  of  speech  and  reserved  of  man- 
ners, no  ono  seeks  or  cares  for  my  society,  and  I  am  left  alone. 
Coleridge,  I  devoutly  wish  that  fortune,  which  has  made  sport 
with  you  so  long,  may  play  one  prank  more,  throw  you  into 
Ijondon,  or  some  spot  near  it,  and  there  snugify  you  for  life. 
'Tis  a  selfish  but  natural  wish  for  me,  cast  on  life's  plain 
friendless."  These  appeals,  it  may  well  be  believed,  were 
not  made  in  vain  to  one  who  delighted  in  ihe  lavish  communi- 
cation of  the  riches  of  his  own  mind  even  to  strangers  ;  but 
none  of  the  letters  of  Coleridge  lo  Lamb  have  been  preserved. 
He  had  just  published  his  "  Religious  Musings,"  and  the 
glittering  enthusiasm  of  its  language  excited  Lamb's  pious  feel- 
ings, almost  to  a  degree  of  pain.  "  I  dare  not,"  says  he  of 
this  poem,  "criticise  it.  I  like  not  to  select  any  part  where 
all  is  excellent.  I  can  only  admire  and  thank  you  for  it,  in  *»« 
name  of  a  lover  of  true  poetiy — 

'  Believe  thou,  oh  my  soul, 
Life  is  a  Ttsion  shadow;  of  truth ; 
And  pain,  and  anguish,  and  the  wormy  grate, 
Shapes  of  a  dieam.' 

I  thank  you  for  these  lines,  in  the  name  of  a  necessitarian." 
To  Priestley  Lamb  repeatedly  alludes  as  to  the  object  of  their 
common  admiration.  "In  reading  your  Religious  Musiugs,'' 
says  he,  "  I  have  felt  a  transient  superiority  ov«r  you .  I  kaoe 
seen  Priestley.  I  love  to  see  his  name  repeated  in  your 
writings;  I  love  and  honour  him  almost  profanely."*  The 
same  ferver  glows  in  the  sectarian  piety  of  the  following  letter 
addressed  to  Coleridge,  when  fascinated  with  the  idea  of  a 
cottage  life. 


"  Coleridge,  I  feel  myself  much  your  debtor  for  that  spirit  ol 
confidence  and  friendship  which  dictated  your  last  letter.  May 
vour  soul  find  peace  at  last  in  your  cottage  life !    I  only  wish 

*  He  piobabi;  refenlo  the  following  lines 
"  So  Priestley,  their  pstriol,  and  s 
Him,  full  of  vears.  from  hie  loved  nalive  land, 
Statesmen  bloodslun'd,  and  priests  idolatrous, 
Drove  with  vain  hate.    Calm,  pitying,  he  rctiii 
And  mused  eippelaiil  on  Ihose  promised  years ' 
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you  were  but  seliled.  Do  continue  10  write  to  me.  I  read 
your  letters  with  my  sister,  and  tliey  gave  us  both  abundance 
of  delight.  Especially  ihey  please  us  too,  when  you  talk  in  a 
religious  strain  ;  not  but  we  are  offended  occasionally  wilh  a 
cerla  n  freedom  of  expression,  a  certain  air  of  mysticism,  moru 
consonant  to  the  conceits  of  pagan  philosoj^y  than  censisloni 
with  humility  of  genuine  piety.  To  instance  now  in  your  laai 
letter,  you  say, '  it  is  by  the  press  that  God  hath  given  finite 
spirits,  both  evil  and  good  (I  suppose  you  mean  simjiiy  bad 
men  and  good  men),  a  portion  as  it  were  of  hia  Omnipres- 
ence !'  Now,  high  as  the  human  intellect  comparatively  will 
soar,  and  wide  as  its  influence,  malign  or  salutary,  can  extend, 
is  there  not,  Coleridge,  a  distance  between  the  Divine  mind 
and  it  which  makes  such  language  blasphemy?  Again,  in 
your  first  fine  consolatory  epistle  you  say,  '  you  are  a  tempo- 
rary sharer  in  human  misery,  that  you  may  be  an  eternal  par- 
taker of  the  Divine  Nature.'  What  more  than  this  do  those  men 
say  who  are  for  exalting  the  man  Christ  Jesus  into  the  sec- 
ond person  of  an  unknown  Trinity,  men,  whom  you  or  I  scru- 
ple not  lo  call  idolators  ?  Man,  full  of  imperfections,  at  best, 
and  subject  lo  wants  which  momentarily  remind  him  of  de- 
pendance  ;  man,  a  weak  and  ignorant  being,  '  servile'  from  his 
birth  '  to  all  the  skiey  influences,'  with  eyes  sometimes  open 
to  discern  the  tight  path,  but  a  head  generally  too  dizzy  to 
pursue  it ;  man,  in  the  pride  of  speculation,  forgetting  his 
nature,  and  hailing  in  himself  the  future  God,  must  make  the 
angels  laugh.  Be  not  angry  with  me,  Coleridge ;  I  wish  not 
to  cavil ;  I  know  I  cannot  mstntct  you  ;  I  only  wish  lo  remind 
you  of  that  humility  which  best  becometh  the  Christian  charac- 
ter. God  in  ihe  New  Testament  {our  best  guide)  is  repre- 
Bented  to  us  ill  the  kind,  condescending,  amiable,  familiar  light 
of  a  parent :  and  in  my  poor  mind  'tis  best  for  us  so  to  consider 
of  him,  as  our  heavenly  father,  and  our  best  friend,  without  in- 
dulging too  bold  conceptions  of  his  nature.  Let  us  learn  lo 
think  humbly  of  ourselves,  and  rejoice  in  the  appellation  of 
'dear  children.'  'brethren,'  and  'coheirs  with  Christ  of  the 
promises,'  seeking  to  know  no  further. 

"  I  am  not  insensible,  indeed  1  am  not,  of  the  value  of  that 
first  letter  of  yours,  and  I  shall  find  reason  to  thank  you  for  it 
again  and  again  long  after  that  blemish  in  it  is  forgotten.  It 
will  be  a  fine  lesson  of  comfort  to  us  whenever  we  read  it; 
and  read  it  we    f        1   11  M    y  and  I, 

"  Accept  our  I  nd  b       kind  wishes  for  the  welfare  of 

yourself,  and  w  f  d  1  1  e.  Nor  let  me  forget  to  wish 
you  joy  on  yoi  b  ril  d  y  1  ely  past ;  I  thought  you  hid 
[een  older.      M     k    d   1      k         d  remPJnbratice;'  to  Lloyd. 
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"  God  love  us  all,  and  may  he  continue  to  be  the  father  and 
ihe  friend  of  the  whole  human  race  ! 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"Sunday  evening." 

The  next  letter,  commencing  in  a  similar  strain,  diverges 
to  literary  topics,  and  especially  alludes  to  "  Walton's  Angler," 
a  book  which  Lamb  always  loved  as  it  were  a  living  friend. 


"  My  dear  friend,  I  am  not  ignorant  that  to  be  a  partaker  of 
tlie  Divine  Nature  is  a  phrase  lo  be  met  with  in  Scripture  ;  I 
am  only  apprehensive  lest  we  in  these  latter  days,  tinctured 
(some  of  us,  perhaps,  pretty  deeply)  with  mystical  notions 
and  the  pride  of  metaphysics,  might  be  apt  to  affix  to  such 
phrases  a  naeaning  which  the  primitive  users  of  them,  the 
simple  fisher  of  Galilee  for  instance,  never  intended  to  convey. 
With  that  other  part  of  your  apology  I  am  not  quite  so  well 
satisfied.  Yon  seem  lo  me  to  have  been  straining  your  com- 
paring faculties  to  bring  together  things  infinitely  distant  and 
unlike;  the  feeble,  narrow-sphered  operations  of  the  human 
intellect ;  and  the  everywhere  diffused  mind  of  the  Deity, 
the  peerless  wisdom  of  Jehovah.  Even  the  expression  ap- 
pears 10  me  inaccurate — portion  of  omnipresence — omnipres- 
ence is  an  attribute  whose  very  essence  is  entireness.  How 
can  omnipresence  be  affirmed  of  anything  in  part  ?  But 
enough  of  this  spirit  of  disputaciousness.  Let  us  attend  to 
the  proper  business  of  human  life,  and  talk  a  little  together 
respecting  our  domestic  concerns.  Do  you  continue  lo  make 
me  acquainted  with  what  you  are  doing,  and  how  soon  you 
are  likely  io  be  settled  once  for  all  ? 

"  Have  you  seen  Bowles's  new  poem  on  '  Hope  V  What 
character  does  it  bear  ?  Has  he  exhausted  his  stores  of  ten- 
der plainiiveness  ?  or  is  he  the  same  in  this  last  as  in  all  his 
former  pieces  ?  The  duties  of  the  day  call  me  off  from  this 
pleasant  intercourse  with  my  friend  ;  so  for  the  present  adieu. 
Now  for  the  truant  borrowing  of  a  few  minutes  from  business. 
Have  you  met  with  a  new  poem  called  the  '  Pursuits  of  Lit- 
erature V  From  the  extracts  in  the  '  British  Review'  I  judge 
it  lo  be  a  very  humorous  thing ;  in  particular  I  remember  what 
I  thought  a  very  happy  character  of  Dr.  Darwin's  poetry. 
Among  all  your  quaint  readings,  did  you  ever  light  upon  '  Wal- 
ton's Complete  Angler?'  I  asked  you  the  question  once  be 
lore  ;  it  breathes  the  very  spirit  of  innocence,  purity,  and 
simplicity  of  heart ;  there  are  many  choice,  old  verses  inter- 
spersed in  it ;  it  would  sweelen  a  man's  tempei  at  any  tip* 

Vol.  1.-2 
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to  read  it ;  it  would  Christianize  every  discordant  angry  pa» 
Kion ;  pray  make  yourself  acquainted  with  it. 

"When  will  Southeybedeliveredof  his  new  epic  ?  Madoc, 
I  think,  is  to  be  the  name  of  it,  though  that  is  a  name  not  fa- 
miliar to  my  ears.  What  progress  do  you  make  in  your 
hymns  ?  What  '  Review'  are  you  connected  with  ?  if  with 
any,  why  do  you  delay  to  notice  White's  book  ?  You  are 
justly  offended  at  its  profaneness,  but  surely  you  have  under- 
valued its  wit,  or  you  would  have  been  more  loud  in  its  praises. 
Do  not  you  think  that  in  Slender's  death  and  madness  there  ia 
most  exquisite  humour  mingled  with  tenderness,  that  is  irre- 
sistible, truly  Shakspearian  ?  Be  more  full  in  your  mention  oj 
it.  Poor  fellow,  he  has  (very  undeservedly)  lost  by  it;  nor  do 
I  see  that  it  is  likely  ever  to  reimburse  him  the  charge  ot 
printing,  &c.  Give  it  a  lift  if  you  can.  I  am  just  now  won- 
dering whether  you  will  ever  come  to  town  again,  Coleridge ; 
'lis  among  the  things  1  dare  not  hope,  but  can't  help  wishing. 
For  myself,  I  can  live  in  the  midst  of  town  luxury  and  super- 
fluity and  not  long  for  them ;  and  I  can't  see  why  your  chil- 
dren might  not  hereafter  do  the  same.  Remember  you  are 
not  in  Arcadia  when  you  are  in  the  west  of  England,  and  they 
may  catch  infection  from  the  world  without  visiting  the  me- 
tropolis. But  you  seem  to  have  set  your  heart  upon  this  same 
cottage  plan,  and  God  prosper  you  in  the  experiment !  I  am 
at  a  loss  for  more  to  write  about,  so  'tis  as  well  that  I  am  ar- 
rived at  the  bottom  of  my  paper. 

"  God  love  you,  Coleridge  ;  our  best  loves  and  tenderesl 
wishes  await  on  you,  your  Sarah,  and  your  little  ones. 

"  C.  L." 

Having  been  encouraged  by  Coleridge  to  entertain  the 
thought  of  publishing  his  verses,  he  submitted  the  poem  called 
"  The  Grandime"  to  his  friend  with  the  following  letter : — 

TO    MR.    COLEftlDOE. 

"  Uooda}'  nigbt. 
"  Unfurnished  at  present  with  any  sheet-filling  subject,  I 
shall  continue  my  letter  gradually  and  journal-wise.  My 
second  thoughts  entirely  coincide  with  your  thoughts  on 
'  Joan  of  Arc,'  and  I  can  only  wonder  at  my  childish  judgment 
which  overlooked  the  first  book  and  could  prefer  the  ninth  ; 
not  that  I  was  insensible  to  the  soberer  beauties  of  the  former, 
but  the  latter  caught  me  with  its  glare  of  magic  ;  the  former, 
however,  left  a  more  pleasing  general  recollection  in  my  mind. 
Let  me  add,  the  first  book  was  the  favourite  of  my  sister  ;  and 
/  now,  with  John,  often  '  think  on  Domremi  and  the  fields  of 
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Arc'  I  must  not  pass  over  without  acknowledging  my  obli- 
gations 10  your  full  and  satisfactory  account  of  personiiicatmns. 
[  have  read  it  again  and  again,  and  it  will  be  a  guide  to  my 
future  taste.  Perhaps  I  had  estimated  Southey'a  merits  too 
"Biich  by  number,  weight,  and  measure.  I  now  agree  com 
pletely  and  entirely  in  your  opinion  of  the  genius  of  Southey. 
Your  own  image  of  melancholy  is  illustrative  of  what  you 
teach,  and  in  itself  masterly.  1  conjecture  it  is  disbranched 
from  one  of  your  embryo  'hymns.'  When  they  are  mature 
for  birth  (were  I  you)  I  should  print  'em  in  one  separate  vol- 
ume, with  '  Religious  Musings,'  and  your  part  of  the  '  Joan  of 
Arc'  Birds  of  the  same  soaring  wing  should  hold  on  their 
flight  in  company.  Once  for  all  (and  by  renewing  the  subject 
you  will  only  renew  in  me  the  condemnation  of  Tantalus),  I 
hope  to  be  able  to  pay  you  a  visit  (if  you  are  then  in  Bristol) 
some  time  in  the  latter  end  of  August  ot  beginning  of  Septem- 
ber, for  a  week  or  fortnight ;  before  that  time,  office  business 
puts  an  absolute  veto  on  my  coming.  Of  the  blank  verses  I 
spoke  of,  the  following  lines  are  the  only  tolerable  complete 
ones  I  have  written  out  of  not  more  than  one  hundred  and  fifty. 
That  I  get  on  so  slowly  you  may  fairly  impute  to  want  of 
practice  in  composition,  when  I  declare  1o  j^ti  that  (the  few 
verses  which  you  have  seen  excepted)  1  have  not  written  fifty 
lines  since  I  left  school.  It  may  not  be  amiss  to  remark  that 
my  grandmother  (on  whom  the  verses  are  written)  lived 
housekeeper  in  a  family  the  fifty  or  sixty  last  years  of  hei 
life  ;  that  she  was  a  woman  of  exemplary  piety  and  goodness  ; 
and  for  many  years  before  her  death  was  terribly  afliicted 
with  a  cancer  in  her  breast,  which  she  bore  with  true  Chris- 
tian patience.  You  may  think  that  I  have  not  kept  enough 
apart  the  ideas  of  her  heavenly  and  her  earthly  master,  but 
recollect  I  have  designedly  given  in  to  her  own  way  of  feel- 
ing; and  if  she  had  a  failing, 'twas  that  she  respected  her 
master's  family  too  much,  not  reverenced  her  Maker  too  little. 
The  lines  begin  imperfectly,  as  I  may  probably  connect  'em 
if  I  finish  at  all ;  and  if  I  do.  Biggs  shall  print  'em  in  a  more 
economical  way  than  you  yours,  for  (sonnets  and  all)  they 
won't  make  a  thousand  lines  as  I  propose  completing  'em, 
and  the  substance  must  be  wiredrawn. 

The  following  letter,  written  at  intervals,  will  give  an  in- 
sight into  Lamb's  spirit  at  this  time,  in  its  lighter  and  gayer 
moods.  It  would  seem  that  his  acquaintance  with  the  old 
English  dramatists  had  just  commenced  with  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  and  Maasinger. 
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"  Tuesday  evening. 
"  Ti>  your  list  of  illustrative  personificalioHs,  into  which 
a  line  imagination  enters,  I  will  take  leave  to  add  the  follow- 
ing  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  'Wife  for  a  Month;'  Ma 
tlie  conclusion  of  a  description  of  a  seatight : — '  The  game 
of  death  was  never  played  so  nobly  ;  the  meager  thief  grew 
wanton  in  his  imschtefs,  and  his  shrunk  hollow  eyes  smiled 
on  his  ruins.'  There  is  fancy  in  these  of  a  lower  order,  from 
'Bonduca:'  'Then  did  I.  see  these  vahant  men  of  Britain, 
like  boding  owls,  creep  into  todds  of  ivy,  and  hoot  their  fears' 
to  one  another  nightly.'  Not  that  it  is  a  personification ;  only 
it  just  caught  my  eye  in  a  little  extract-book  I  keep,  which  is 
full  of  quotations  from  B.  and  F.  in  particular,  in  which  au- 
thors 1  can't  help  thinking  there  is  a  greater  richness  of 
poetical  fancy  than  in  any  one,  Shakspeare  excepted.  Are 
you  acquainted  with  Massinger  ?  At  a  hazard  1  will  trouble 
you  with  3  passage  from  a  play  of  his  called  '  A  Very  Wo- 
man.' The  lines  are  spoken  by  a  lover  (disguised)  lo  his 
faithlesa  mistress.  You  will  remark  the  fine  effect  of  the 
double  endings.  You  will  by  your  ear  distinguish  the  lines, 
for  I  write  'em  as  prose.  '  Not  far  from  where  my  father  lives, 
a  lady,  a  neighbour  by,  blessed  with  as  great  a  heavty  as  na- 
ture durst  bestow  without  undoing,  dwell,  and  most  nappdy, 
as  I  thought  then,  and  blessed  the  house  a  thousand  times  she 
dwelt  in.  This  beauty,  in  the  blossom  of  roy  youth,  when 
my  first  fire  knew  no  adulterate  incense,  nor  1  no  way  to  flat- 
ter but  my  fondness;  in  all  the  bravery  my  friends  could  show 
me,  in  all  the  faith  my  innocence  could  ^w.  me,  in  the  best 
language  my  true  tongue  could  tell  me,  and  all  the  broken 
sighs  my  sick  heart  lend  me,  I  sued  and  served ;  long  did  I 
serve  this  lady,  long  was  my  travail,  long  my  trade  to  tmn  Aer; 
with  all  the  duty  of  my  soul  I  served  her.'  '  Then  she  must 
love.'  '  She  did,  but  never  me  :  she  could  not  love  me ;  she 
would  not  love,  she  hated — more,  she  scorned  me ;  and  in  so 
poor  and  base  a  way  abused  mo  for  all  my  services,  for  all  my 
bounties,  so  bold  neglects  flung  on  me.'  '  What  out  of  love, 
and  worthy  love,  I  gave  her  (shame  to  her  most  unworthy 
mind),  to  fools,  to  girls,  lo  fiddlers  and  her  boys  she  flung,  all 
in  disdain  of  me,'  One  more  passage  strikes  my  eye  from 
It.  and  F.'s  '  Palamon  and  Arciie.'  One  of  'em  complains  in 
prison :  '  This  is  all  our  world  ;  we  shall  know  nothing  here 
bi:t  one  another ;  bear  nothing  but  the  clock  that  tells  us  out 
woes ;  the  vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never  see  it,'  &c. 
Is  not  th^  la^t  circumstance  exquisite  T  I  mean  not  to  lay 
myself  open  by  saying  they  exceed  Millon,  and  ptchaps  Col. 
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lins,  in  sublimity.  Bui  don't  you  conceive  all  poets,  after 
Shakspeare,  yield  to  'era  in  variety  of  genius  1  Massinger 
treads  close  on  their  heels ;  but  you  are  most  probably  as 
well  acquainted  with  his  writings  as  your  humble  servant 
My  quotations,  in  that  case,  will  only  serve  to  expose  my 
barrenness  of  matter.  Southey,  in  simplicity  and  tenderness, 
is  excelled  decidedly  only,  I  think,  by  Beaumont  and  F-  in  hia 
'  Maid's  Tragedy,'  and  some  parts  of  '  Philaster'  in  partlculaT, 
and  elsewhere,  occasionally  ;  and  perhaps  by  Cowper,  in  hia 
'  Crazy  Kate,'  and  in  parts  of  his  translation  ;  such  as  the 
speeches  of  Hecuba  and  Andromache.  I  long  to  know  your 
opinion  of  ihat  translation.  The  Odyssey  especially  is  surely 
very  Homeric.  What  nobler  than  the  appearance  of  Phtebus 
at  ^e  beginning  of  the  Iliad,  the  lines  ending  with  '  Dread 
sounding,  bounding  on  ike  silver  bow  !' 

"  I  beg  you  will  give  me  your  opinion  of  the  translation ;  it 
afforded  me  high  pleasure.  As  curious  a  specimen  of  trans- 
lation as  ever  fell  into  my  hands,  is  a  young  man's  in  our  of- 
fice, of  a  French  novel.  What  in  the  original  was  literally 
'  amiable  delusions  of  the  fancy,'  he  proposed  lo  render  '  the 
fair  frauds  of  the  imagination.'  I  had  much  trouble  in  licking 
the  book  into  any  meaning  at  all.  Yet  did  the  knave  clear 
fifty  or  sixty  pounds  by  subscription  and  selling  the  copy- 
right. The  book  itself  not  a  week's  work !  To-day's  portion 
of  my  journalizing  epistle  has  been  very  dull  and  poverty- 
stricken.     I  will  here  end." 

"  Tuesilay  nigbt. 
"  I  have  been  drinking  egg  hot  and  smoking  Oronooko, 
(associating  circumstances,  which  ever  forcibly  recall  to  my 
mind  our  evenings  and  nights  at  the  Salutation),  my  eyes  and 
brain  are  heavy  and  asleep,  but  my  heart  is  awake ;  and  if 
words  came  as  ready  as  ideas,  and  ideas  a's  feelings,  I  could 
say  ten  hundred  kind  things.  Coleridge,  you  know  not  my 
supreme  happiness  at  having  one  on  earih  (though  counties 
separate  us)  whom  I  can  call  a  friend.  Remember  you 
those  tender  lines  of  Logan  1~~ 

'  Onr  broken  fl'leiid ships  we  deplore. 
And  loves  of  youth  Chat  are  no  more ; 
No  aflfir  friendships  e'ec  tan  ri^so 
Th'  endeajmentB  of  onr  onrly  days, 
And  ne'er  the  heart  such  fondness  prove, 
As  wlieii  we  Aral  began  to  love.' 

"  I  am  writing  at  random,  and  half-tipsy,  what  you  may  not 
gqvaUy  understand,  as  you  will  be  sober  when  you  read  it,  but 
tny  sober  and  my  half-tipsy  hours  you  are  alike  a  sharer  in. 
Good-night. 
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"  Thursdny. 

"  I  am  now  in  high  hopes  lo  be  able  to  visit  you,  if  perfect- 
ly convenient  on  your  part,  by  the  end  of  next  month— per- 
haps the  last  week  or  fortnight  in  Julv.  A  change  of  scene 
and  a  change  of  faces  would  do  me  c:ood,  even  if  that  scene 
were  not  to  be  Bristol,  and  those  faces  Coleridge's  and  his 
friends' !  In  the  words  of  Terenc.e  a  little  altered,  '  Tiedet 
me  hujiis  quolidiani  Tmaidi.'  1  am  heartily  sick  of  the  every- 
day scenes  of  life.  I  shall  half  wiab  you  unmarried  (don't 
show  this  to  Mrs  C.)  for  one  evenioa  only,  to  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  smoking  with  you,  and  drinking  egg  hot  in  some  little 
•moky  room  in  a  pothouse,  for  I  know  not  yet  how  I  shall  like 
you  in  a  decent  room,  and  looking  quite  happy.  My  best 
love  and  respects  to  Sara  notwithstanding. 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"Charles  Lamb." 

A  proposal  by  Coleridge  to  print  Lamb's  poems  with  a  new 
edition  of  his  own  (an  association  in  which  Lloyd  was  ulti- 
mately included)  occasioned  reciprocal  communications  of 
each  other's  verses,  and  many  questions  of  small  alterations 
suggested  aad  argued  on  both  sides.  I  have  thought  it  better 
lo  omit  much  of  this  verbal  criticism,  which,  not  very  interest- 
ing in  itself,  is  unintelligible  without  a  contemporary  reference 
to  the  poems  which  are  its  subject.  The  next  letter  was 
written  on  hearing  of  Coleridge  being  afflicted  with  a  painful 
dinease. 


"  My  brother,  ray  friend — I  am  distressed  for  you,  believe 
«•«  I  am  ;  not  so  much  for  your  painful,  troublesome  complaint, 
which,  I  trust,  is  only  for  a  time,  as  for  those  anxieties  which 
Brought  it  on,  and  perhaps  even  now  may  be  nursing  its  malig- 
nity. Tell  me,  dearest  of  my  friends,  is  your  mind  at  peace, 
or  has  anything,  yet  unknown  to  me,  happened  to  give  you 
fresh  disquiet,  and  steal  from  you  all  the  pleasant  dreams  of 
future  rest  ?  Are  you  still  (I  fear  you  are)  far  from  being 
comfortably  settled  ?  Would  to  God  it  were  in  my  power  lo 
contribute  towards  the  bringing  of  you  into  the  haven  where 
you  would  be.  But  you  are  too  well  skilled  in  the  philosophy 
of  consolation  to  need  my  humble  tribute  of  advice  ;  in  pain, 
and  in  sickness,  and  in  ail  manner  of  disappointments,  I  trust 
you  have  that  within  you  which  shall  speak  peace  to  yoXir 
mind.     Make  it,  I  entreat  you,  one  of  your  puny  comforts  that 
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I  feel  for  you,  and  share  all  your  griefs  with  you.  I  feel  an 
if  I  were  troubling  you  about  little  things  ;  now  I  am  going  to 
resume  the  subject  of  our  last  two  letters,  but  it  may  divert  us 
both  from  unpleosanter  feelings  to  make  such  matters,  in  a  man- 
ner, of  imporlanco.  Without  further  apology,  then,  it  was  not 
that  I  did  not  relish,  that  1  did  not  in  my  heart  thank  you  for 
those  little  pictures  of  your  feehngs  which  you  lately  sent  me, 
if  I  neglected  to  mention  them.  You  may  remember  you  had 
said  much  the  same  things  before  to  me  on  the  same  subject 
in  a  former  letter,  and  I  considered  those  last  verses  as  only 
the  identical  thoughts  better  clothed ;  either  way  (in  prose  or 
verse),  such  poetry  must  be  welcome  to  me.  I  love  them  as  I 
love  the  Confessions  of  Rousseau,  and  for  the  same  reason  ; 
the  same  frankness,  the  same  openness  of  heart,  the  same 
disclosure  of  all  the  most  hidden  and  delicate  affections  of  the 
mind ;  they  make  me  proud  to  be  thus  esteemed  worthy  of 
the  place  of  friend-confessor,  brother- confessor  to  a  man  like 
Coleridge.  This  last  is,  I  acknowledge,  language  too  high 
for  friendship ;  but  it  is  also,  I  declare,  too  sincere  for  flattery. 
Now,  lo  put  on  stilts,  and  talk  magnificently  about  trifles.  I 
condescend,  then,  to  your  counsel,  Coleridge,  and  allow  my 
first  sonnet  (sick  to  death  am  1  to  make  mention  of  my  sonnets, 
and  I  blush  to  be  so  taken  up  with  them,  indeed  I  do),  I  allow 
it  to  run  thus,  '  Fhiiy  Zand,'  &c.,  &c.,  as  I  last  wrote  it. 

"  The  fragments  I  now  send  you  I  want  printed  lo  get  ri3 
of  'em ;  for,  while  they  stick  burlike  to  my  memory,  they 
teropt  me  to  go  on  with  the  idle  trade  of  versifying,  which  I 
long,  most  sincerely  I  speak  it,  I  long  to  leave  off,  for  it  is 
unprofitable  to  my  soul ;  I  feel  it  is;  and  these  questions  about 
words  and  debates  about  alterations  take  me  off,  I  am  con- 
scious, from  the  proper  business  of  my  life.  Take  my  sonnets, 
once  for  all,  and  do  not  propose  any  reamendments,  or  men- 
tion them  again  in  any  shape  to  me,  I  charge  you.  I  blush 
that  my  mind  can  consider  them  as  things  of  any  worth. 
And,  pray,  admit  or  reject  these  fragments  as  you  like  or  dis- 
like them,  without  ceremony.  Call  'em  sketches,  fragments, 
or  what  you  will,  and  do  not  entitle  any  of  my  things  love 
sonnets,  as  I  told  you  to  call  'em  ;  'twill  only  make  mo  look 
little  in  my  own  eyes  ;  for  it  is  a  passion  of  which  I  retain 
nothmff :  'twas  a  weakness,  concerning  which  I  may  say,  in 
the  words  of  Petrarch  (whose  life  is  now  open  before  me), '  if 
't  drew  me  out  of  some  vices,  it  also  prevented  the  growth  of 
many  virtues,  filling  me  with  the  love  of  the  creature  rather 
thah  the  Creator,  which  is  the  death  of  the  soul.'  Thank 
God,  the  folly  has  left  me  for  ever     not  even  n  review  of  my 
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love  verses  renews  one  wayward  wish  in  me  ;  and  if  I  am  at 
all  solicitous  to  trim  'em  out  in  (heir  best  apparel,  it  is  because 
they  are  to  make  their  appearance  in  good  company.  Now  lo 
my  fragments.  Lesi  you  have  lost  my  Grandame,  she  shall  be 
oite.  'Tis  among  the  few  verses  I  ever  wrote,  that  lo  Mary 
is  another,  which  profit  liie  in  the  recollection.  God  love  her; 
may  we  two  never  love  each  other  less ! 

"  These,  Coleridge,  are  the  few  sketches  I  have  thought 
worth  preserving ;  how  wiU  they  relish  thus  detached  ?  Will 
you  reject  alt  or  any  of  them  ?  They  are  thine,  do  whatsoever 
thou  listeth  with  them.  My  eyes  ache  with  writing  long  and 
late,  and  I  wax  wondrous  sleepy.  God  bless  you  and  yours, 
me  and  mine.     Good-night. 

"C.  Lamb. 

"  I  will  keep  my  eyes  open  reluctantly  a  minute  longer  to 
tell  you  that  I  love  you  for  those  simple,  tender,  heart-ilowing 
lines  with  which  you  conclude  your  last,  and,  in  my  eye,  best 
sonnet  (so  you  call  'em),  '  So,  for  the  mother's  sake,  the  child 
was  dear,  and  dearer  was  the  mother  for  the  child.'  Cultivate 
simplicity,  Coleridge,  or  rather,  I  should  say,  banish  elabo- 
rateness  ;  for  simplicity  springs  spontaneous  from  the  heart 
and  carries  into  daylight  with  its  own  modest  buds,  and  gen- 
uine, sweet,  and  clear  flowers  of  expression.  I  allow  no  hot- 
beds in  the  garden  of  Parnassus,  I  am  unwilling  to  go  to  bed 
and  leave  my  sheet  unfilled  (a  good  piece  of  night  work  for  an 
idle  body  like  me),  so  will  finish  by  begging  you  lo  send  me 
the  earliest  account  of  your  complaint,  its  progress,  or  (as  I 
hope  to  God  you  will  be  able  to  send  me)  the  tale  of  your  re- 
covery, or  at  least  amendment.  My  tcnderest  remembrances 
to  your  Sara. 

"  Once  more  good-night." 

A  wish  to  dedicate  his  portion  of  the  volume  to  his  sister 
o  the  following  touching  letter : — 


"  Coleridge,!  love  youfordedicatingyour  poetry  to  Bowies: 
Genius  of  the  sacred  fountain  of  tears,  it  was  he  who  led  you 
gently  by  the  hand  through  all  this  valley  of  weeping,  showed 
you  the  dark  green  yew-trees  and  the  willow  shades  where, 
by  the  fall  of  waters,  you  might  indulge  an  uncomplaining 
melancholy,  a  delicious  regret  for  the  past,  or  weave  fine  vis- 
ions of  that  awful  future,  '  when  all  the  vanities  of  life's  brief 
day  oblivion's  hurrying  hand  hath  swept  away,  and  all  its 
sorrows  at  the  awful  blast  of  the  archangel's  trump  are  but  as 
shadows  past.'     I  have  another  sort  of  dedication  in  my  head 
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for  my  few  things,  which  I  want  to  know  if  you  approve  of, 
and  can  insert.  I  mean  lo  inscribe  them  lo  my  sister.  It 
will  be  unexpected,  and  it  will  give  her  pleasure  ;  or  do  you 
think  it  will  look  whimsical  at  alll  As  I  have  not  spoken  to 
her  about  it,  I  can  easily  reject  the  idea.  But  there  is  a 
monotony  in  the  affections,  which  people  living  together,  or. 
as  we  do  now,  very  frequently  seeing  each  other,  are.  apt  tci 
giTe  into ;  a  sort  of  indifference  in  the  expression  of  kindness 
for  each  other,  which  demands  that  we  should  sometimes  call 
to  our  aid  the  trickery  of  surprise.  Do  you  publish  with 
Lloyd,  or  without  him  ?  in  either  case  my  little  portion  may 
come  last,  and,  after  the  fashion  of  orders  to  a  country  corre- 
spondent, I  will  give  directions  how  I  should  like  to  have  'em 
dot.0.     The  title-page  to  stand  thus  ; — 

POEMS, 


CHARLES  LAMB,  OF  THE  INDIA-HOUSE. 

"  Under  this  title  the  following  motto,  which,  for  want  ol 
room,  [  put  over  leaf,  and  desire  you  to  insert  whether  yon 
like  it  or  no.  May  not  a  gentleman  choose  what  arms,  mot- 
toes, or  armorial  bearings  die  herald  will  give  him  leave,  with- 
out consulting  his  republican  friend,  who  might  advise  none  ? 
May  not  a  publican  put  up  the  sign  of  the  Saracen's  Head, 
even  though  his  undiscerning  neighbour  should  prefer,  as  more 
penteel,  the  Cat  and  Gridiron  ? 

"Thisbesuty,  in  the  blossom  of  my  yonth, 
When  my  first  fir  ' -'-"•-*-  ■     - 


THE   D  EOT  CATION. 
FKW    rOLLOWINO   PO 
)F    THE    FANCY    AND    ■ 

IN  life's  more  vacant  hours, 

PRODUCED,  FOR  THE  MOST   PART,    BY 
LOVE 


ALL    A    B  a  OTHERS    FOND 
INSCRIBED    TO 

MARY  ANN  LAMB, 

!ST    FRIEND    AND 

3* 
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"  This  is  the  pomp  and  paraphernalia  of  parting,  with  wliicli 
I  take  my  leave  of  a  passion  which  has  reigned  so  royally  (so 
long)  within  me  ;  thus,  with  its  trappings  of  leaureateship,  1 
fling  it  off,  pleased  and  satisfied  with  myself  that  the  weakness 
troubles  me  no  longer.  1  am  wedded,  Coleridge,  to  the  lor 
tunes  of  my  sister  and  my  poor  old  father.  Oh  !  my  friend  I 
think  sometimes  couid  I  recall  the  days  that  are  past,  which 
among  them  should  I  choose  1  not  those  '  merrier  days,'  noi 
the  '  pleasant  days  of  hope,'  not  '  those  wanderings  with  a 
fair-haii'd  maid,'  which  I  liave  so  often  and  so  feelingly  re- 
gretted, but  ihe  days,  Coleridge,  of  a  mother's  fondness  for  her 
schoolboy.  What  would  I  give  to  call  her  back  to  earth  lor 
one  day,  on  my  knees  to  ask  her  pardon  for  all  those  little  as- 
perities of  temper  which,  from  time  lo  time,  have  given  her 
gentle  spirit  pain  ?  and  the  day,  my  friend,  I  trust,  will  come, 
there  will  be '  time  enough'  for  kind  offices  of  love,  tf '  Heaven's 
eternal  year'  be  ours.  Hereafter  her  meek  spirit  shall  not  re- 
proach me.  Oh,  my  friend,  cultivate  the  filial  feelings  !  and 
let  no  man  think  himself  released  from  the  kind  'charities'  of 
relationship ;  these  shall  give  him  peace  at  the  last ;  these 
are  the  best  foundation  for  every  species  of  benevolence.  I 
rejoice  to  hear,  by  certain  channels,  that  you,  my  friend,  are 
reconciled  with  all  your  relations.  'Tis  the  most  kindly  and 
natural  species  of  love,  and  we  have  all  the  associated  train  of 
early  feelings  lo  secure  its  strength  and  perpetuity.  Send 
me  an  account  of  your  health  ;  indeed  I  am  solicitous  about 
you.     G!od  love  you  and  yours. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  following,  written  about  this  time,  alludes  to  some  de- 
sponding expression  in  a  letter  which  is  lost,  and  which  Cole- 
ridge had  combated. 

TO   MR.    COLERIDGE. 

"  I  had  put  my  letter  into  the  post  rather  hastily,  not  ex- 
pecting to  have  to  acknowledge  another  from  you  so  soon 
This,  morning's  present  has  made  me  alive  again;  my  last 
night's  epistle  was  childishly  querulous  ;  but  you  have  put  a 
little  life  into  me,  and  I  will  thank  you  for  your  remembrance 
of  me  while  my  sense  of  it  is  yet  warm ;  for  if  I  linger  a  day 
or  two  I  may  use  the  same  phrase  of  acknowledgment,  or 
similar,  but  the  feeling  that  dictates  it  now  will  be  gone.  1 
shall  send  you  a  caput  mortuum,  not  a  cor  vivens.  Thy 
Watchman's,  thy  bellman's  verses  I  do  retort  upon  thee,  thou 
libellous  varlet ;  why  you  cried  the  hours  yourself,  and  who 
made  vou  so  proud  ?     But  I  submit,  to  slkOw  my  humility 
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most  implicitly  to  your  dogmas.  I  reject  entirely  the  copy  of 
verses  you  reject.  With  regard  to  iiiy  leaving  off  versifying 
you  have  said  so  many  pretty  things,  so  many  lino  compli- 
ments, ingeniously  decked  out  in  the  garh  of  sincerity,  and 
undoubtedly  springing  from  a  present  feeling  sbmewhat  like 
sincerity,  that  you  might  melt  the  most  un-muse-ical  soul — did 
you  not  (now  for  a  Rowland  compliment  for  your  profusion  ot 
Olivers),  did  you  not,  in  your  very  epistle,  by  the  many  pretty 
fancies  and  profusion  of  heart  displayed  in  it,  dissuade  and  dis' 
courage  me  from  attempting  anything  afler  you  ?  At  present  I 
have  not  leisure  to  make  verses,  nor  anything  approaching  to 
a  fondness  for  the  exercise.  In  the  ignorant  present  time, 
who  can  answer  for  the  future  man  ?  '  At  lovers'  perjuries 
Jove  laughes' — and  poets  have  sometimes  a  disingenuous  way 
of  forswearing  their  occupation.  This,  though,  is  not  my  case. 
Publish  your  Burns  when  and  how  you  like,  it  will  be  new  to 
me  ;  my  memory  of  it  is  very  confused,  and  tainted  with  un- 
pleasant associations.  Burns  was  the  god  of  my  idolatry,  as 
Bowles  of  yours.  I  am  jealous  of  your  fraternizing  with 
Bowles,  when  I  think  you  relish  him  mote  than  Bums,  or  my 
old  favourite,  Cowper.  But  you  conciliate  matters  when  you 
talk  of  the  '  divine  chitchat'  of  the  latter :  by  the  expression, 
I  see  you  thoroughly  relish  him.  I  love  Mrs.  Coleridge  for 
her  excuses  a  hundred  fold  more  dearly  than  if  she  heaped 
'line  upon  line,'  out  Hannah-ing  Hannah  More;  and  had 
lather  hear  you  sing  '  Did  a  very  little  baby'  by  your  family 
fireside,  than  listen  to  you,  when  you  were  repeating  one  of 
Bowles's  sweetest  sonnets,  in  your  sweet  manner,  while  we 
two  were  indulging  sympathy,  a  solitary  luxury,  by  the  fire- 
side at  the  Salutation.  Yet  have  Inohigher  ideas  of  heaven. 
Your  company  was  one  '  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale  ;'  the 
remembrance  of  it  is  a  blessing  partly,  and  partly  a  curse. 
When  I  can  abstract  myself  from  things  present,  I  can  enjoy 
it  with  a  freshness  of  relish  ;  but  it  more  constantly  operates 
to  an  unfavorable  comparison  with  the  uninteresting  converse 
I  always  and  only  can  partake  in.  Not  a  soul  loves  Bowles 
here  :  scarce  one  has  heard  of  Burns  ;  few  but  laugh  at  me 
for  reading  my  Testament ;  they  talk  a  language  I  understand 
not ;  I  conceal  sentiments  that  would  be  a  puzzle  to  them.  I 
can  only  converse  with  you  by  letter,  and  with  the  dead  in 
iheir  books.  My  sister,  indeed,  is  all  I  can  wish  in  a  com- 
panion ;  but  our  spirits  are  aliie  poorly ;  our  reading  and 
knowledge  from  the  selfsame  sonrces ;  our  communication 
with  the  scenes  of  the  world  alike  narrow  ;  never  having  kept 
separate  company,  or  any  'company'  together;  never  having 
rnad  separate  hooks,  and  few  books  tos^ther,  what  knowledge 
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have  we  to  convey  to  each  other  ?  In  our  little  range  of  duties 
and  connexions,  how  few  sentimenta  can  take  place,  without 
friends,  with  few  books,  with  a  taste  for  religion  rather  than  a 
strong  religious  habit !  We  need  some  support,  some  Jeadm;^- 
strings  to  chfler  and  direct  us ;  you  talk  very  wisely,  and  be  not 
sparing  of  your  advice.  Continue  to  remember  us, and  to  show  us 
you  do  remember  us :  we  wiil  take  as  lively  an  interest  in  what 
concerns  you  and  yours.  All  I  can  add  to  your  happiness  will 
be  sympathy  :  you  can  add  to  mine  niore  ;  you  can  teach  me 
wisdom.  I  am  indeed  an  unreasonable  correspondent;  but  I 
was  unwilling  to  let  my  last  night's  letter  go  off  without  thia 
qualifier :  you  will  perceive  by  tins  my  mind  is  easier,  and 
you  will  rejoice.  I  do  not  expect  or  wish  you  lo  write  till 
you  are  moved ;  and,  of  course,  shall  not,  till  you  announce  lo 
me  that  event,  think  of  writing  myself.  Love  to  Mrs.  Cole- 
ridge and  David  Hartley,  and  my  kind  remembrance  to  Lloyd 
if  he  is  with  you.  "  C.  Lamb. 

"I  will  get  '  Nature  and  Art;'  have  not  aeen  it  yet,  nor 
Miy  of  Jeremy  Taylor's  works." 


CHAPTER  m. 


Letters  to  Colend|e. 

The  volume  which  was  to  combine  (he  early  poetry  of  th6 
three  friends  was  not  completed  in  the  year  1796,  and  pro- 
ceeded slowly  through  the  press  in  the  following  year ;  Lamb 
occasionally  submitting  an  additional  sonnet  or  correction  of 
one  abeady  sent  to  the  judgment  of  Coleridge,  and  filling  lonn 
tetters  with  minute  suggestions  on  Coleridge's  share  of  the 
work,  and  high  but  honest  expressions  of  praise  of  particular 
images  and  thoughts.  The  eulogy  is  only  interesting  as  indic- 
ative of  the  reverential  feeling  with  which  Lamb  regarded 
the  genius  of  Coleridge ;  but  one  or  two  specimens  of  the 
gentle  rebuke  which  he  ventured  on,  when  the  gorgeousness 
of  Coleridge's  language  seemed  to  oppress  his  sense,  are 
worthy  of  preservation.  The  following  relates  to  a  line  of 
the  noble  Ode  on  the  Departing  Year,  in  which  Coleridge  had 
writlen  of 

"  Th' ethereal  mumiuUB, 
Whose  purple  locks  willi  snow-whiie  Kioriea  shone," 
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"  '  Purple  locks  and  snow-white  glories  !'  these  are  thinga 
ihe  muse  talks  about  when,  to  borrow  H.  Walpole's  willy 
phrase,  she  is  not  finely  phrensied,  or  a  little  lightheaded,  that's 
all — *  Purple  locks '.'  They  may  manage  those  things  dif- 
ferently in  fairy  land ;  but  your  '  golden  ttesse?'  are  to  my 

On  this  remonstrance  Coleridge  changed  the  "purple" into 
''  golden,"  defending  his  original  epithet ;  and  Lamb  thus  gave 
'jp  the  point : — 

"  '  Golden  locks  and  snow-while  glories'  are  as  incongruous 
as  yonr  former  ;  and  if  the  great  Italian  painters,  of  whom  my 
friend  knows  about  as  much  as  the  man  in  the  moon,  if  these 
great  gentlemen  be  on  your  side,  I  see  no  harm  in  your  re- 
taining the  purple.  The  glories  that  /  have  observed  to  en- 
circle the  heads  of  saints  and  madonas  in  those  old  paintings 
have  been  mostly  of  a  dirty  drab-coloured  yellow — a  dull  gam- 
bogiaa.  Keep  your  old  line  ;  it  will  excite  a  confused  kind 
of  pleasurable  idea  in  the  reader's  mind,  not  clear  enough  to 
be  called  a  conception,  nor  just  enough,  I  think,  to  reduce  to 
painting.  It  is  a  rich  line,  you  say ;  and  riches  hide  many 
faults."  And  the  word  "wreathed"  was  ultimately  adopted 
instead  of  purple  or  golden ;  but  the  snow-white  glories  remain. 

Not  satisfied  with  the  dedication  of  his  portion  of  the  volume 
to  his  sister,  and  the  sonnet  which  had  been  sent  to  the  press. 
Lamb  urged  on  Coleridge  the  insertion  of  another,  which  seems 
to  have  been  ultimately  withheld  as  too  poor  in  poetical  merit 
for  publication.  The  rejected  sonnet,  and  the  references  made 
to  it  by  the  writer,  have  an  interest  now  beyond  what  mete 
fancy  can  give.  ■  After  various  critical  remarks  on  an  ode  of 
Coleridge,  he  thus  introduced  the  subject; — 


"  If  the  fraternal  sentiment  conveyed  in  the  following  lines 
will  atone  for  the  total  want  of  anything  like  merit  or  genius 
in  il,I  desire  you  will  print  it  next  aftermy  sonnet  to  my  sister. 

Friend  of  my  earllent  years  and  childish  days, 

MyJojB,  my  Borrows,  then  with  me  haat  shared, 

Companion  dear;  and  we  alike  have  fared. 
Poor  pilgrims  we,  through  lifo's  nceqaal  wajB. 
It  were  unwisely  done,  ehonld  we  refuse 

To  cheer  our  path,  as  featly  as  wo  may. 
Our  !oaely  path  to  oceer,  aa  travellers  use 

With  merry  son^,  qnaiut  lale,  or  ronndelay. 
ST..1  w  fMi  Qr.™^,  ,m.55  talk  past  troubles  o'er 


I  shown,  and  all  onr  sioknesis  haiPd, 
And  in  his  judgments  Qod  rememb'ring  love ; 
And  we  will  leam  to  praise  God  evermore, 

For  those  'glad  tidings  of  great  joy,' revealed 
By  that  900th  messenger  sent  from  above. 
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TO    COLEBIDQB. 

"  'ITiis  has  been  a  sad  long  letter  of  business,  with  no  room 
in  it  for  what  honest  Bunyan  terms  heart-work.  1  have  just 
room  left  to  congratulate  you  on  your  removal  to  Slowey ;  lo 
wish  success  to  all  your  projects ;  to  '  bid  fair  peace'  be  to  that 
house ;  to  send  my  love  atid  best  wislies,  breathed  warmly, 
after  your  dear  Sara  and  her  little  David  Hartley.  If  Lloyd 
be  with  you,  bid  him  write  to  me  ;  I  feel  to  whom  1  am  obligea 
primarily  for  two  very  friendly  letters  I  have  received  al- 
ready from  him.  A  dainty  sweet  book  that '  Nature  and  Art' 
is.  [  am  at  present  re-rereading  Priestley's  Examination  of 
the  Scotch  Doctors  ;  how  the  rogue  strings  'em  up !  three  to- 
gether. You  have  no  doubt  read  that  clear,  strong,  humorous, 
most  entertaining  peace  of  reasoning  1  If  not,  procure  it, 
and  be  exquisitely  amused.  I  wish  I  could  get  more  of 
Priestley's  works.  Can  you  recommend  me  to  any  more 
books,  easy  of  access,  such  as  circulating  shops  afford  ?  God 
bless  you  and  yours. 

"  Monday  morning,  at  office. 

"  Poor  Mary  is  very  unwell  with  a  sore  throat  and  a  slight 
species  of  scarlet  fever.     God  bless  her  too." 

He  recurs  to  the  subject  in  his  next  letter,  which  is  also  in- 
teresting as  urging  Coleridge  to  attempt  some  great  poem 
worthy  of  his  genius. 


"  I  need  not  repeat  my  wishes  to  have  my  little  sonnets 
printed  verbatim  my  last  way.  In  particular,  I  fear  lest  you 
should  prefer  printing  my  iirst  sonnet,  as  you  have  done  more 
than  once,  'did  the  wand  of  Merlin  wave,' it  looks  so  like  Mr. 
Merlin,  the  ingenious  successor  of  the  immortal  Merlin,  now 
living  in  good  health  and  spirits,  and  flourishing  in  magical 
reputation,  in  Oxford-street ;  and,  on  my  life,  one  half  who 
read  it  would  understand  it  so.  Do  put  'em  forth  finally,  as  I 
have,  in  various  letters,  settled  it ;  for  first  a  man's  self  is  to 
be  pleased,  and  then  his  friends,  and,  of  course,  the  greater 
number  of  his  friends,  if  they  differ  inter  se.  Thus  taste  mny 
safely  be  put  to  the  vote.  I  do  long  to  see  our  names  to- 
gether ;  not  for  vanity's  sake,  and  naughty  pride  of  heart  alto- 
gether, for  not  a  living  sou!  I  know,  or  am  intimate  with,  will 
scarce  read  the  book;  so  1  shall  gain  ao\\im%, quoad famam  ; 
and  yet  there  is  a  little  vanitymixes  in  it,  I  cannot  help  denying. 
I  am  aware  of  the  unpoetical  ciw.  of  the  six  last  lines  of  my 
last  sonnet,  and  think  myself  unwarranted  in  smuggling  so 
lame  a  thing  into  the  book ;  only  the  sentiments  of  those  sir 
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lines  are  thoroughly  congenial  to  me  in  my  state  of  mind,  and 
I  wish  to  accumulate  perpetuating  tokens  of  my  aflectioii  to 
poor  Mary ;  that  it  has  no  originality  in  its  cast,  nor  anything 
in  tile  feeUngs,  but  what  is  common  and  natural  to  thousands, 
nor  ought  properly  to  be  called  poetry,  I  see  ;  still  it  will  tend 
to  keep  present  to  my  mind  a  view  of  things  which  I  ought 
lo  indulge.  These  six  lines,  too,  have  not,  to  a  reader,  a  con- 
nectedness with  the  foregoing.  Omit  it  if  you  like.  What  a 
treasure  it  is  to  my  poor,  indolent,  and  unemployed  mind  thus 
to  lay  hold  on  a  subject  to  talk  about,  though  'tis  but  a  sonnet, 
and  thai  of  the  lowest  order !  How  mournfully  inactive  I  am ! 
'Tis  night;  good-night. 

"  My  sister,  I  thank  God,  is  nigh  recovered :  she  was  se- 
riously ill.  Do,  in  your  next  letter,  and  that  right  soon,  give 
me  some  satisfaction  respecting  your  present  situation  at 
Slowey.  Is  it  a  farm  you  have  got  ?  and  what  does  your 
worship  know  about  farming  ? 

"  Coleridge,  I  want  you  to  write  an  epic  poem.  Nothing 
short  of  it  can  satisfy  the  vast  capacity  of  true  poetic  genius. 
Having  one  great  end  to  direct  all  your  poetical  faculties  to, 
and  on  which  to  lay  out  your  hopes,  your  ambition  will  show 
you  to  what  you  are  equal.  By  the  sacred  energies  of  Mil- 
ton! by  the  dainty,  sweet,  and  sootliing  phantasies  of  houey- 
tongued  Spenser !  I  adjure  you  lo  attempt  the  epic.  Or  do 
something  more  ample  than  the  writing  an  occasional  brief 
ode  or  sonnet ;  something  '  to  make  yourself  for  ever  known — 
to  make  the  age  to  come  your  own.'  But  I  prate ;  doubtless 
you  meditate  something.  When  you  are  exalted  among  the 
lords  of  epic  fame,  I  shall  recall  with  pleasure,  and  exultingly, 
the  days  of  your  humility,  when  you  disdained  not  to  put  forth, 
in  the  same  volume  with  mine,  your  '  Religious  Musings,'  and 
that  other  poem  from  the  '  Joan  of  Arc,'  those  promising  first- 
fruits  of  high  renown  to  come.  You  have  learning,  you  have 
fancy,  you  have  enthusiasm,  you  have  strength,  and  amplitude 
of  wing  enow  for  flights  like  ihoae  I  recommend.  In  the  vast 
and  unexplored  regions  of  fairy-land  there  is  ground  enough 
unfound  and  uncultivated ;  search  these,  and  realize  your  fa- 
vourite Susquehannah  scheme.  In  all  our  comparisons  of 
taste,  I  do  not  know  whether  I  have  ever  heard  your  opinion  of 
a  poet  very  dear  lo  me — the  now-out-of-fashion  Cowley.  Fa- 
vour me  with  your  judgment  of  him,  and  tell  me  if  his  prose 
essays,  in  particular,  as  well  as  no  inconsiderable  part  of  his 
verse,  be  not  delicious.  I  prefer  the  graceful  rann-iing  of  his 
essays  even  lo  the  courtly  elegance  and  ease  of  Addison ;  ab. 
stracting  from  this  the  latter's  exquisite  humour. 
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"  When  tte  little  volume  is  printed,  send  me  three  or  four, 
at  all  events  not  more  than  six  copies,  and  teil  me  if  I  put  you 
to  any  additional  expense  by  printing  with  you.  I  have  no 
thought  of  the  kind,  and  in  that  case  must  reimburse  you." 

In  the  commencement  of  this  year  Coleridge  removed  from 
Bristol  to  a  cottage  at  Nether  Stowey,  to  imbodyhis  favourite 
dream  of  a  cottage  life.  This  change  of  place  probably  de- 
layed the  printing  of  the  volume ;  and  Coleridge,  busy  with  a 
thousand  speculations,  became  inegular  in  replying  to  the  let- 
ters with  writing  which  Lamb  solaced  his  dreary  hours.  The 
following  are  the  moat  interesting  portions  of  the  only  letters 
which  remain  of  this  year. 

TO  Ua.    COLEitlDGE. 

"  Trieslly,  whom  I  sin  in  almost  adoring,  speaks  of '  such  a 
choice  of  company  as  tends  to  keep  up  that  right  bent  and 
firmness  of  mind  which  a  necessary  intercourse  with  the  world 
would  otherwise  warp  and  relax.'  '  Such  fellowship  is  the 
true  balsam  of  life ;  its  cement  is  infinitely  more  durable  than 
that  of  the  friendships  of  the  world,  and  it  looks  for  its  proper 
fruit  and  complete  gratification  to  the  life  beyond  the  grave.' 
Is  there  a  possible  chance  for  such  a  one  as  I  to  realize  in 
this  world  such  friendships  !  Where  am  I  to  look  for  'em  I 
What  testimonials  shall  1  bring  of  my  being  worthy  of  such 
friendship  1  Alas  !  the  great  and  good  go  together  in  separate 
herds,  and  leave  such  as  I  to  lag  far,  far  behind  in  ail  intellect- 
ual, and,  far  more  grievous  to  say,  in  all  moral  accomplish- 
ments. Coleridge,  I  have  not  one  truly  elevated  character 
among  my  acquaintance ;  not  one  Christian  ;  not  one,  but  un- 
dervalues Christianity — singly  what  am  I  to  do  ?  Wesley  (have 
you  read  hishfe?),  was  he  not  an  elevated  character?  Wes- 
ley has  said, '  Religion  is  not  a  solitary  thing.'  Alas !  it  ne- 
cessarily is  so  with  me,  or  next  to  solitary.  'Tis  true  you 
write  to  me.  But  correspondence  by  letter  and  personal  in- 
timacy are  very  widely  different.  Do,  do  write  lo  me,  and 
do  some  good  to  my  mind,  already  how  much  '  warped  and  re- 
laxed' by  the  world  !  'Tis  the  conclusion  of  another  evening. 
Good-night.     God  have  us  all  in  his  keeping. 

"  If  you  are  sufficiently  at  leisure,  oblige  me  with  an  account 
of  your  plan  of  life  at  Stowey  ;  your  literary  occupations  and 
prospects  ;  in  short,  make  me  acquainted  with  every  circum- 
stance which,  as  relating  to  you,  can  be  interesting  to  me. 
Are  you  yet  a  Berkleyan  1  Make  me  one.  I  rejoice  in  being 
speculatively,  a  necessitarian.  Would  lo  God  I  were  habit- 
ually a  practical  one.     Confirm  me  in  the  faith  of  that  great 
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and  glorious  doctrine,  and  keep  me  steady  in  the  contempla 
tion  of  it.  You  some  time  siiice  expressed  an  intention  you 
had  of  finishing  some  extensive  work  on  the  Evidences  of 
Natural  and  Revealed  Religion.  Have  you  let  that  intention 
go  I  or  are  you  doing  anything  towards  it!  Make  to  your- 
self other  ten  talents.  My  letter  is  full  of  nothingness.  I 
talk  of  nothing.  But  I  most  talk.  1  love  to  write  to  you.  I 
lake  pride  in  it.  It  makes  me  think  less  meanly  of  myself. 
It  makes  me  think  myself  not  totally  disconnected  from  the 
belter  part  of  mankind.  I  know  I  am  too  dissatisfied  with  the 
beings  around  me ;  but  I  cannot  help  occasionally  exclaiming, 
'  Wo  is  me,  that  I  am  constrained  to  dwell  with  Meshech, 
and  to  have  my  habitation  among  the  tents  of  Kedar.'  I  know 
I  am  in  noways  better  in  practice  than  my  neighboura,  but  I 
have  a  taste  for  religion,  an  occasional  earnest  aspiration  aAer 
perfection,  which  they  have  not.  I  gain  nothing  by  being 
with  such  as  myself;  we  encourage  one  another  in  mediocrity. 
I  am  always  longing  to  be  with  men  raoie  excellent  than  my- 
self.  All  this  must  sound  odd  to  you,  but  these  are  my  pre- 
dominant feelings  when  I  sit  down  to  write  to  you,  and  I 
should  put  force  upon  my  mind  were  1  to  reject  them.  Yet 
I  rejoice,  and  feel  my  privilege  with  gratitude,  when  I  have 
been  reading  some  wise  book,  such  as  I  have  just  been  read- 
ing, '  Priestley  on  Philosopbical  Necessity,'  in  the  thought 
that  I  enjoy  a  kind  of  communion,  a  kind  of  friendship  even 
with  ihe  great  and  good.  Books  are  to  me  instead  of  friends. 
I  wish  ihey  did  not  resemble  the  latter  in  their  scarceness. 

"  And  how  does  little  David  Hartley  ?  '  Ecquid  in  anliqnam 
virtvUm  ?'  Does  his  mighty  name  work  wonders  yet  upon 
his  little  frame  and  opening  mind?  I  did  not  distinctly  uuder- 
stand  you ;  you  don't  mean  to  make  an  actual  ploughman  of 
him  1  Is  Lloyd  with  you  yet  ?  Are  you  intimate  with  Southey  ? 
What  poems  is  he  about  to  publish?  he  hath  a  most  prolific 
brain,  and  is  indeed  a  most  sweet  poet.  But  how  can  you 
answer  all  the  various  mass  of  interrogation  I  have  put  to  you 
in  the  course  of  the  sheet !  Write  back  just  what  you  like, 
only  write  something,  however  brief.  I  have  now  nigh  fin- 
ished my  page,  and  got  to  the  end  of  another  evening  (Mon- 
day evening),  and  my  eyes  are  heavy  and  sleepy,  and  my 
brain  nnsuggeslive.  1  have  just  heart  enough  awake  to  say 
good-t.ight  once  more,  and  God  love  you,  roy  dear  friend,  God 
love  us  all.  Mary  bears  an  afiecitonate  remembrance  of  yon. 
"  Charles  Laub." 
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Iiamb  had  made  some  critical  remarks,  pioduced  the  humoroua 
recantation  with  which  the  following  letter  opens. 

TO    MR.    COLERIDOE. 

"  Your  poom  is  altogether  admirable  ;  parts  of  it  are  even 
exquisilo  1  perceived  ail  its  excellences,  on  a  first  reading, 
BS  readily  as  now  you  have  been  removing  a  supposed  film 
from  my  eyes,  I  was  only  struck  with  a  certain  faulty  dispro- 
portion, in  the  matter  and  the  style,  which  I  still  think  I  per- 
ceive, between  these  lines  and  the  former  ones.  I  had  an  end 
in  view ;  I  wished  to  make  you  reject  the  poem,  only  as  being 
discordant  with  the  other,  and,  in  subservience  to  that  end,  it 
was  politically  done  in  me  to  overpass  and  make  no  mention 
of  merit,  which,  could  you  think  me  capable  of  overlooking, 
might  reasonably  damn  for  ever  in  your  judgment  all  preten- 
sions in  mo  to  be  critical.  There,  I  will  be  judged  by 
Lloyd  whether  I  have  kol  made  a  very  handsome  recantation, 
I  was  in  the  case  of  a  man  whose  friend  has  asked  him  his 
opinion  of  a  certain  young  lady;  the  deluded  wight  gives 
judgment  against  her  in  toto;  don't  like  her  face,  her  walk, 
her  manners ;  finds  fault  with  her  eyebrows  ;  can't  see  no  wit 
in  her ;  his  friend  looks  blank,  he  begins  to  smell  a  rat ;  wmd 
*eers  about  j  he  acknowledges  het  good  sense,  her  judgment 
in  dress,  a  certain  simplicity  in  manners  and  honesty  of  heart ; 
something,  too,  in  her  manners  which  gains  upon  you  after  a 
short  acquaintance  ;  and  then  her  accurate  pronunciation  of 
the  French  language,  and  a  pretty  uncultivated  taste  in  draw- 
ing. The  reconciled  gentleman  smiles  applause,  squeezes 
him  by  the  hand,  and  hopes  he  will  do  him  the  honour  of 

taking  a  bit  of  dinner  with  Mrs. and  him — a  plain  family 

dinner— some  day  next  week ;  'for,  I  suppose,  you  never 
heard  we  were  married.  I'm  glad  to  see  you  like  my  wife, 
however  ;  you'll  come  and  see  her,  ha  ?'  Now,  am  I  too  proud 
to  retract  entirely!  Yet  I  do  perceive  I  am  in  some  sort  strait- 
ened ;  you  are  manifestly  wedded  to  this  poem,  and  what 
fancy  has  joined  let  no  man  separate.  I  turn  me  to  the  Joan 
of  Arc,  second  book. 

"  The  solemn  openings  of  it  are  with  sounds,  which  LI. 
would  say 'are  silence  to  the  mind.'  The  deep  preluding 
strains  are  fitted  to  initiate  the  mind,  with  a  pleasing  awe,  into 
the  aublimest  mysteries  of  theory  concerning  man's  nature, 
and  his  noblest  destination ;  the  philosophy  of  a  first  cause  ; 
of  subordinate  agents  in  creation,  superior  to  man  ;  the  sub- 
serviency of  pagan  worship  and  pagan  faith  to  the  introduc- 
tion of  a  purer  and  more  perfect  religion,  which  you  so  ele- 
gantly describe  as  winning,  with  gradual  steps,  her  difficult 
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my  northward  from  Bethabra.  After  all  this  conieth  Joan, 
apu5?ica«.'s  daughter,  sitting  on  an  alehouse  bench  and  marking 
the  swingings  of  the  signboard,  finding  a  poor  man,  his  wife, 
and  six  children  starred  to  death  with  cold,  and  thence  roused 
into  a  state  of  mind  proper  to  receive  visions,  emblematical  of 
equality;  which,  wliat  the  devil  Joan  had  to  do  with,  I  don't 
know,  or,  indeed,  with  the  French  and  American  revolutions, 
though  that  needs  no  pardon,  it  is  executed  so  nobly.  After 
all,  if  you  perceive  no  disproportion,  all  argument  ia  vain  ;  I 
do  not  so  much  object  to  parts.  Again,  when  you  talk  of 
building  your  fame  on  these  lines  in  preference  to  the  '  Reli- 
gious Musings,'  I  cannot  help  conceiving  of  you  and  of  the 
author  of  that  as  two  different  persons,  and  I  think  you  a  very 

"  I  have  been  rereading  your  letter ;  much  of  it  I  eoald  dis- 
pute, but  with  the  latter  part  of  it,  in  which  you  compare  the 
two  Joans,  with  respect  to  their  predispositions  for  fanaticism, 
I,  toto corde,  coincide  with,  only  1  think  that  Southey's  strength 
rather  lies  in  the  description  of  the  emotions  of  the  Maid  under 
the  weight  of  inspiration  ;  these  (I  see  no  mighty  difference 
between  her  describing  them  or  you  describing  them),  these  if 
you  only  equal,  the  previous  admirers  of  his  poems,  as  is 
natural,  will  prefer  his  ;  if  you  surpass,  prejudice  will  scarcely 
allow  ii,  and  I  scarce  think  you  will  surpass,  though  your  spe- 
cimen at  the  conclusion,  I  am  in  earnest,  I  think  very  nigh 
equals  them  ;  and  in  an  account  of  a  fanatic  or  of  a  prophet, 
the  description  of  her  eiaoticms  is  expected  to  be  most  highly 
finished.  By-the-way,  I  spoke  far  too  disparagingly  of  your 
lines,  and,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  purposely.  I  should  like  you 
to  specify  or  particularize  ;  the  story  of  the  '  Tottering  Eld,' 
of '  his  eventful  years  all  come  and  gone,'  is  too  general ;  why 
not-make  him  a  soldier,  or  some  character,  however,  in  which 
he  has  been  witness  to  frequency  of '  cruel  wrong  and  strange 
distress  V  I  think  I  should.  When  I  laughed  at  the  '  misera- 
ble man  crawling  from  beneath  the  coverture,'  I  wonder  I  did 
not  perceive  that  it  was  a  laugh  of  horror,  such  as  I  have 
laughed  at  Dante's  picture  of  the  famished  Ugoiino.  Without 
falsehood,  I  perceive  a  hundred  beauties  in  your  narrative. 
Yet  I  wonder  you  do  not  perceive  something  out  of  the  way, 
something  unsimple  and  artificial  in  the  expression  '  voiced  a 
sad  tale.'  I  hate  made-dishes  at  the  muses'  banquet.  I  be 
lieve  I  was  wrong  in  most  of  my  other  objections.  But  surely 
'hailod  him  immortal'  adds  nothing  to  the  terror  of  the  man's 
death,  which  it  was  your  business  to  heighten,  not  diminish 
by  a  phrase,  which  takes  away  all  terror  from  it.  I  like  that 
line, '  They  closed  their  eyes  in  sleep,  nor  knew  'twas  death, 
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Indeed,  there 

Turbid  rather  suits  the  muddy  kind  of  inspiration  which  Lon- 
don porter  confers.  The  versification  is,  throughout,  to  my 
ears,  unexceptionable,  with  n'o  disparagement  to  the  measure 
of  the  '  Religious  Musings,'  which  is  exactly  fitted  to  the 
thoughts. 

"  You  were  building  your  house  on  a  rock  when  you  rested 
your  fame  on  that  poem.  I  can  scarce  bring  myself  to  be- 
lieve that  I  am  admitted  to  a  familiar  correspondence,  and 
all  the  license  of  friendship,  with  a  man  who  writes  blank 
verse  like  Milton.  Now,  this  is  delicate  fialtery,  indirect  fiat- 
lery.  Gio  on  with  your  '  Maid  of  Orleans,'  and  be  content  to 
he  second  K>  yourself.  I  shall  become  a  convert  to  it  when 
'tis  finished." 

"  This  afternoon  I  attended  the  funeral  of  my  poor  old  aunt, 
who  died  on  Thursday.  1  own  I  am  thankful  that  the  good 
creature  has  ended  all  her  days  of  suffering  and  infirmity.  She 
was  to  me  the  '  cherisher  of  infancy,'  and  one  must  fall  on 
those  occasions  into  reflections,  which  it  would  be  common- 
place to  enumerate,  concerning  death, '  of  chance  and  change, 
and  fate  and  human  life.'  Good  God,  who  could  have  fore- 
seen ail  this  but  four  months  back !  I  had  reckoned,  in  par- 
ticular, on  my  aunt's  living  many  years  ;  she  was  a  very 
hearty  old  woman.  But  she  was  a  mere  skeleton  before  she 
died,  looked  more  like  a  corpse  that  had  lain  weeks  in  the 
grave,  than  one  fresh  dead.  '  Truly  the  light  is  sweet,  and  a 
pleasant  thing  it  is  for  the  eyes  to  behold  the  sun  ;  but  let  a 
man  live  many  days  and  rejoice  in  them  all,  yet  let  him  re- 
member the  days  of  darkness,  for  they  shall  be  many.' 
Coleridge,  why  are  we  lo  live  on  after  all  the  strength  and 
beauty  of  existence  are  gone,  when  all  the  life  of  life  is  fled, 
as  Bums  expresses  it?  Tell  Lloyd  I  have  had  thoughts  ol 
turning  Quaker  ;  have  been  reading,  or  am  rather  just  begin- 
ning  to  read,  a  most  capital  book,  good  thoughts  in  good  lan- 
guage, William  Penn's  '  No  Cross,  No  Crown.'  I  like  it  im- 
mensely. Unluckily,  I  went  to  one  of  his  meetings,  tell  him, 
in  St.  John's-street,  yesterday,  and  saw  a  man  under  all  the 
agitations  and  workings  of  a  fanatic,  who  believed  himseli 
under  the  influence  of  some  '  inevitable  presence.'  This 
cured  me  of  Quakerism  ;  I  love  it  in  the  books  of  Penn  and 
Woolman,  but  I  detest  the  vanity  of  a  man  thinking  ho  speaks 
by  the  Spirit,  when  what  he  says  an  ordinary  man  might  say 
without  all  that  quaking  and  trembling.  In  the  midst  of  his 
inspiration,  and  the  effects  of  it  were  most  noisy,  was  handed 
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into  the  midst  of  tbn  meeting  a  most  terrible  blackguard  Wnp- 
ping  sailor ;  the  poor  man,  I  believe,  had  rather  have  been  in 
the  hottest  part  of  an  engagement,  for  the  congregation  of 
broad  brims,  together  with  the  ravings  of  the  prophet,  were 
too  much  for  his  gravity,  though  I  saw  even  he  had  delicacy 
enough  not  to  laugh  out.  And  the  inspired  gentleman,  though 
his  manner  was  ao  supernatural,  yet  neither  talked  not  pro- 
fessed to  talk  anything  more  than  good  sober  sense,  common 
morality,  with  now  and  then  a  declaration  of  not  speaking 
from  himself.  Among  other  things,  looking  back  to  his  child- 
hood and  early  youth,  he  told  ihe  meeting  what  a  graceless 
young  dog  he  had  been,  that  in  his  youth  he  had  a  good  share 
of  wit ;  reader,  if  thou  hadst  seen  the  gentleman,  thou  wouldst 
have  sworn  that  it  must  indeed  have  been  many  years  ago, 
for  his  rueful  physiognomy  would  have  scared  away  the  play- 
ful goddess  from  the  meeting  where  he  presided  for  ever.  A 
wit!  a  wit!  what  could  he  mean?  Lloyd,  it  minded  me  of 
Falkland  in  the  Rivals, '  Am  I  full  of  wit  and  humour  ?  No, 
indeed  you  are  not.  Am  I  the  life  and  soul  of  every  company 
I  come  into  1  No,  it  cannot  be  said  you  are.'  That  hard- 
faced  gentleman,  a  wit !  Why  Nature  wrote  on  his  fanatic 
forehead  fifty  years  ago, '  Wit  never  comes  thai  comes  to  all.' 
I  should  be  as  scandalized  at  a  bon  mot  issuing  from  his  ora- 
cle-looking mouth,  as  to  see  Cato  go  down  a  country-dance. 
God  love  you  all.  You  are  very  good  to  submit  to  be  pleased 
with  reading  my  nothings.  'Tis  the  privilege  of  friendship  to 
talk  nonsense,  and  to  have  nonsense  respected.  Yours  ever. 
"  C.  Lamb. 

"  Monday." 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGE. 

"  Your  last  letter  was  dated  the  10th  February ;  in  it  you 
promised  to  write  again  the  nextday.  At  least,!  did  not  expect 
BO  long,  so  unfriend-like  a  silence.  There  was  a  time.  Col., 
when  a  remissness  of  this  sort  in  a  dear  friend  would  have 
ain  very  heavy  on  my  mind  ;  but  latterly  I  have  been  too  fa- 
Tiiliar  with  neglect  to  feel  much  from  the  semblance  of  it. 
Yet,  to  suspect  one's  self  overlooked,  and  in  the  way  to  ob- 
ivion,  is  a  feeling  rather  humbUng  ;  perhaps,  as  tending  to 
self-mortification,  not  unfavourable  to  the  spiritual  state.  Still, 
as  you  meant  to  confer  no  benefit  on  the  soul  of  your  friend, 
you  do  not  stand  quite  clear  from  the  imputation  of  unkindli- 
less  {a  word  by  which  I  mean  the  diminutive  of  unkindness). 
And  then  David  Hartley  was  unwell ;  and  how  is  the  small 
philosopher,  the  minute  philosopher  ?  and  David's  mother  ? 
Coleridge,  I  am  not  trifling,  nor  are  these  matter-of-fact  ques- 


^d  by  Google 


46  LETTERS    TO    COLERIDOB, 


tiona  only.  You  are  all  very  dear  and  precious  to  me  ;  de 
what  yon  will,  Col,,  you  may  hurt  me  and  vex  me  by  your  si 
ience,  but  you  cannot  estrange  my  heart  from  you  all.  I  can- 
not scatter  friendships  like  chuck  farthings,  nor  let  ihem  drop 
from  mine  halid  like  hourglass -sand.  I  have  but  two  or  ihree 
people  in  ihe  world  to  whom  I  am  more  than  indifferent,  and 
I  can't  afford  to  whistle  them  off  to  the  winds. 

"  My  sister  has  recovered  from  her  illness.  May  that  mer- 
ciful God  make  tender  my  heart,  and  make  me  as  thankful  as 
in  my  distress  I  was  earnest  in  my  prayers.  Congratulate 
me  on  an  ever-present  and  never-alienable  friend  like  her. 
And  do,  do  insert,  if  you  have  not  fosi,  my  dedication.  It  will 
have  lost  its  value  by  coming  so  late.  If  you  are  really  going 
on  with  that  volume,  I  shall  be  enabled  in  a  day  or  two  to 
send  you  a  short  poem  to  insert.  Now,  do  answer  this. 
Friendship,  and  acts  of  friendship,  should  be  reciprocal,  and 
free  as  the  air ;  a  friend  should  never  be  reduced  to  beg  an 
aims  of  his  fellow.  Yet  I  wil!  beg  an  alms  ;  I  entreat  you  to 
write,  and  tell  me  all  about  poor  L.  L.,  and  all  of  you. 

"  God  love  and  preserve  you  all. 

"  C.  Lamb." 


"  I  stared  with  wild  wonderment  to  see  thy  well-known 
hand  again.  It  revived  many  a  pleasing  recollection  of  an 
epistolary  intercourse,  of  late  strangely  suspended,  once  the 
pride  of  my  hfe.  Before  I  even  opened  thy  letter,  I  figured 
to  myself  a  son  of  complacency  which  my  little  hoard  at  home 
would  feel  at  receiving  the  new-comer  into  the  lilile  drawer, 
where  I  keep  my  treasures  of  this  kind.  You  have  done  well 
in  writing  to  me.  The  little  room  (was  it  not  a  little  one  ?) 
at  the  Salutation  was  already  in  the  way  of  becoming  a  fading 
idea  ;  it  had  begun  to  be  classed  in  my  memory  with  those 
'  wanderings  with  a  fair-hair'd  maid,' in  the  recollection  of 
which  I  feel  I  have  no  property.  You  press  me,  very  kindly 
do  you  press  me,  to  come  lo  Stowey ;  obstacles  strong  as 
death  prevent  me  at  present ;  maybe  I  may  be  able  to  come 
before  the  year  is  out ;  believe  me,  I  will  come  as  soon  as  I 
can,  but  I  dread  naming  a  probable  time.  It  depends  on  fifty 
things,  besides  the  expense,  which  is  not  notbing.     As  to 

,  caprice  may  grant  what  caprice  only  refused,  and  it  is 

no  more  hardship,  rightly  considered,  to  be  dependant  on  bim 
for  pleasure,  than  to  lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  rain  and  sunshine 
for  the  enjoyment  of  a  holyday ;  in  either  case  we  are  not  to 
look  for  a  suspension  of  the  laws  of  nature.  '  Grill  will  be 
grill.'     Vide  Spenser. 
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"  1  could  not  but  amile  at  the  compromise  you  make  with 
me  for  piinting  Lloyd's  poems  first,  but  there  is  in  nature,  I 
fear,  too  many  tendencies  to  envy  and  jealousy  not  to  justify 
you  in  your  apology.  Yet,  if  any  one  is  welcome  te  pie-emi- 
nence from  me,  it  is  Lloyd,  for  he  would  be  the  last  to  desire 
tl.  So  pray  let  his  name  uniformly  precede  mine,  for  it 
would  be  treating  me  like  a  child  to  suppose  it  could  give  me 
pain.  Yet,  alas  !  1  am  not  insusceptible  of  the  bad  passions. 
Thank  God,  I  have  the  ingenuousness  to  be  ashamed  of  them. 
I  am  dearly  fond  of  Charles  Lloyd  ;  he  ia  all  goodness,  and  I 
have  loo  much  of  the  world  in  ray  composition  to  feel  myseli 
thoroughly  deserving  of  his  friendship. 

"  Lloyd  tells  me  that  Sheridan  put  you  upon  writing  your 
tragedy.  1  hope  you  are  only  Coleridgeizing  when  you  talk 
of  finishmg  it  m  a  few  days.  Shakspeare  was  a  more  modest 
man,  but  you  best  know  your  own  power. 

'■  Of  my  last  poem  you  speak  slightingly  ;  surely  the  longer 
stanzas  were  pretty  tolerable ;  at  least  there  was  one  good 

'  Thick -shaded  trees,  with  dark  green  ieaf  rich  clad.' 

"  To  adopt  your  own  expression,  I  call  this  a  '  rich'  line,  a 
fine  full  line.  And  some  others  I  thought  even  beautiful.  Be- 
lieve me,  my  litte  gentleman  will  feel  some  repugnance  at 
riding  behind  in  the  basket,  though,  I  confess,  in  pretty  good 
company.  Your  picture  of  idiocy,  with  the  sugar-lo^  head, 
is  exquisite ;  but  are  you  not  too  severe  upon  our  more  fa- 
voured brethren  in  fatnilyt  I  send  you  a  trifling  letter  ;  but 
you  have  only  to  think  that  I  have  been  skimming  the  super- 
fices  of  my  mind,  and  found  it  only  froth.  Now,  do  write 
again  ;  you  cannot  believe  how  I  long  and  love  always  to  heai 
about  you, 

"  Yours  most  affectionately, 

"  Charles  Lamb. 


"Mnnrlaj  night." 


I   MR.    COLERIDOE. 


"  Did  you  seize  the  grand  opportunity  of  seeing  Kosciusko 
while  he  was  at  BristoilT  1  never  saw  a  hero,  I  wonder  how 
they  look.  I  have  been  reading  a  most  curious  romance-liko 
work,  called  the  Life  of  John  Buncle,  Esq.  'Tis  very  inter- 
esting, and  an  extraordinary  compound  of  all  majiner  of  sub- 
jects, from  the  depth  of  the  ludicrous  to  the  heights  of  sublime 
religious  truth.  There  is  much  abstruse  science  in  it  above 
my  cut,  and  an  infinite  fund  of  pleasantry.  John  Buncle  is  a 
famous  fine  man,  formed  in  nature's  most  eccentric  hour     I 
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am  ashamed  of  what  I  write.  But  I  have  no  topic  to  talk  of 
1  see  nobody,  and  sit,  and  read,  or  walk  alone,  and  hear  no- 
thing. 1  am  quite  lost  to  conversation  from  disuse  ;  and  out 
of  the  sphere  of  my  litlle  family,  who,  I  am  thankful,  are 
dearer  and  dearer  to  me  every  day,  I  see  no  face  that  bright- 
ons  up  at  my  approach.  My  friends  are  at  a  distance  (meaning 
Biimingham  and  Stowey) ;  worldly  hopes  are  at  a  low  ebb  with 
me,  and  unworldly  thoughts  are  not  yet  familiarized  to  me, 
though  I  .occasionally  indulge  in  them.  Still  I  feel  a  calm  not 
unlike  content.  I  think  it  is  sometimes  more  akin  to  physical 
slupidity  than  to  a  heaven-flowing  serenity  and  peace.  What 
right  have  1  to  obtrude  all  this  upon  you  ?  and  what  is  such  a 
letter  to  you  t  and,  if  I  come  to  Stowey,  what  conversation 
can  I  furnish  to  compensate  my  friend  for  those  stores  oE 
knowledge  and  of  fancy ;  those  delightful  treasures  of  wisdom, 
which,  I  know,  he  will  open  to  me  1  But  it  is  better  lo  give 
than  to  receive ;  and  I  was  a  very  patient  hearer  and  docile 
scholar  in  our  winter  evenings  at  Mr.  May's ;  was  I  not,  Col.  ? 
What  I  have  owed  to  thee,  my  heart  can  ne'er  forget, 
"  God  love  yon  and  youra 

"C.  L 
"  Saturday." 

At  length  the  small  volume  containing  the  poems  of  Cole- 
ri<lge,  Lloyd,  and  Lamb,  was  published  by  Mr.  Cottle  at  Bris- 
tol. It  excited  little  attention ;  but  Lamb  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  his  dedication  to  his  sister  printed  in  good  set  form, 
after  his  own  fashion,  and  of  beholding  the  delight  and  pride 
with  which  she  received  it.  This  little  book,  now  very  scarce, 
had  the  following  motto  expressive  of  Coleridge's  feeling  to- 
wards his  associates  : — Daplex  nobis  vinculum,  el  amiciliiB  et 
similiam  junctarumque  Cartu&narum ;  ^od  uiinam  neque  mors 
solvat,  aeque  teraporis  longinquitas.  Lamb's  share  of  the 
work  consists  of  eight  sonnets ;  four  short  fragments  of  blank 
verse,  of  which  the  Grandame  is  the  principal ;  apoem,  called 
the  Tomb  of  Douglas  ;  some  verses  to  Charles  Lloyd  ;  ana  a 
Vision  of  Repentance  ;  which  are  all  published  in  the  last  edi- 
tion of  his  poetical  works,  except  one  of  the  sonnets,  which 
was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Siddons ;  and,  the  Tomb  of  Douglas, 
which  was  justly  omitted  as  commonplace  and  vapid.  They 
only  occupy  twenty-eight  duodecimo  pages,  within  which 
space  was  comprised  all  that  Lamb  at  this  time  had  written 
which  he  deemed  worth  preserving. 

The  following  letter  from  Lamb  to  Coleridge  seems  lohavo 
[cen  written  on  receiving  the  first  copy  of  the  work 
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TO    Ma.    COLERIPGE. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  now  relish  your  poetical  prssent  so 
ihoroughly  as  I  feel  it  deserves  ;  but  I  do  not  the  leas  thank 
Lloyd  and  you  for  it. 

"  Before  I  offer,  what  alone  I  have  to  offer,  a  few  obvious 
remarks  on  the  poems  you  sent  me,  I  can  but  notice  the  odd  co- 
incidence of  tv 


hath  too  long  domineered  over  all  the  charities  of  home  ;  the 
dear  domestic  ties  of  father,  brother,  husband.  The  ami- 
able and  benevolent  Cowper  has  a  beautiful  passage  in  his 
'  Task' — some  natural  and  painful  reflections  on  his  deceased 
parents  ;  and  Hayley's  sweet  lines  to  his  mother  are  notori- 
ously the  best  things  he  ever  wrote.  Cowper's  lines,  soma 
of  them  are 

'  now  gladlj  ivould  tlie  mnn  rooHlI  to  lifo 

TliB  boy's  neglected  Bire ;  a  mother  loo  I 

ThBt  softer  name,  pcrhopa  mora  gladJv  utill. 

Might  he  demand  them  at  the  galea  of  death.' 

"  I  cannot  but  smile  to  see  my  granny  so  gayly  decked 
forth  ;  though  1  think  whoever  altered  '  thy'  praises  to  '  her' 
praises,  '  thy'  honored  memory  to  '  her'  honored  memory, 
did  wrong — they  best  expressed  my  feelings.  There  is  a  pen- 
sive state  of  recollection,  in  which  die  mind  is  disposed  to  apos- 
trophise the  departed  objects  of  its  attachment ;  and,  breaking 
loose  from  grammatical  precision,  changes  from  the  first  to  the 
third,  and  from  the  third  to  the  first  person,  just  as  the  random 
fancy  or  the  feeling  directs.  Among  Lloyd's  sonnets,  6lh,  7th, 
8th,  9lh,  and  lllh  are  eminently  beautiful.  I  think  him  too 
lavish  of  his  expletives  ;  the  dos  and  dids,  when  they  occur 
loo  often,  bring  a  quaintness  with  them  along  with  their  sim- 
plicity, or  rather  air  of  antiquity  which  the  patrons  of  them 
seem  desirous  ot  conveying. 

"  Another  time  I  may  notice  more  particularly  Lloyd's, 
Sonthey's,  Dermody's  Sonnets.  I  shrink  from  them  now ; 
my  leazing  lot  makes  me  too  confused  for  a  clear  judgment  of 
ihingB,  too  selfish  for  sympathy  ;  and  these  ill-digested,  mean- 
ingless remarks  I  hare  imposed  on  myself  as  a  task,  to  lull 
reflection  as  well  as  to  show  you  I  did  not  neglect  reading 
your  valuable  present.  Return  my  acknowledgments  to 
Lloyd  ;  you,  too,  seem  to  be  about  realizing  an  Elysium  upon 
earth,  and,  no  doubt,  I  shall  be  happier.  Taie  my  best  wishes. 

Remember  me  most  affectionately  to  Mrs.  C ,  and  give 

little  David  Hartley — God  bless  its  little  heart — a  kiss  for 

Vot,  L— 3 
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me.  Bring  him  up  to  know  the  meaning  of  hia  Christian 
name,  and  what  that  name  (imposed  upon  hiin)  will  demand 
of  Mm, 

"  God  Jove  yoii ! 

"  0.  Lame. 

"  I  write,  for  one  thing,  to  say  that  I  shall  write  no  more 
till  you  send  me  word  where  you  are,  for  yoa  are  so  soon  to 

"  My  sister  is  pretty  well,  thank  God.  We  ihink  of  you 
very  often.  God  bless  you;  continue  to  be  my  correspond- 
ent, and  I  will  strive  to  fancy  that  this  world  is  not '  all  barren 


After  several  disappoinlments,  occasioned  by  the  slate  of 
business  ai  the  India  House,  Lamb  achieved  his  long-checked 
wish  of  visiting  Coleridge  at  Stowey,  in  company  with  his 
sister,  without  whom  he  felt  it  almost  a  sin  to  enjoy  anything 
Coleridge,  shortly  after,  abandoned  his  scheme  of  a  cottage- 
life,  and  in  the  following  year  left  England  for  Germany- 
Lamb,  however,  viras  not  now  so  lonely  as  when  he  wrote  to 
Coleridge  imploring  his  correspondence  as  the  only  comfort 
of  his  sorrows  and  labors ;  for,  through  the  instrumentality 
of  Coleridge,  he  was  now  rich  in  friends.  Among  them  ho 
marked  George  Dyer,  ihe  guileless  and  simple-hearted,  whose 
love  of  learning  was  a  passion,  and  who  found,  even  in  the 
forms  of  verse,  objects  of  worship ;  Southey,  in  the  young 
vigour  of  his  genius ;  and  VVordsworlh,  the  great  regenera- 
tor of  English  poetry,  preparing  for  his  long  contest  with  the 
glittering  forms  of  inane  phraseology  which  had  usurped  the 
dominion  of  the  public  mind,  and  with  the  cold  mockeries  of 
scorn  with  which  theic  supremacy  was  defended.  By  those 
the  beauty  of  his  character  was  felt ;  the  original  cast  of  hia 
powers  was  appreciated ;  and  his  peculiar  humour  was  delecl- 
ed  and  kindled  into  iitful  life. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Limb's  Literory  Efforts  and  Corrospondenoe  witli  Sonthny. 

In  Ihe  year  1798,  ihe  blank  verse  ofLIoyd  and  Lamb,  which 
had  been  contained  in  the  volume  published  in  conjunction 
with  Coleridge,  was,  wilh  some  additions  by  Lloyd,  published 
in  a  thin  duodecimo,  price  2s.  6d.,  under  the  title  of  "  Blank 
Verse,  by  Charles  Lloyd  and  Charles  Lamb."  This  unpretend- 
ing book  was  honoured  by  a  brief  and  scornful  notice  in  the  cat- 
alogue of  "  The  Monthly  Keview,"  in  the  small  print  of  which 
the  works  of  the  poets  who  are  now  recognised  as  the  great- 
est ornaments  of  their  age,  and  who  have  impressed  it  most 
deeply  by  their  genius,  were  usually  named  to  be  dismissed 
with  a  sneer.  After  a  contemptuous  notice  of  "  The  Mourn- 
ful Muse"  of  Lloyd,  Lamb  receives  his  quietus  in  a  line  :^ 
"  Mr.  Lamb,  the  joint  author  of  this  liltje  volume,  seems  to  be 
very  properly  associated  with  his  plaintive  companion."* 

In  this  year  Lamb  composed  his  prose  tale,  "  Rosamund 
Gray,"  and  published  it  in  a  volume  of  the  same  size  and  price 
with  the  last,  under  the  title  of  "  A  Tale  of  Rosamund  Gray 
and  Old  Blind  Margaret,"  which,  having  a  semblance  of  story, 
sold  much  better  l£an  his  poems,  and  added  a  few  pounds  to 
bis  slender  income.  This  miniature  romance  is  unique  in 
English  literature.  It  bears  the  impress  of  a  recent  perusal 
of  "  The  Man  of  Feeling"  and  "  Julia  de  Roubigne ;"  and 
while  on  the  one  hand  it  wants  ihe  graphic  force  and  delicate 
touches  of  Mackenzie,  it  is  informed  with  deeper  feeling,  and 
breathes  a  diviner  morality  than  the  most  charming  of  his 
tales.  Lamb  never  possessed  the  faculty  of  constructing  a 
plot  either  for  drama  or  novel ;  and  while  he  luxuriated  in 
the  humour  of  Sinollet,  the  wit  of  Fielding,  or  the  solemn 
pathos  of  Richardson,  he  was  not  amused,  but  perplexed,  by 
the  attempt  to  tread  the  windings  of  story  which  conducts  to 
their  most  exquisite  passages  through  the  maze  of  adventure. 
In  this  tale,  nothing  is  made  out  with  distinctness,  except  the 
rustic  piety  and  grace  of  the  lovely  girl  and  her  venerable 
grandmother,  whi«h  are  pictured  with  such  earnestness  and 
simplicity  as  might  beseem  a  fragment  of  the  Book  of  Ruth. 

*  Monthly  Eaview,  Sept.,  lJ93. 
C2 
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The  villain  who  lays  waste  their  humble  joys  is  a  murky 
phantom  without  individuality  ;  the  events  are  obscured  by 
the  haze  of  sentiment  which  hovers  over  them  ;  and  the  nar- 
rative gives  way  to  the  reflections  of  the  author,  who  is  min- 
glod  with  the  persons  of  the  tale  in  visionary  confusion,  and 
gives  10  it  the  character  of  a  sweet  but  disturbed  dream.  It 
has  an  interest  now  beyond  that  of  fiction ;  for  in  it  we  may 
trace,  "  as  in  a  glass  darkly,"  the  characteristics  of  the  mind 
and  heart  of  ihe  author,  at  a  time  when  a  change  was  coming 
upon  them.  There  are  t^e  dainty  sense  of  beauty  just  weaned 
from  its  palpable  object,  and  quivering  over  its  lost  images";  feel- 
ing grown  retrospective  before  its  time,  and  tinging  all  things 
with  a  strange  solemnity;  hints  of  that  craving  after  immediate 
appliances  which  might  give  impulse  to  a  harassed  frame,  and 
confidence  to  struggling  fancy,  and  of  that  escape  from  the 
pressure  of  agony  into  fantastic  mirth  which,  in  after  life, 
made  Lamb  a  problem  to  a  stranger,  while  they  endeared  him 
a  thousand-fold  to  those  who  really  knew  him.  While  the 
fulness  of  the  religious  sentiments  and  the  scriptural  cast 
of  the  language  still  partake  of  his  early  manhood,  the  visii 
of  the  narrator  of  the  tale  to  the  churchyard  where  his  parents 
lie  buried,  after  his  nerves  had  been  strung  for  the  endeavour 
by  wine  at  tlie  village  inn,  and  the  half-frantic  jollity  of  his 
old  heart-broken  friend  (the  lover  of  the  tale)  whom  he  mel 
there,  with  the  exquisite  benignity  of  thought  breathing  through 
the  whole,  prophesy  the  delightful  peculiarities  and  genial 
frailties  of  an  after  day.  The  reflections  he  makes  on  the  eu- 
logistic character  of  all  the  inscriptions  are  drawn  from  his 
own  childhood ;  for,  when  a  very  little  boy,  walking  with  hia 
sister  in  a  churchyard,  he  suddenly  asked  her,  "  Mary,  where 
do  Ihe  naughty  people  lie  ?" 

"  Rosamund  Gray"  remained  unreviewed  till  August,  1800, 
when  it  received  the  following  notice  in  "  The  Monthly  Re- 
view's" catalogue,  the  manufacturer  of  which  was  probably 
more  tolerant  of  heterodox  composition  in  prose  than  veise  : 
"  In  the  perusal  of  this  pathetic  and  interesting  story,  the 
reader,  who  has  a  mind  capable  of  enjoying  rational  and  moral 
sentiment,  will  feel  much  gratification.  Mr.  Lamb  has  here 
provedhimaelfskilful  in  louchingthe  nicest  feelings  of  the  heart, 
and  in  affording  great  pleasure  to  the  imagination,  by  exhibit- 
ing events  and  situations  which,  in  the  hands  of  a  writer  less 
conversant  with  the  springs  aad  energies  of  the  moral  sense 
would  make  a  very  '  sorry  figure.''  "  While  we  acknowledge 
this  scanty  praise  as  a  redeeming  trait  in  the  long  series  of 
critical  absurdities,  we  cannot  help  observing  how  curiously 
misplaced  all  the  laudatory  epithets  are;   tlie  scniiment  being 
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profound  and  true,  but  not  "rational,"  and  ibe  "springs  and 
energies  of  the  moral  sense"  being  substituted  for  a  weaiiLess 
whicb  had  a  power  of  its  own  ! 

Lamb  was  iniroduced  by  Colerid  "^  u  h  ea  Ij  as 

the  year  1 795  ;  but  no  intimacy  ensued  un  1  he  a  o  np  n  d 
Lloyd  in  ihe  summer  of  1797  to  the  1  le  II  ge  of  Bu  n 
near  Christchurch,  in  Hampshire,  he  e  S  u  h  y  as  h 
residing,  and  where  they  spent  a  fortn  h  as  he  poe  gu  s 
After  Coleridge's  departure  for  Germanj ,  in  1 1 98,  a  corre- 
spondence began  hetween  Lamb  and  Southey  which  continued 
through  that  and  part  of  the  followiag  year ;  Southey  commu- 
nicates lo  Lamb  his  Eclogues,  which  he  was  then  preparing 
for  the  press,  and  Lamb  repays  the  confidence  by  submitting 
the  products  of  his  own  leisure  hours  to  his  genial  critic.  If 
Southey  did  not,  in  all  respects,  compensate  Lamb  for  the  ab- 
sence of  his  earlier  friend,  he  excited  in  him  a  more  entire 
and  active  intellectual  sympathy,  as  the  character  of  Southey's 
mind  bore  more  reserahlance  to  his  own  than  that  of  Coleridge. 
In  purity  of  thought ;  in  the  love  of  the  minutest  vestige  of 
antiquity ;  in  a  certain  primness  of  style  bounding  in  the  rich 
humour  which  threatened  to  overflow  it,  they  were  nearly 
akin  ;  both  alike  reverenced  childhood,  and  both  had  preserved 
its  best  attributes  unspotted  from  the  world.  If  Lamb  bowed 
to  the  genius  of  Coleridge  with  a  fonder  reverence,  he  felt 
more  at  home  with  Southey ;  and  although  he  did  not  pour  out 
the  inmost  secrets  of  his  soul  in  hia  letters  to  him  as  to  Cole- 
ridge, he  gave  more  scope  to  the  "  first  sprightly  runnings"  ot 
his  humorous  fancy.     Here  is  the  first  of  his  freaks : — 

TO   MB.    BOIITHEV. 

"  My  tailor  has  brought  me  home  a  new  coat  lapelJed,  with 
a.  velvet  collar.  He  assures  me  everybody  wears  velvet  col- 
lars now.  Some  are  born  fashionable,  some  achieve  fashion, 
and  others,  like  your  humble  servant,  have  fashion  thrust  upon 
them.  The  rogue  has  been  making  inroads  hitherto  by  modest 
degrees,  foisting  upon  me  an  additional  button,  recommending 
gaiters,  but  to  come  upon  me  thus  in  a  full  tide  of  luxury 
neither  becomes  him  as  a  tailor  nor  the  ninth  of  a  man.  My 
meek  gentleman  was  robbed  the  other  day,  coming  with  his 
wife  and  family  in  a  one-horse  shay  from  Hampstead ;  the  vil- 
lains rifled  him  of  four  guineas,  some  shillings  and  halfpence, 
and  a  bundle  of  customers'  measures,  which  they  swore  were 
bank  notes.  They  did  not  shoot  him,  and  when  they  rode  off 
he  addressed  (hem  with  profound  gratitude,  making  a  congee  ; 
'  Gentlemen,  I  wish  you  good-night,  and  we  are  very  much 
obliged  to  you  that  you  have  not  used  us  ill  V     And  this 


^d  by  Google 


is  the  cuckoo  that  has  had  the  audacity  to  foist  upon  mc  ten 
buttons  on  a  side,  and  a  black  reket  coliar.  A  cursed  ninth 
of  a  scoundrel !" 

"  When  you  write  to  Lloyd,  he  wishes  his  Jacobin  corre- 
spondents to  address  him  as  Mr.  C.  L." 

The  following  letter — yet  richer  in  fun — bears  date  Satur- 
day, July  28,  1798.  In  order  to  make  its  allusions  intelligible, 
it  is  only  necessary  to  mention  that  Southey  was  then  con- 
templating a  calendar  illustrative  of  the  remarkable  days  of 
the  year. 

TO    MR.    SOUTHE?. 

"  I  am  ashamed  that  I  have  not  thanked  you  before  this  for 
the  '  Joan  of  Arc,'  but  I  did  not  know  your  address,  and  it  did 
not  occur  to  me  to  write  through  Cottle.  The  poem  delighted 
me,  and  the  notes  amused  me  ;  but  methinks  she  of  Neufchatel, 
in  the  print,  holds  her  sword  loo  '  like  a  dancer.'  I  sent  your 
notite  to  Phillips,  particularly  requesting  an  immediate  inser- 
tion, but  I  suppose  it  came  too  late.  I  am  sometimes  curious 
to  know  what  progress  you  make  in  that  same '  Calendar,' 
whether  you  insert  the  nine  worthies  and  Whittington ;  what 
you  do  or  how  you  can  manage  when  two  saints  meet  and 
quarrel  for  precedency;  Martlemas,  and  Candlemas,  and 
Christmas  are  glorious  themes  for  a  writer  like  you,  antiquity- 
bitten,  smitten  with  the  love  of  boars'  heads  and  rosemary  ;  but 
how  you  can  ennoble  the  first  of  April  I  know  not.  By-the- 
way,  I  had  a  thing  to  say,  but  a  certain  false  modesty  has 
hitherto  prevented  me  :  perhaps  I  can  best  communicate  my 
wish  by  a  hint — my  birthday  is  on  the  10th  of  February,  new 
style ;  but  if  it  interferes  with  anyremarkable  event,  why,  rather 
■ban  my  country  should  lose  her  fame,  I  care  not  if  I  put  my 
lativity  back  eleven  days.  Fine  family  patronage  for  your 
Calendar,'  if  that  old  lady  of  prolific  memory  were  living, 
who  lies  (or  lyes)  in  some  church  in  London  (saints  forgive 
me,  but  I  have  forgot  wha.1  chnrcb),  attesting  that  enormous 
legend  of  as  many  children  as  days  in  the  year.  I  marvel 
her  impudence  did  not  grasp  at  a  leap  year.  Three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  dedications,  and  all  in  a  family — you  might  spit 
'n  spirit  on  the  oneness  of  Mecsenas  patronage  ! 

"  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  to  the  eternal  regret  of  bis  na- 
ive Devonshire,  emigrates  to  Wei^tphalia.  '  Poor  Lamb  (these 
vere  his  last  words),  if  he  wants  any  knowledge,  he  may  apply 
0  me;'  in  ordinary  cases  I  thanked  him,  I  have  an  'Ency- 
ilopedia'  at  hand ;  but  on  such  an  occasion  as  going  over  lo  a 
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Oerman  university^  I  could  not  refrain  from  sending  him  tlie 
following  propositions,  to  be  by  liim  defended  or  oppugned  (oi 
both)  at  Leipsic  or  Goltingcn. 


"  Whether  God  loves  a  lying  angel  belter  than  a  true  man  1 


"  Whether  the  Archangel  Uriel  could  knowingly  affirm  an 
intnith,  and  whelher,  if  he  could,  he  would  f 


"  Whether  honesty  be  an  angelic  virtue,  or  not  rather  be- 
longing to  that  class  of  qualities  which  the  schoolmen  term  '  vir- 
tutes  minus  splendidse,  et  hominis  et  terrs  niniis  participes !' 

■'  Whether  the  seraphim  ardentes  do  not  manifest  their 
goodness  by  the  way  of  vision  and  theory?  and  whether  prac 
iice  be  not  a  sub-celestial,  and  merely  human  virtue  ? 

"Whether  the  higher  order  of  seraphim  illuminati  evei 


"  Whether  pure  intelligences  can  love,  or  whether  they  can 
love  anything  besides  pure  intellect  ? 

VI(. 

"  Whether  the  beatific  vision  be  anything  more  or  leas  than 
a  perpetual  repteaenlment  to  each  individual  angel  of  his  own 
present  attainments  and  future  capabilities,  something  in  tie 
manner  of  mortal  looking-glasses  ? 

"  Whether  an  '  immortal  and  amenable  soul'  may  not  come 
♦o  he  damned  at  last,  and  the  man  never  suspect  it  beforehand? 

"  Samuel  Taylor  hath  not  deigned  an  answer  ;  was  it  im- 
pertinent in  me  to  avail  myself  of  that  oifered  source  of  knowl- 
edge? 

"  Wishing  Madoc  may  be  bom  into  the  world  with  as  splen- 
did promise  as  the  second  birth  or  purification  of  the  Maid 
of  Neufchatel,  I  remain  yours  sincerely, 

"  0.  Lamb. 
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-"  I  hope  Edith  is  belter ;  my  kindest  remembrances  to  het. 
You  have  a  good  deal  of  irifling  to  forgive  in  this  letter.  LoVe 
and  respects  to  Cottle." 

The  two  next  fragments  of  lelters  to  Soulhey  illustrate 
strikingly  the  restless  kindness  and  exquisite  spirit  of  allow- 
ance in  Lamb's  nature ;  the  iJrst  an  earnest  pleading  for  a 
poor  fellow  whose  distress  actually  haunted  him;  the  second 
an  affecting  allusion  to  the  real  goodness  of  a  wild,  untoward 
schoolmate,  and  fine  self-reproval — in  this  instance  how  un- 


"  Dear  Souihey — Your  friend,  John  May,  has  formerly  maCtD 
kind  offers  to  Lloyd  of  serving  me  in  the  India  House,  by  the 
interest  of  his  friend.  Sir  Francis  Baring.  It  is  not  likely  thai 
I  shall  ever  put  his  goodness  to  the  test  on  my  own  account, 
for  my  prospects  are  very  comfortable.  But  I  know  a  man,  a 
young  man,  whom  he  could  serve  through  the  same  channel, 
and,  I  think,  would  be  disposed  to  serve  if  he  wore  acquaint- 
ed with  his  case.  This  poor  fellow  (whom  I  know  just 
enough  of  to  vouch  for  his  strict  integrity  and  worth)  has  lost 
two  or  three  employments  from  illness  which  he  cannot  re- 
gain ;  he  was  once  insane,  and,  from  the  distressful  uncer- 
tainty of  his  livelihood,  has  reason  to  apprehend  a  return  of 
that  malady.  He  has  been  for  some  time  dependant  on  a 
woman,  whose  lodger  he  formerly  was,  but  who  can  ill  afford 
to  maintain  him  ;  and  I  know  that  on  Christmas  night  last  he 
actually  walked  about  the  streets  all  night  rather  thap  accept 
of  her  bed,  which  she  offered  him,  and  offered  herself  to 
sleep  in  the  kitchen  ;  and  that,  in  consequence  of  that  severe 
cold,  he  is  labouring  under  a  bilious  disorder,  besides  a  de- 
pression of  spirits,  which  incapacitates  him  from  exertion 
when  he  most  needs  it.  For  God's  sake,  Southey,  if  it  does 
not  go  against  you  to  ask  favours,  do  it  now  ;  ask  it  as  'or  me ; 
but  do  not  do  a  violence  to  your  feelings,  because  he  does  not 
know  of  this  application,  and  will  suffer  no  disappointment. 
What  I  meant  to  say  was  this — there  are  in  the  India  House 
what  are  called  extra  clerks,  not  on  the  establishment  like  me, 
but  employed  in  extra  business,  by-jobs  ;  these  get  about  ;C50 
a  year,  or  rather  more,  but  never  rise ;  a  director  can  put  in 
at  any  time  a  young  man  in  this  office,  and  it  is  by  no  means 
considered  so  great  a  favour  as  making  an  established  clerk. 
He  would  think  himself  as  rich  as  an  emperor  if  he  could  get 
Buch  a  certain  situation,  and  bo  relieved  from  those  disquie- 
tudes which,  I  do  fear,  may  one  day  bring  back  his  disti 
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"  You  know  John  May  belter  than  I  do,  but  I  know  enough 
to  believe  that  he  is  a  good  man  ;  he  did  make  me  that  offer 
I  have  mentioned,  but  you  will  perceive  that  such  an  offer 
cannot  authorize  me  in  applying  for  another  person. 

"  But  I  cannot  help  writing  to"  you  on  the  subject,  for  the 
young  man  is  perpetually  before  my  eyes,  and  I  shall  feel  it 
a  crime  not  to  strain  all  my  petty  interest  Co  do  him  service, 
though  I  put  my  own  delicacy  to  the  question  by  so  doing.  I 
have  made  one  other  unsuccessful  attempt  already ;  at  all 
events,  I  will  thank  you  to  write,  for  I  am  tormented  with 
anxiety. 

P       I  f     d    h      'orld,  and  the  camp,  and 

h    u  ty  h  p    1  d  h  long  them.     'Tis  certain 

h    h  d  m  ff      p        '  of  turning  out  something 

I  I  k     w  h  d   h  long  since,  when  he  had  a 

w    m  h  I  h  m  d  of  the  indifference  I  have 

f  I    tow    d    h  m      I   hink  the  devil  ia  in  one's 
1     rt      I    m      d        bl  that  man  for  the  warmest 

f       dlpdh  >P^     s*'^n  for  an  agony  of  sym- 

ph  p  dbhby  d  d  deed,  and  tears  for  me, 
wh      I  myg  d  But  I  have  forgot  that! 

as,  I  fear,  he  has  nt^h  forgot  the  awful  scenes  which  were  be- 
fore his  eyes  when  he  served  the  ofSce  of  a  comforter  to  me. 
No  service  was  loo  mean  or  troublesome  for  him  to  perform. 
I  can't  ihink  what  but  the  devil,  '  that  old  spider,'  could  have 
sucked  my  heart  so  dry  of  its  sense  of  all  gratitude.  If  he 
does  come  in  your  way,  Southey,  fail  not  to  tell  him  that  I  re- 
tain a  most  affectionate  remembrance  of  his  old  friendliness, 
and  an  earnest  wish  to  resume  our  inte'rcourse.  In  this  I  am 
serious.  I  cannot  recommend  him  to  your  society,  because  I 
am  afraid  whether  he  be  quite  worthy  of  it.  But  I  have  no 
right  to  dismiss  him  from  my  regard.  He  was  at  one  time, 
and  in  the  worst  of  times,  my  own  familiar  friend,  and  great 
comfort  to  rae  then.  I  have  known  him  to  play  at  cards  with 
my  father,  meal  times  excepted,  literally  all  day  long,  in  long 
days  100,  to  save  me  from  being  teazed  by  the  old  man  when 
I  was  not  able  to  bear  it. 

"  God  bless  him  for  it,  and  God  bless  you,  Southey. 

"  C.  L." 

Lamb  now  began  to  write  the  tragedy  of  John  Woodvil. 
His  admiration  of  the  dramatists  of  Elizabeth's  age  was  yet 
young,  and  had  some  of  the  indiscretion  of  an  early  love  ;  bul 
there  was  nothing  affected  in  the  antique  east  of  his  language, 
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or  tbe  frequent  roughness  of  his  Terse.  His  delicate  sense  of 
beauty  had  found  a  congenial  organ  in  the  style  which  he 
tasted  with  rapture ;  and  criticism  gave  him  little  encourage- 
ment to  adapt  it  to  the  frigid  insipidities  of  the  time.  "  My 
tragedy,"  says  he,  in  the  first  letter  to  Southey  which  alludes 
to  the  play,  "  will  he  a  medley  (I  intend  ii  to  be  a  medley)  of 
laughter  and  tears,  prose  and  verse,  and,  in  some  places, 
rhyme  ;  songs,  wit,  pathos,  humour ;  and,  if  possible,  sublim. 
ity ;  at  least,  'tis  not  a  fault  in  my  intention  if  it  does  not  com- 
prehend most  of  these  discordant  atoms  :  Heaven  send  they 
dance  not  the  dance  of  death  !"  In  another  letter  he  there  in- 
Koduces  the  delicious  rhymed  passage  in  the  "  Forest  Scene," 
which  Godwin,  having  accidentally  seen  quoted,  took  for  a 
choice  fragment  of  some  old  dramatist,  and  went  to  Lamb  to 
assist  him  in  finding  the  author. 


"  I  just  send  you  a  few  rhymes  from  my  play,  the  only 
rhymes  in  it,     A  forest-liver  giving  an  account  of  his  arause- 


'Whatsporla  have  you  in  the  forost! 
Hot  many — Bomo  fbw— aa  lliiia  : 
To  aee  the  sun  to  bed,  and  see  Jiim  I'm 

ie  hot  amonnst  with  gloning 
the  iszf  bands  of  sleep  that 

hi9  fires  and  travelUa^  glarie 
SometimeB  the  moon  on  soft  nighfr^jloude 
Like  beantf  neatling  in  a  joun?  man'a  breasi. 
And  all  the  winking  etara,  her  handmaids,  lieep 
Admiring  silence,  while  those  lovers  sleep; 
Someljnies  outstreteh'd  in  ver^  idleness, 
Naaf  ht  doin^,  aay'iDS  little,  thinking  less. 
To  (Tew  the  leavea,  thin  dancers  upon  air, 
Go  eddying  round ;  and  emaU  birds  how  they  fere. 
When  mother  antumn  fills  their  beaka  with  corn, 
Filoh'd  fVom  the  careless  Aniattiea'a  horn  ; 
And  how  the  woode  berries  and  warms  provide, 
Without  their  pains,  when  eartli  liath  naught  beside 
To  answer  their  small  wanla ; 
To  view  the  graoefol  deer  come  trooping  by, 
Then  pause,  and  gaze,  than  turn  thoy  know  not  why, 
Lite  bashful  younkers  in  aoiuBty ; 
To  mark  theBttnolure  of  a  plant  or  tree  ; 
And  all  fair  things  of  aarth,  how  fair  they  bo  !'  &a.,  &e. 

"  I  love  to  anticipate  charges  of  unoriginality :  the  first  line 
13  almost  Shakspe  are's  ;— 

'To  have  my  love  to  bed  and  to  arise,' 

Ji{idaamme/''a  MgAfa  Ihtam, 

"  I  think  there  is  a  sweetness  in  the  versification  not  un- 
like, some  rhymes  in  that  exquisite  play,  and  the  last  line  but 
three  is  yours  : — 
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That  met  Ihe  gaze,  or  lutn'd  it  knew  not  why. 

"  I  shall  anticipate  all  my  play,  and  have  nothing  to  show 
vou.  An  idea  for  Leviathan — commentators  on  Job  have 
been  puzzled  to  ifind  out  a  meaning  for  Leviathan — 'tis  a 
whale,  say  some  ;  a  crocodile,  say  others.  In  my  simple  con- 
jecture. Leviathan  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  the  Lord 
Mayor  of  London  for  the  time  being." 

He  seems  also  to  have  sent,  about  this  time,  the  solemnly  fan- 
tastic poem  of  the  "  Witch,"  as  the  following  passage  relates 
to  one  of  its  conceits  : — 

TO   MR.   SOtTTHEV. 

"  Your  recipe  for  a  Turk's  poison  is  invaluable,  and  truly 
Marlowish.  Lloyd  objects  to  '  shutting  up  the  womb  of  His 
purse'  in  ray  curse  (which,  for  a  Christian  witch  in  a  Chris- 
tian country,  is  not  too  mild,  I  hope) ;  do  you  object !  I  think 
there  is  a  strangeness  in  the  idea,  as  well  as '  shaking  the 
poor  like  snakes  from  liis  door,'  which  suits  the  speaker. 
Witches  illustrate,  as  line  ladies  do,  from  their  own  familiar 
objects,  and  snakes  and  shutting  up  of  wombs  are  in  their  way. 
I  don't  know  that  this  last  charge  has  been  before  brought 
against  'em,  nor  either  the  sour  milk  or  the  mandrake  babe , 
but  I  affirm  these  be  things  a  witch  would  do  if  she  could," 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  Lamb's  criticism  on  Southey's  poet- 
ical Ci  *      * 


TO   MH,    SOUTHEV. 

"  I  have  read  your  Eclogue  repeatedly,  and  cannot  call  ii 
bald  or  without  interest ;  the  cast  of  it  and  the  design  are 
completely  original,  and  may  set  people  upon  thinking :  it  is 
as  poetical  as  the  subject  requires,  which  asks  no  poetry  ;  but 
it  is  defective  in  pathos.  The  woman's  own  story  is  the 
tamest  part  of  it ;  I  should  like  you  to  remould  that ;  it  too 
much  resembles  the  young  maid's  history;  both  had  been  ir. 
service.  Even  the  omission  would  not  mjure  the  poem  ;  afiet 
the  words  '  growing  wants'  you  might,  not  unconnecledly, 
introduce  '  look  at  that  little  chub'  down  to  '  welcome  one  ;' 
and,  decidedly,  I  would  have  you  end  it  somehow  thus, '  Givt 
them,  at  least  this  evening,  a  good  meal  (gives  her  money) ; 
now,  fare  thee  well:  hereafter  you  have  taught  me  to  give 
sad  meaning  to  the  village-bells,'  &c.,  which  would  leave  a 
itronger  impression  (as  well  as  mote  pleasingly  recall  the 
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beginning  of  the  Eclogue)  than  the  present  commonplace  ref- 
erence to  a  better  world,  which  the  woman  '  must  have  heard 
at  church.'  I  should  like  you,  too,  a  good  deal  to  enlarge  the 
most  striking  part,  as  it  might  have  been,  of  the  poem — '  Is  it 
idleness  ?'  &c.,  that  affords  a  good  field  for  dwelling  on  sick- 
ness, and  inabilities,  and  old  age.  And  you  might  also  a  good 
deal  enrich  the  piece  with  a  picture  of  a  country  wedding  :  the 
woman  might  very  well,  in  a  transient  lit  of  oblivion,  dwell  upon 
the  ceremony  and  circumstances  of  her  own  nuptials  six  years 
ago,  the  snugness  of  the  bridegroom,  the  feastings,  the  cheap 
merriment,  the  welcomings,  and  the  secret  envyinga  of  the 
maidens — then,  dropping  all  this,  recur  to  her  present  lot.  I 
do  not  know  that  I  can  suggest  anything  else,  or  that  I  have 
suggested  anythingnew  or  material.  I  shall  be  very  glad  to 
see  some  more  poetry,  though,  I  fear,  your  trouble  in  tran 
scribing  will  be  greater  than  the  service  my  remarks  may  da 
Ihem. 

"  Yours  affectionately, 

"  C.  Lamb. 
"  I  cut  ray  letter  short  because  I  am  called  off  to  business." 

The  following,  of  the  same  character,  is  further  interesting, 
as  tracing  the  origin  of  his  "  Rosamund,"  and  exhibiting  his 
young  enthusiasm  for  the  old  English  drama  so  nobly  devel- 
oped in  his  "  Specimens  ;" — 


"  Dear  Southey — I  thank  you  heartily  for  the  Eclogue  ;  it 
pleases  me  mightily,  being  so  full  of  pictmc-work  and  circum- 
stances. I  tind  no  fault  in  it,  unless,  perhaps,  that  Joanna's 
ruin  is  a  catastrophe  too  trite  ;  and  this  is  not  the  first  or  sec- 
ond  time  you  have  clothed  your  indignation,  in  verse,  in  a  tale 
of  ruined  innocence.  The  old  lady,  spinning  in  the  sun,  I 
hope,  would  not  disdain  to  claim  some  kindred  with  old  Mar- 
garet. I  could  almost  wish  you  to  vary  some  circumstances 
in  the  conclusion.  A  gentleman  seducer  has  oilen  been  do' 
scribed  in  prose  and  verse ;  what  if  you  had  accomplished 
Joanna's  ruin  by  the  clumsy  arts  and  rustic  gifts  of  some  coua- 
iry  fellotv?     I  am  thinking,  I  believe,  of  the  song, 

'  An  old  woman  dothed  in  gray. 

Whose  dauahler  wss  oliarming  and  young, 
And  Bho  WHS  delnded  away 
By  Roger's  falao  flattering  tongue.' 

A  Roger-Ijothario  would  be  a  novel  character  ;  I  think  you 
might  paint  him  very  well.  You  may  think  this  a  very  silly 
suggestion,  and  so  indeed  it  is  ;  but,  in  good  truth,  nothing  else 
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hut  tbe  first  words  of  that  foolish  ballad  put  me  upon  scribbling 
my  'Rosamund.'  But  I  thank  you  heartily  for  the  poem. 
Not  having  anything  of  my  own  to  send  you  in  return — though, 
to  tell  truth,  I  am.  at  work  upon  something,  which,  if  I  were  to 
cut  away  and  garble,  perhaps  I  might  send  you  an  extract  or 
two  that  might  not  displease  you ;  but  I  will  not  do  that ;  and 
whether  it  will  come  to  anything,  I  know  not,  for  I  am  as 
slow  as  a  Fleming  painter  when  I  compose  anything — I  will 
crave  leave  to  put  down  a  few  lines  of  old  Christopher  Mar- 
low's  ;  I  lake  them  from  his  tragedy,  '  The  Jew  of  Malta.' 
The  Jew  is  a  famous  character,  quite  out  of  nature  ;  but,  when 
we  consider  the  terrible  idea  our  simple  ancestors  had  of  a 
Jew,  not  more  to  be  discommended  for  a  certain  discolouring 
(I  think  Addison  calls  it)  than  the  witches  and  fairies  of  Mar- 
low's  mighty  successor.  The  scene  is  between  Barabas,  the 
Jew,  and  Ithamore,  a  Turkish  captive,  exposed  lo  sale  for  a 


{A  prtcious  ratcai) 
Lsformyeelf.  I  walk  abroad  anigbts, 
ind  kill  sick  people  groaning  under  walb : 
Ipmetimes  I  go  about,  and  poison  wells ; 
Lnd  now  and  tben,  to  cherish  Chtistian  tbievea, 


n  my  gallery. 


There  1  enrich'd  the  priests  with  burials. 
And  nlwajis  kept  the  sexton's  arma  in  use 
With  digging  graves,  and  ringing  dead  men's  knel 

And  in  the  wars  'tween  France  and  Getmany, 
Under  pretence  of  serving  Charles  the  Fifth, 
Slew  friend  and  enem  j  with  my  siratageroB. 

And  with  ettorling,  cozening,  forfeiting, 
And  tricks  belonging  unio  brokery, 
I  iiH'd  ihe  jail  wiUi  bankmnts  in  a  year, 
And  with  young  orphans  planted  hospitala, 
And  every  moon  made  some  or  other  mad ; 
And  now  and  tlien  one  hang  himself  for  grief. 
Pinning  upon  his  breast  a  long  great  scroll, 
How  I  wilh  inleroEl  had  tormented  him.' 

(Now  hear  Ithamore,  the  other  gentle  nature.) 


{A  comical  dfg.  ■ 

'  F.sith,  master,  and  I  have  spent  my  time 
In  setting  Christian  villages  on  fire, 
Cliaintng  of  eunuchs,  binding  galley-tdaTpB. 
One  time  I  was  an  hostler  in  an  inn, 
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Anl  in  the  niehttima  secretly  would  I  sleal 
To  traveilers'^ chambers,  and  there  cut  their  throi 
Once  it  Jerasalem,  where  the  pilgrims  kneelld, 
1  atrew'd  powder  on  the  maible  elonea, 
And  therewithal  their  knees  would  rankle  so. 
That  I  have  laugh'd  a  mod  to  sea  the  cripplea 
Go  limping  home  to  ChriBtendom  on  stills.' 


■Why,thisiesomeir.:nB-' 
"  There  is  a  mixture  of  the  ludicrous  and  the  terrible  in 
these  lines,  brimful  of  genius  and  antique  invention,  that  a 
first  reminded  me  of  your  old  description  of  cruelly  in  heil. 

'  I  am  glad  you  have  put  me  on  the  scent  after  old  Quarks 
if  I  do  not  put  up  those  eclogues,  and  that  shortly,  say  I  am 
no  true-nosed  hound." 

The  following  letters,  which  must  have  been  written  after 
a  short  interval,  show  a  rapid  change  of  opinion,  very  unuBual 
with  Lamb  (who  stuck  lo  his  favourite  books  as  he  did  to  his 
friends),  aa  to  the  relative  merits iDf  the  "Emblems"  of  Withei; 
and  of  Q      ■ 


"  I  perfectly  accord  with  your  opinion  of  old  Wither ;  Quarles 
IS  a  wittier  writer,  but  Wither  lays  more  hold  of  the  heart. 
Quarles  thinks  of  his  audience  when  he  lectures;  Wither 
soliloquizes  in  company  from  a  fiiH  heart.  What  wretched 
stuff  are  the  '  Divine  Fancies'  of  Quarles  !  Religion  appears 
to  him  no  longer  valuable  than  it  furnishes  matter  for  quibbles 
and  riddles  ;  he  turns  God's  grace  into  wantonness.  Wither  is 
like  an  old  friend,  whose  warm-heartedness  and  estimable  qual- 
ities make  us  wish  he  possessed  more  genius,  but  at  the  same 
time  make  us  willing  to  dispense  with  that  want,  I  always 
love  W.,  and  sometimes  admire  Q.  Still  that  portrait  poem  is 
a  line  one  ;  and  the  extract  from  '  Shepherds'  Hunting'  places 
him  in  a  siarry  height  far  above  Quatles.  If  you  wrote  that 
review  in  '  Crit.  Rev.,'  I  am  sorry  you  are  so  sparing  of  praise 
to  the  Ancient  Marinere ;  so  far  from  calling  it  as  you  do,  with 
some  wit,  but  more  severity,  '  A  Dutch  attempt,'  &c.,  I  call  i' 
a  right  English  attempt,  and  a  successfid  one,  to  dethrone 
German  sublimity.  You  have  serected  a  passage  fertile  in 
unmeaning  miracles,  but  have  passed  by  fifty  passages  as  mi- 
raculous as  the  miracles  they  celebrate.  I  never  so  deeply 
felt  the  pathetic  as  in  thai  part. 


■e  gush'd  from  my  hea 
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It  stung  me  into  high  pleasure  through  sufferings.  I.loyd  does 
not  like  it ;  his  head  is  too  metaphysical,  and  your  ta,slo  toe 
correct ;  at  least  I  must  allege  something  against  you  both  tii 
excuse  my  own  dotage — 


But  you  allow  some  elaborate  beauties  ;  you  should  have  ex- 
tracted 'em.  '  The  Ancient  Marinere'  plays  more  tricks  with 
the  mind  than  that  last  poem,  which  is  yet  one  of  the  finest 
writien.  But  I  am  getting  too  dogmatical ;  and,  before  I  degen- 
erate into  abuse,  I  will  conclude  with  assuring  you  that  I  am 
"  Sincerely  yours, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"  I  am  going  to  meet  Lloyd  at  Ware,  on  Saturday,  to  return 
on  Sunday.  Have  you  any  commands  or  commendations  to 
the  metaphysician  ?  I  shall  be  very  happy  if  you  will  dine  or 
spend  any  time  with  me  in  your  ^¥ay  ibrough  the  great  uglj 
city ;  but  I  know  you  have  other  ties  upon  you  in  these  pans. 

"  Love  and  respects  to  Edith,  and  friendly  remembrances 
to  Cotile." 


"  Dear  Southey — I  have  at  last  been  so  fortunate  as  lo  pick 
up  Wither's  Emblems  for  you,  that '  old  book  and  quaint,'  as 
the  brief  author  of  Rosamund  Gray  hath  it ;  it  is  in  a  most  de- 
testable state  of  preservation,  and  the  cuts  are  of  a  fainter  im- 
pression than  I  have  seen.  Some  child,  the  curse  of  antiqua- 
ries and  bane  of  bibliopical  rarities,  hath  been  dabbling  in 
some  of  them  with  its  paint  and  dirty  fingers  ;  and,  in  particu- 
lar, hath  a  httle  sullied  the  author's  own  portraiture,  which  I 
think  valuable,  as  the  poem  that  accompanies  it  is  no  common 
one,  this  last  excepted  ;  the  Emblems  are  far  inferior  to-old 
Qnarles.  I  oncff  told  you  otherwise,  but  I  had  not  then  read 
old  Q.  with  attention.  I  have  picked  up,  too,  another  copy  of 
Quarles  for  ninepence ! ! !  O  tcrapora !  O  leciores  !  so  that, 
if  you  have  lost  or  parted  with  your  own  copy,  say  so,  and 
I  can  furnish  you,  for  yon  prize  these  things  more  than  I 
do.  You  will  be  amused,  I  think,  with  honest  Wither's  '  Su- 
persedeas to  all  them  whose  custom  it  is,  without  any  deserv- 
ing, to  importune  authors  to  give  nnto  them  their  books.'  I  am 
sorry  'tis  imperfect,  as  the  lottery  board  annexed  to  it  also  is. 
Methinks  you  might  modernize  and  elegantize  the  Superse- 
deas, and  place  it  in  front  *f  your  Joan  of  Arc,  as  a  gentle  hint 

to  Messrs.  P ,  &c.      One  of  the  happiest  emblems  and 

comicalest  cuts  is  the  owl  and  little  chitpers,  page  63. 

"  Wishing  you  all  amusement,  which  your  true  emblem 
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fancier  can  scarce  fait  to  find  in  even  bad  emblems,  I  remaii 
your  caterer  to  command, 

"C.   LiMB. 

"  Love  and  respects  to  Edith.  I  hope  she  is  well.  How 
does  your  Calendar  prosper?" 

In  this  year  Mr.  Cottle  proposed  to  publish  an  annual  vol- 
ume of  fugitive  poetry  by  various  hands,  under  the  title  of  the 
"  Annual  Anthology ;"  to  which  Coleridge  and  Southey  were 
principal  contributors,  the  first  volume  of  which  was  published 
m  the  following  year.  To  this  little  work  Lamb  contributed 
a  short  religious  ciTusion  in  blank  verse,  entitled  "  Living 
without  God  in  tbt  World."  The  following  letter  to  Southey 
refers  to  this  poem  by  lis  first  words,  "  Mystery  of  God,"  and 
recurs  to  the  rejecitd  sonnet  to  his  sister  ;  and  alludes  to  an 

iiion,  afterward  changed,  of  entitling  the  proposed  coUec- 

"  Gleanings." 


"  I  can  have  no  objection  to  your  priming  '  Mystery  of 
God'  with  my  name,  and  all  due  acknowledgments  for  the 
honour  and  favour  of  the  communication  ;  indeed,  'tis  a  poem 
that  can  dishonour  no  name.  Now  that  is  ia  the  true  strain 
of  modern  modesto-vanitaa,  .  .  But  for  the  sonnet,  I  heart- 
ily wish  it,  as  I  thought  it  was,  dead  and  forgotten.  If  the  ex- 
act circumstance*!  under  which  I  wrote  could  be  known  or 
told,  it  would  be  wi  iateresling  sonnet ;  but,  to  an  indiflerent 
and  stranger  reader,  it  must  appear  a  very  bald  thing,  certain- 
ly inadmissible  in  a  compilation,  I  wish  you  could  affix  a 
different  name  to  the  volume  ;  there  is  a  contemptible  book,  a 
wretched  assortment  of  vapid  feelings,  entitled '  Pratt's  Glean- 
ings,' which  hath  damned  and  impropriated, the  title  for  evei. 
Pray  think  of  some  other.  The  gentleman  is  better  known 
(better  had  he  remained  unknown)  by  an  Ode  to  Benevolence, 
written  and  spoken  for  and  at  the  annual  dinner  of  the  Hu- 
mane Society,  who  walk  in  procession  once  a  year,  with  all 
the  objects  of  their  charity  before  them,  to  return  God  thanks 
for  giving  them  such  benevolent  hearts." 

At  this  time  Lamb's  most  intimate  associates  were  Lloyd 
and  Jem  White,  the  author  of  the  Faistaff  Letters.  When 
Lloyd  was  in  town,  he  and  White  lodged  in  the  same  house, 
and  were  fast  friends,  though  no  two  men  could  be  more  un- 
like, Lloyd  having  no  drollery  in  his  nature,  and  White  nothing 
else.     "  You  will  easily  understand,"  observes  Mr.  Southey, 
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m  a  letter  with  which  he  favoured  the  publisher,  "  how  Lamb 
could  sympsthize  with  both." 

TheliieraryaasociationofLamb  with  Coleridge  and  Southey 
drew  down  upon  him  the  hostility  of  the  young  scornera  of  the 
" An ti- Jacobin,"  who, luxuriating  in  boyish  pride  and  aristocrat- 
ic patronage,  tossed  the  arrows  of  their  wit  against  all  charged 
with  innovation,  whether  in  politics  or  poetry,  and  cared  little 
whom  they  wounded.  No  one  could  be  more  innocent  than 
Lamb  of  political  heresy ;  no  one  more  strongly  opposed  to  new 
theories  in  morality,  which  he  always  regarded  with  disgust , 
and  yet  he  not  only  shared  in  the  injustice  which  accused  his 
friends  of  the  last,  but  was  confounded  in  the  charge  of  the 
first,  his  only  crime  being  that  he  had  published  a  few  poems 
deeply  coloured  with  religious  enthusiasm,  in  conjunction 
with  two  other  men  of  genius,  who  were  dazzled  by  the  glow- 
ing phantoms  which  the  French  revolution  had  raised.  The 
very  first  number  of  the  "  Anti-Jacobin  Magazine  and  Review" 
was  adorned  by  a  caricature  of  Gilray's  in  which  Coleridge 
and  Southey  were  introduced  with  assea'  heads,  and  Lloyd 
and  Lamb  as  toad  and  frog.  In  the  namber  for  July  appeared 
the  well-known  poem  of  the  "  New  Morality,"  in  which  all 
the  prominent  objects  of  the  hatred  of  these  champions  of  re- 
ligion and  order  were  introduced  as  offering  homage  to  Le- 
paux,  a  French  charlatan,  of  whose  existence  Lamb  had  nevei 

"  Couriers  and  Stnra,  sedition's  ovening  lioat, 
Thon  Morning  Clironioie  and  Morning  Post, 
Whether  ye  make  the  'Eiglila  of  Man'  yonr  theme, 
Yonr  canntry  libol,  and.  your  God  tlaspheme, 
Or  dirt  otifirijiaU  icorth  and  virtue  throw, 
Still  iUupAemout  er  blackguard,  pnuae  Lepaiii. 

And  ye  Atb  other  wand'ring  tarda  thai  move 
In  eweetocoord  of  harmony  and  lore,     . 

C dge^nd  S — thj-y,  L— d,  and  L— t,  &  Co,, 

Time  all  yonr  mystic  hprps  to  praiao  Lepaui !" 

Not  content  with  thus  confounding  persons  of  the  most  op 
posite  opinions  and  the  most  various  characters  in  one  com- 
mon libel,  the  party  returned  to  the  charge  in  the  number  for 
September,  and  thus  denounced  the  young  poets,  in  a  parodj 
on  the  "  Ode  to  the  Passions,"  under  the  tiile  of  "  The  Anar 
chists." 

"  Next  H— lo— ft  vow'd  in  doleful  lone. 
No  more  to  fire  a  tbankleaa  age ; 
Oblivion  mark'd  hia  labonra  for  her  own, 
Neglected  from  Uie  prese,  and  damn'd  upon  tiie  nCage. 

See  I  faithful  to  their  mighty  dam, 
G dge,  S— th— y,  L-d,  and  L— b, 
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66  INTRODUCTION   TO   GOLWIM. 

In  aplaj-foot  madrigals  of  loTO, 
Sofc  moaning  like  tho  widow'd  dove, 
Pour,  aide  by  side,  their  Gjmpatlietio  notes  j 
Of  eijiial  rights,  and  oivin  fsssts, 
And  tyrant  Itings,  and  knavish  prieatB, 
Swift  through  the  land  the  tnneful  miaohief  floats. 
And  now  to  softer  etroina  they  atruofc  the  Ijre, 
They  sung  the  bestle  or  the  mole. 
The  dying  iid,  or  ass's  foal. 
By  cruel  man  pBrmitled  to  expire.' 

'I'hese  effusions  have  the  palliation  which  the  excess  ol 
sportive  wit,  impelled  by  youthful  spirits,  and  fostered  by  the 
applause  of  the  great,  brings  with  it ;  but  it  will  be  difficult  to 
palliate  the  coarse  malignity  of  a  passage  in  the  prose  de- 
parlment  of  the  same  work,  in  which  the  writer  added  to  a 
statement  that  Mr.  Coleridge  was  dishonoured  at  Cambridge 
for  preaching  Deism ;  "  Since  then  he  has  left  his  native 
country,  commenced  citizen  of  the  worid,  left  his  poor  chil- 
dren fatherless,  and  his  wife  destitute.  Ex  his  disce,  his  friends 
Lamb  and  Soulhey."  It  was  surely  rather  too  much,  even  for 
partisans,  when  denouncing  their  political  opponents  as  men 
who  "  dirt  on  private  worth  and  virtue  threw,"  thus  to  slander 
two  young  men  of  the  most  exemplary  character — one  of  an 
almost  puritanical  exactness  of  demeanour  and  conduct,  and 
the  other  persevering  in  a  life  of  noble  self-sacrifice,  checkered 
only  by  the  frailties  of  a  sweet  nature,  which  endeared  hira 
even  to  those  who  were  not  admitted  to  the  intimacy  necessary 
to  appreciate  the  touching  example  of  his  severer  virtues ! 

If  Lamb's  acquaintance  with  Coleridge  and  Southey  pro- 
cured for  him  the  scorn  of  the  more  virident  of  the  Anti-Ja- 
cobin party,  he  showed,  by  his  intimacy  with  another  distin- 
giushed  object  of  their  animosity,  that  he  was  not  solicitous  to 
avert  it.  He  was  introduced  by  Mr.  Coleridge  to  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  persons  of  that  stirring  time — the  author  of 
"  Caleb  Williams"  and  of  the  "  Political  Justice."  The  first 
meeting  between  Lamb  and  Godwin  did  not  wear  a  promising 
aspect.  Lamb  grew  warm  as  the  conviviality  of  the  evening 
advanced,  and  indulged  in  some  freaks  of  humour  which  had 
not  been  dreamed  of  in  Godwin's  philosophy  ;  and  the  phi- 
losopher, forgetting  the  equanimity  with  which  he  usually  look- 
ed on  the  vicissitudes  of  the  world  or  the  whist-table,  broke  into 
an  allusion  to  Gilra/s  caricature,  and  asked,  "  Mr.  Lamb,  are 
you  both  toad  and  frog  ?"  Coleridge  was  apprehensive  of  a 
ruptuie  ;  but,  calling  the  next  morning  on  Lamb,  he  found  God- 
win seated  at  breakfast  with  him  ;  and  an  interchange  of  ci- 
vilities and  card-parlies  was  established,  which  lasted  through 
the  lifo  of  Lamb,  whom  Godwin  only  survived  a  few  months. 
Indifferent  altogether  to  the  politics  of  the  age.  Lamb  could 


^d  by  Google 


LBTTERS    TO    SOUTHEV.  07 

not  help  being  struck  with  productions  of  its  newborn  ener- 
gies, so  remaikabie  as  the  works  and  the  character  of  God- 
win. He  seemed  to  realize  in  himself  what  Wordsworth  long 
afterward  described,  "  the  central  calm  at  the  heart  of  all  agi- 
tation." Through  the  medium  of  his  mind  the  stormy  con- 
vulsions of  society  were  seen  "  silent  as  in  a  picture."  Para- 
doxes the  moat  daring  wore  the  air  of  deliberate  wisdom  as  he 
pronounced  ihem.  He  foretold  the  future  happiness  of  man- 
kind, not  with  the  inspiration  of  the  poet,  but  with  ihe  grave 
and  passionless  voice  of  the  oracle.  There  was  nothing  better 
calculated  at  once  to  feed  and  lo  make  steady  the  enthusiasm 
of  youthfiU  patriots  than  the  high  speculations  in  which  he 
taught  them  to  engage  on  the  nature  of  social  evils  and  the 
great  destiny  of  his  species.  No  one  would  have  suspected 
the  author  of  those  wild  theories,  which  startled  the  wise  and 
shocked  the  prudent,  in  the  cairn,  gentlemanly  person  who 
rarely  said  anything  above  the  most  gentle  commonplace,  and 
loot  interest  in  little  beyond  the  whist-table.  His  peculiar 
opinions  were  entirely  subservient  to  his  love  of  letters.  Ho 
thought  any  man  who  had  written  a  book  had  attained  a  su- 
periority over  his  fellows  which  placed  him  in  another  class, 
and  could  scarcely  understand  other  distinctions.  Of  all  hia 
works  Lamb  liked  his  "  Essay  on  Sepulchres"  the  best — a 
short  development  of  a  scheme  for  preserving  in  one  place  the 
memory  of  all  great  writers  deceased,  and  assigning  to  each 
his  proper  station — quite  chimerical  in  itself,  but  accompanied 
with  solemn  and  touching  musings  on  life,  and  death,  and  fame 
imhodied  in  a  style  of  singular  rednement  and  beauty. 


[1709,  leoo.] 
Letters  to  Soutliey,  Coleridge,  Manning,  and  Wordsworth. 
The  year  1799  found  Lamb  engaged  during  his  leisure 
hours  in  completing  his  tragedy  of  John  Woodvil,  which  seems 
to  have  been  finished  about  Christmas,  and  transmitted  to  Mr. 
Kembie,  Like  all  young  authors,  who  are  fascinated  by  the 
splendour  of  theatrical  representations,  he  longed  to  see  hia 
conceptions  imbodied  on  the  stage,  and  to  receive  his  imme- 
diate reward  in  the  sympathy  of  a  crowd  of  excited  specta- 
tors     The  hope  was  vain  ;  but  it  cheered  him  in  many  a 
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lonely  hour,  and  inspired  him  to  write  when  exhausted  with 
the  business  of  the  day,  and  when  the  less  powerful  stimulus 
of  ihe  press  would  have  been  insuthcient  to  rouse  him.  In 
the  meantime  he  continued  to  correspond  with  Mr.  Southey, 
U)  send  him  portions  of  his  play,  and  to  reciprocate  criticisms 
with  him.  The  following  three  letters,  addressed  to  Mr. 
Southey  in  the  spring'  of  this  year,  require  no  commentary. 


"  I  am  to  blame  for  not  writing  to  you  before  on  my  own  ac- 
count ;  bnt  I  know  you  can  dispense  with  the  expressions  of 
gratitude,  or  I  should  have  thanlied  you  before  for  all  May's 
kindness.*  He  has  liberally  supplied  the  person  I  spoke  to 
you  of  with  money,  and  had  procured  him  a  situation  just  after 
himself  had  lighted  upon  a  similar  one,  and  engaged  too  far  to 
recede.  But  May's  kindness  was  ihe  same,  and  my  thanks  to 
you  and  him  are  the  same.  May  went  about  on  this  business 
as  if  it  had  been  his  own.  But  you  knew  John  May  before 
this,  so  I  will  be  silent. 

"  I  shall  be  vei'y  glad  to  hear  from  you,  when  convenient. 
I  do  not  know  ho!v  your  Calendar  and  other  affairs  thrive  ; 
but,  above  all,  I  have  not  heard  a  great  while  of  your  Madoc 
— the  opus  magnum.  I  would  willingly  send  you  something 
to  give  a  value  to  this  letter ;  but  I  have  only  one  slight  pas- 
sage to  send  you,  scarce  worth  the  sending,  which  I  want  to 
edge  in  somewhere  into  my  play,  which,  by-the-way,  hath  not 
received  the  addition  of  ten  lines,  besides,  since  I  saw  you. 
A  father,  old  Walter  Woodvil  (the  witch's  PRO-rfiofi),  relates 
this  of  his  son  John-  who  '  fought  in  adverse  armies,'  being  a 
rovaUn^  and  his  father  a  parliamentary  man. 

"I  saw  him  in  Ihe  day  of  Worcester  fight, 
"Whither  he  oama  at  twice  seven  jeara, 
Lord  Falkland 


...  -      o  .  .n  years,  this  sprout,  thi3  TV  oodvi! 

(Witli  dre^esa  boss  gniding-  n  fire-hot  steed, 
which  seamed  to  scorn  the  manage  of  a  boj), 
Prick  forth  with  such  amjr^into  the  field. 
To  minela  rivalship  and  acta  of  war 
Even  with  the  einowy  masters  of  the  art- 
Yon  would  have  thought  the  work  of  blood  had  boen 
A  plaj^game  merely,  and  the  rabid  Mara 
Had  put  his  harmful  hostile  nutnro  off. 
To  instrnot  raw  youth  in  images  of  war, 
AoA  practico  of  Ihe  unedged  players'  folb. 
•  ficoaTjfe,  p.  tt. 
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The  rough  fanatic  Emd  lilood-pracliBed  Boldieiy, 
Seeing'  such  hope  and  virtue  in  tlie  boy, 
Disclosed  their  ranks  to  let  him  pass  unhurt, 
Checking  their  swords'  uncivil  injuries, 
As  loath  to  mar  that  curious  workmanship 
Of  Valour's  beauty  portrayed  in  liis  face.' 

"Lloyd  objects  to  '  portrayed  in  His  face,'  do  you  ?     I  liko 

"  I  shall  clap  this  in  somewhere.  I  think  there  is  a  spirit 
through  the  lines  ;  perhaps  the  seventh,  eighth,  and  nintli  owe 
their  origia  to  Shakspeare,  though  no  image  is  borrowed 
He  says  in  Henry  the  Fourth — 

'This  infant  Hotspur, 
Hunt  in  swathing  clotlies.' 

But,  pray,  did  Lord  Falkland  die  before  "WorcesleT  light  ?     In 
that  case  I  must  make  bold  to  unclify  some  other  nobleman, 
"  Kind  love  and  respects  to  Edith. 


"  1  am  hugely  pleased  with  your  '  Spider,' '  your  old  free- 
mason,' as  you  call  him.  Tlie  three  first  stanzas  are  deli- 
cious ;  they  seem  to  me  a  compound  of  Bums  and  old  Quarles, 
those  kind  of  homestrokes,  where  more  is  felt  than  strikes  the 
ear ;  a  terseness,  a  jocular  pathos,  which  makes  one  feel  in 
laughter.  The  measure,  loo,  is  novel  and  pleasing.  I  could 
almost  wonder  Rob.  Bums,  in  his  lifetime,  never  stumbled 
upon  it.  The  fourth  stanza  is  less  striking,  as  being  less 
original.  The  fifth  falls  off.  It  has  no  felicity  of  phrase,  no 
oldfashioned  phrase  or  feeling. 

'  Young  hopes,  and  love's  delightful  droama,' 
savour  neither  of  Bums  nor  Quarles ;  they  seem  more  like 
shreds  of  many  a  modern  sentimental  sonnet.  The  last 
stanza  hath  nothing  striking  in  it  if  I  except  the  two  conclu- 
ding lines,  which  are  Bums  all  over.  I  wish,  if  you  con- 
cur with  me,  these  things  could  be  looked  to.  I  am  sure  this 
is  a  kind  of  writing  which  comes  tenfold  better  recommended 
fl  the  heart,  comes  there  more  like  a  neighbour  or  familiar 
>han  thousands  of  HamneSs,  and  Zillahs,  and  MadeJons.  I 
^eg  you  will  send  me  the  '  Holly-tree,'  if  it  at  all  resemble 
iliis,  for  it  must  please  me.  I  have  never  seen  it.  I  love 
this  sort  of  poems,  that  open  a  new  intercourse  with  the  most 
despised  of  the  animal  and  insect  race.  I  think  this  vein 
may  be  further  opened.  Peter  Pindar  hath  very  prettily  apos 
iropbized  a  fly ;  Burns  hath  his  mouse  and  his  louse  ;  Cole- 
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ridge,  less  successfully  hath  made  overtures  of  intimacy  to  a 
jsckass,  therein  only  following,  at  unresembling  disianccj 
Sterne  and  greater  Cervantes.  Hesides  these,  I  know  of  nc 
other  examples  of  breaking  down  the  partition  between  us  and 
oiir'poor  eanhboni  companions.'  It  is  sometimes  revolting 
to  be  put  in  a  track  of  feeling  by  other  people,  not  one's  own 
immediate  thoughts,  else  1  would  persuade  you,  if  1  could,  I 
am  in  earnest,  to  commence  a  series  of  these  animal  poems, 
which  might  have  a  tendency  to  rescue  some  poor  creatures 
from  the  antipathy  of  mankind.  Some  thoughts  come  across 
me  i  for  instance — to  a  rat,  to  a  toad,  to  a  cockchafer,  to  a 
mole— people  bake  moles  alive  by  a  slow  oven-fire  to  cure 
consumption — rats  are,  indeed,  the  most  despised  and  con- 
temptible parts  of  God's  earth.  I  killed  a  rat  the  other  day  by 
punching  him  to  pieces,  and  feel  a  weight  of  blood  upon  mo 
to  this  hour.  Toads,  you  know,  are  made  to  fly,  and  tumble 
down,  and  crush  all  to  pieces.  Cockchafers  are  old  sport ; 
then,  again,  to  a  worm,  with  an  apostrophe  to  anglers,  those 
patient  tyrants,  meek  inflictors  of  pangs  intolerable,  coot  dev 
ils;  to  anowl;  to  all  snakes,  with  an  apology  for  their  poi 
son ;  to  a  cat  in  boots  or  bladders.  Your  own  fancy,  if  it 
takes  a  fancy  to  these  hints,  will  suggest  many  more.  A  so 
ries  of  such  poems,  suppose  them  accompanied  with  plates 
descriptive  of  animal  torments,  cooks  roasting  lobsters,  fish 
mongers  crimping  scates,  &c.,  &c.,  would  take  excessively 
I  win  willingly  enter  into  a  partnership  in  the  plan  with  you ; 
I  think  my  heart  and  soul  would  go  with  it  too — at  least,  give 
it  a  thought.  My  plan  is  but  this  minute  come  into  my  head ; 
but  it  strikes  me  instantaneously  as  something  new,  good,  and 
useful,  full  of  pleasure,  and  full  of  moral.  If  old  Quarles  and 
Wither  could  live  again,  we  would  invite  ihem  into  our  firm 
Burns  hath  done  his  part. 


"  Dear  Southey — I  have  received  your  little  volume,  foi 
which  I  thank  you,  though  I  do  not  entirely  approve  of  this 
sort  of  intercourse,  where  the  presents  are  all  on  one  side.  I 
have  read  the  last  Eclogue  again  with  great  pleasure.  It 
hath  gained  considerably  by  abridgment,  );nd  now  I  think  ii 
wants  nothing  but  enlargement.  You  will  call  this  one  of  ty 
rant  Procrustes'  criticisms,  to  cut  and  pull  so  to  his  own  Bland 
ard  ;  but  the  old  lady  is  so  great  a  favourite  with  me,  I  want 
to  hear  more  of  her ;  and  of  '  Joanna'  yon  have  given  us  still 
loss.  But  the  picture  of  the  rustics  leaning  over  the  bridge, 
and  the  old  lady  travelling  abroad  on  summer  evenini'  to  sea 
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her  garden  watered,  are  images  so  new  and  irue,  that  I  deci 
tiedly  prefer  ibis 'Ruined  Cottage' to  any  poem  ia  the  book.  In- 
deed, I  think  it  the  only  one  that  wil!  bear  comparison  with 
your  '  Hymn  to  the  Penates,'  in  a  former  volume. 

"  I  compare  dissimilar  things  as  one  would  a  rose  and  a 
star,  for  the  pleasure  they  give  us,  or  as  a  child  soon  learns 
to  choose  between  a  cake  and  a  rattle  ;  for  dissimilars  have 
mostly  some  points  of  comparison.  The  next  best  poem,  I 
think,  is  the  first  Eclogue  ;  'tis  very  complete,  and  abounding 
in  iittle  pictures  and  realities.  The  remainder  Eclogues, 
excepting  only  the  '  Funeral,'  I  do  not  greatly  admire.  I  miss 
(me,  which  had  at  least  as  good  a  title  to  publication  as  the 
'  Witch,'  or  the  '  Sailor's  Mother.'  You  called  it  the  '  Last  ol 
he  Family.'  The  '  Old  Woman  of  Berkeley'  comes  next ;  in 
some  humours  I  would  give  it  the  preference  above  any.  But 
who  the  devil  is  Matthew  of  Westminster  ?  You.  are  as  fa- 
miliar wiih  these  antiquated  monastics  as  Swedenborg,  or,  as 
his  followers  affect  to  «all  him,  the  Baron,  with  his  invisibles. 
But  you  have  raised  a  very  comic  effect  out  of  the  true  narra- 
tive of  Mattbew  of  Westminster.  Tis  surprising  with  how 
little  addition  yon  have  been  able  to  convert,  with  so  little  al- 
teration, his  incidents,  meant  for  terror,  into  circumstances 
and  food  for  spleen.  The  Parody  is  not  so  successful ;  it  has 
one  famous  line,  indeed,  which  conveys  the  finest  deathbed 
scene  I  ever  met  with. 

'The  doctor  whieper'd  tiiB  niirso,  and  tlie  surgeon  Ituew  wliatlis  said.' 
But  the  offering  the  bride  three  times  bears  not  the  slightest 
analogy  or  proportion  to  the  fiendish  noises  three  times  heard ! 
In  '  Jasper,'  the  circumstance  of  the  great  light  is  very  affect- 
ing. But  I  had  heard  you  mention  it  before.  The  '  Rose',  is  the 
only  insipid  piece  in  the  volume  ;  it  hath  neither  thorns  noi 
sweetness  ;  and,  besides,  sets  all  chronology  and  probability 
\l  defiance. 

"  '  Cousin  Margaret,'  yon  know,  I  Uke.  The  allusions  to 
ihe  Pilgrim's  Progress  are  particularly  happy,  and  harmonize 
tadtly  and  delicately  with  old  cousins  and  aunts,  ^o  faniiiiai 
facts  we  do  associate  familiar  scenes  and  accustomed  ob- 
jects ;  but  whit  hath  Apoliidon  and  his  sea-nymphs  to  do  in 
these  affairs  1  ApoUyon  I  could  have  borne,  though  be  stands 
for  the  devil,  but  who  is  ApoUidon  1  I  think  you  are  too  apt 
to  conclude  faintly  with  some  cold  moral,  as  in  the  end  of  the 
poem  called  '  The  Victory' — 

'  Be  thou  her  oomrorter,  who  art  the  widow's  friend ;' 

a  single  commonplace  line  of  comfort,  which  bears  no  pro- 
portion in  weight  or  number  to  the  many  lines  which  describo 
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aiiffering.  This  is  io  convert  religion  into  mediocre  feelings, 
which  should  burn,  and  glow,  and  tremble.  A  moral  sliould 
30  wrought  iciio  the  body  and  soul,  the  matter  and  tendency 
af  a  poem,  not  tagged  to  the  end,  like  a  'God  send  the  good 
ship  into  harbour'  at  the  conclusion  of  our  bills  of  lading, 
riis  finishing  of  the  'Sailor'  is  also  imperfect.  Any  dissent- 
ing minister  may  say  and  do  as  mucii. 

"  These  remarks,  i  know,  are  crude  and  unwrought,  but  ' 
do  not  lay  claim  to  much  accurate  thinking.  I  never  judge 
lyslem-wise  of  things,  but  fasten  often  upon  particulars.  After 
ill,  there  is  a  great  deal  in  the  book  tha',  1  must,  for  time, 
leave  unmentSoned,  to  deserve  my  thanks  for  its  own  sake,  as 
well  as  for  the  friendly  remembrances  imphed  in  the  gift.  I 
again  return  you  my  thanks. 

"  Pray  present  my  love  to  Edith. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

In  the  summer  Lamb  revisited  the  scenes  in  Hertfordshire, 
where,  in  his  grandmother's  time,  he  had  spent  so  many  hap- 
jjv  holydays.  In  the  following  letter  he  just  hints  at  feelings 
which,  many  years  after,  he  so  beautifully  developed  in  ihoBo 
essays  of  "Elia"—"Blakesmoor  House"  and  "  MackeryEnd.' 

TO    MR.    SOUTHEY. 

"  Dear  Southey — I  have  but  just  got  your  letter,  being  re- 
lumed from  Herts.,  where  I  have  passed  a  few  red-letter  days 
with  much  pleasure.  I  would  describe  the  country  to  you, 
as  you  have  done  by  Devonshire,  but,  alas  !  I  am  a  poor  pen 
at  that-same.  I  could  tell  yoit  of  an  old  house  with  a  tapes- 
try bedroom,  the  judgment  of  Solomon  composing  one  panel, 
and  Action  spying  Diana  naked  the  other.  I  could  tell  of 
an  old  marble  hall  with  Hogarth's  prints,  and  the  Roman 
Cffisars  in  marble  hung  round.  I  couid  tell  of  a  wilderness, 
and  of  a  village  church,  and  where  the  bones  of  my  honoured 
grandam  lie ;  but  there  are  feelings  which  refuse  to  be  trans- 
lated, sulky  aborigines,  which  will  not  be  naturalized  in  anoth- 
er soil,  of  this  nature  are  old  family  faces  and  scenes  of 
infancy. 

"  I  have  given  yo^'r  address  and  the  books  you  want  to 

ihe  A 's ;  they  will  send  them  as  soon  as  they  can  get 

them,  but  they  do  not  seem  quite  familiar  to  their  names.  I 
thall  have  nothing  to  communicate,  I  fear,  to  the  Anthology. 
You  shall  have  some  fragments  of  ray  play,  if  you  desire  them, 
but  I  think  I  had  rather  print  it  whole.  Have  you  seen  it? 
Br  shall  I  lend  you  a  copy  T     I  want  your  opinion  of  it. 

"  I  must  get  to  business  so  farewell ;  my  kind  remem- 
brancES  to  Edith." 
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In  the  autumn  of  this  year  Lamb's  choice  list  of  friends  re- 
ceived a  most  important  addition  in  Mr.  Thomas  Manning.then 
ft  mathematical  tutor  at  Cambridge  ;  of  whbm  he  became  a  fre- 
quent correspondent,  and  to  whom  he  remained  strongly  at 
Uched  through  life.  Lloyd  had  become  a  graduate  of  the 
university,  and  to  his  introduction  Lamb  was  indebted  for 
Manning's  friendship.  The  following  letters  will  show  how 
earnestly,  yet  how  modestly.  Lamb  sought  it. 


"  Dear  Manning — The  particular  kindness,  even  up  to  a 
degree  of  attachment,  which  I  have  experienced  from  you, 
seems  to  claim  some  distinct  acknowledgment  on  my  part. 
I  could  not  content  myself  with  a  bate  remembrance  to  you, 
conveyed  in  some  letter  to  Lloyd. 

"  Will  it  be  agreeable  to  you  if  I  occasionally  recruit  your 
memory  of  me,  which  else  must  soon  fade,  if  you  consider  the 
brief  intercourse  we  have  had  ?  I  am  not  likeJy  to  prove  a 
troublesome  correspondent.  My  scribbling  days  are  past.  I 
shall  have  no  sentiments  to  communicate  but  as  they  spring 
up  from  some  living  and  worthy  occasion. 

"I  look  forward  with  great  pleasure  to  the  performance  of 
your  promise,  that  we  should  meet  in  London  early  in  the  en- 
suing year.  The  century  must  needs  commence  auspicious- 
ly for  me,  that  brings  with  it  Manning's  friendship  as  an  ear- 
nest of  its  after  gifts. 

"  I  should  have  written  before  but  for  a  troublesome  inflam- 
mation in  one  of  my  eyes,  brought  on  by  night  travelling  with 
the  coach  windows  sometimes  up. 

"What  more  I  have  to  say  shall  be  reserved  for  a  letter  to 
Lloyd.     I  must  not  prove  tedious  to  you  in  my  first  outside, 
test  I  should  affright  you  by  my  ill-judged  loquacity. 
I  am, 
"  Yours  most  sincerely. 


"  Dear  Manning — Having  suspended  my  correspondence  a 
decent  interval,  as  knowing  that  even  good  things  may  be 
taken  to  satiety,  a  wish  cannot  but  recur  lo  learn  whether 
you  be  still  well  and  happy.  Do  all  things  continue  in  the 
slate  I  left  them  in  Cambridge  ? 

"  Do  your  night  parties  still  flourish?  and  do  you  continue 
to  bewilder  your  company,  with  your  thousand  faces,  running 
down  through  all  the  keys  of  idiolism  (like  Lloyd  over  his 
perpetual  harpsichord),  from  the  smile  and  the  glimmer  of  half 
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sense  and  qtiarier-sense,  to  the  grin  and  hanging  lip  of  Betty 
Foy's  own  Johnny  ?  And  does  the  face-di  a  solving  curfew 
sound  at  twelve?  How  unlike  the  great  originals  were  your 
petty  terrors  in  the  postscript,  not  fearful  enough  to  make  a 
fairy  shudder,  or  Lilliputian  fine  lady,  eight  months  full  of 
child,  miscarry.  Yet  one  of  them,  which  had  more  beast 
than  the  rest,  I  thought  fainily  resembled  one  of  your  brutifi- 
cationB.  But,  seriously,  I  long  to  see  your  own  honest  Man- 
ning-face again.  I  did  not  mean  a  pun ;  your  man's  face,  you 
will  be  apt  to  say,  I  know  your  wicked  will  to  pun.  I  cannot 
now  write  to  Lloyd  and  you  too,  so  you  must  convey  as  much 
interesting  intelligence  as  this  may  contain,  or  be  thought  to 
contain,  to  him  and  Sophia,  with  my  dearest  love  and  rem em- 

"  By-the-hy,  I  think  you  and  Sophia  both  incorrect  with  re- 
gard to  the  titk  of  iheplai/.*  Allowing  your  objection  {which 
is  not  necessary,  as  pride  maybe,  and  is,  in  real.Iife, often  cured 
by  misfortunes  not  directly  originating  from  its  own  acts,  as 
Jeremy  Taylor  will  tell  you,  a  naughty  desire  is  sometimes 
sent  to  cure  it.  I  know  you  read  these  practical  divines),  but 
allowing  your  objection,  does  not  the  betraying  of  his  father's 
secret  directly  spring  from  pride  ?  from  the  pride  of  wine  and 
a  full  heart,  and  a  proud  overstepping  of  the  ordinary  rules 
of  morality,  and  contempt  of  the  prejudices  of  mankind,  which 
are  not  to  bind  superior  souls — '  as  trust  in  the  matter  of  se- 
crets all  ties  of  blood,  &c.,  &c.,  keeping  oi  promises,  the  feeble 
mind's  religion,  binding  out  morning  knowledge  to  the  perform- 
ance of  what  last  nigMs  ignorance  spake' — does  be  not  prate 
that '  Great  Spirits'  must  do  more  than  die  for  their  friends  t 
does  not  the  pride  of  wine  incite  him  to  display  some -evi- 
dence of  friendship,  which  its  own  irregularity  shall  make 
great  ?  This  I  know,  that  I  meant  his  punishment  not  alone 
to  be  3  cure  for  his  daily  and  habitual  pride,  but  the  direct 
consequence  and  appropriate  punishment  of  a  particular  act 
of  pride. 

"If  you  do  not  understand  it  so,  it  is  my  fault  in  not  ex- 
plaining my  meaning. 

"  I  have  not  seen  Coleridge  since,  and  scarcely  expect  tu 
see  him ;  perhaps  he  has  been  at  Cambridge. 

"Need  I  turn  over,  to  blot  a  fresh,  clean  half-sheet?  merely 
to  say,  what  I  hope  you  are  sure  of  without  my  repeating  it, 
that  I  would  have  you  consider  me,  dear  Manning, 
"  Your  sincere  friend, 

"C.  Lamb." 


•Uliadbeenpi-opoBcJ  to  euUlie  Jolm  Wuodvil 
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Early  in  the  following  year  (1800),  Lamb,  with  his  sister, 
removed  to  Chap  el- street,  Pentonville.  In  the  summer  he 
Tiailed  Coleridge  at  Stowey,  and  spent  a  few  delighilul  holy-' 
days  in  his  society  and  that  of  Wordsworth,  who  then  resided 
in  the  neighbourhood.  This  was  the  first  opportunity  Lamb 
had  enjoyed  of  seeing  much  of  the  poet  who  was  destined  to 
exercise  a  beneficial  and  lasting  influence  on  the  literature 
and  moral  sense  of  the  opening  century.  At  this  time  Lamb 
was  scarcely  prepared  to  sympathize  with  the  naked  simpli- 
city of  the  "  Lyrical  Ballads"  which  Wordsworth  was  pre- 
paring for  the  press.  The  "  rich  conceits"  of  the  writers  of 
Elizabeth's  reign  had  been  blended  with  his  first  love  of  poe- 
try, and  he  could  not  at  once  acknowledge  the  serene  beauty 
of  a  style  in  which  language  was  only  the  stainless  mirror  of 
thought;  and  which  sought  no  aid  either  from  the  grandeur  of 
artificial  life  or  the  pomp  of  words.  In  after  days  he  was 
among  the  most  earnest  of  this  great  poet's  admirers,  and  re- 
joiced as  he  found  the  scoffers  who  sneered  at  his  bold  exper- 
iment gradually  owning  his  power.  How  he  felt  when  the 
little  golden  opportunity  of  conversation  with  Wordsworth  and 
Coleridge  had  passed  will  appear  from  the  following  letter, 
which  seems  to  have  been  addressed  to  Coleridge  shortly  aflei 
his  return  to  London. 

TO    MR.    COLEUIDGE. 

"  I  am  scarcely  yet  so  reconciled  to  the  loss  of  you,  or  so 
subsided  into  my  wonted  uniformity  of  feeling,  as  to  sit  calmly 
down  to  think  of  you  and  write  to  you.  But  I  reason  myself 
into  the  belief  that  those  few  and  pleasant  holydays  shall  not 
have  been  spent  in  vain,  I  feel  improvement  in  the  recollec- 
tion of  many  a  casual  conversation.  The  names  of  Tom  Poole, 
of  Wordsworth  and  his  good  sister,  with  thine  and  Sarah's, 
are  become  '  familiar  in  my  mouth  as  household  words.'  You 
would  make  me  very  happy,  if  you  think  W.  has  no  objec 
Eton,  by  transcribing  for  me  that  inscription  of  his.  I  have 
some  scattered  sentences  ever  floating  on  my  memory,  teazing 
me  that  I  cannot  remember  more  of  it.  You  may  believe  I 
will  make  no  improper  use  of  it.  Believe  me,  I  can  think 
now  of  many  subjects  on  wliich  I  had  planned  gaining  infor- 
mation from  you ;  but  I  forgot  my  '  treasure's  worth'  while  I 
possessed  it.  Your  leg  is  now  become  to  me  a  matter  of  much 
more  importance  ;  and  many  a  little  thing,  which,  when  I  was 
present  with  you,  seemed  scarce  to  indent  my  notice,  now 
presses  painfully  on  my  remembrance.  Is  the  Patriot  come 
yet?  Are  Wordsworth  and  his  sister  gone  yet  ?  I  was  looking 
out  for  John  Tlielwall  ah  the  way  from  Bridge  water,  and  had 
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I  meiliim,!  Uiink  it  would  have  moved  me  to  teara.  Vouvrill 
oblige  me,  too,  by  sending  me  my  greatcoat,  which  I  left  behind 
in  the  oblivious  state  the  mind  is  thrown  into  at  parting  ;  is  it 
not  ridiculous  that  I  sometimes  envy  that  greatcoat  hngeriiig 
BO  cunningly  behind  ;  at  present  I  have  none,  so  send  it  me  by 
a  Stowey  wagon,  if  there  be  such  a  thing,  directing  for  C.  L,, 
No.  45  Chapel-street,  Pentonville,  near  London.  But,  above 
all,  that  inscription  1  it  will  recall  to  me  the  tones  of  all  your 
voices,  and  with  them  many  a  remembered  kindness  to  one 
who  could  and  can  repay  you  all  only  by  the  silence  of  a 
grateful  heart.  I  could  not  talk  much  while  I  was  with  you, 
but  my  silence  was  not  suilenness,  nor,  1  hope,  from  any  bad 
irtotive  ;  but,  in  truth,  disuse  has  made  me  awkward  at  it.  I 
know  I  behaved  myself,  particularly  at  Tom  Poole's  and  at 
Cruikshank's,  most  like  a  sulky  child ;  but  company  and  con- 
verse are  strange  to  me.  It  was  kind  in  you  all  to  endure  me 
as  you  did. 

"  Are  you  and  your  dear  Sarah — to  me  also  very  dear,  be- 
cause very  kind — agreed  yet  about  the  management  of  Utile 
Hartley,  and  how  go  on  the  httle  rogue's  teeth  ?  I  will  see 
White  to-morrow,  and  he  shall  send  you  information  on  that 
matter ;  but,  as  perhaps  I  can  do  it  as  well  after  talking  with 
liira,  I  will  keep  this  letter  open. 

"  My  iove  and  thanks  to  you,  and  all  of  you. 

"C.  L. 

"  Wednesday  evonliig." 

Coleridge  shortly  after  came  to  town,  to  make  arrangements 
for  his  contributions  to  the  daily  press.  The  following  note 
!s  addressed  to  him  when  in  London. 


"  Dear  Coleridge — Now  I  write,  I  cannot  miss  this  opportu- 
nity of  acknowledging  the  obligations  myself,  and  the  readers 
in  general  of  that  luminous  paper,  the  '  Morning  Post,'  are 
under  to  you  for  the  very  novel  and  exquisite  manner  in  which 
you  combined  political  with  grammatical  science  in  your  yes- 
terday's dissertation  on  Mr.  Wyndham's  unhappy  composition. 
It  must  have  been  the  death-blow  to  that  ministry.  I  expect 
Pitt  and  Grenville  to  resign.  More  especially  the  delicate 
and  Cottrellian  grace  with  which  you  officiated,  with  a  ferula 
for  a  white  wand,  as  gentleman  usher  to  the  word  '  also,'  which, 
it  seems,  did  not  know  its  place. 

"  I  expect  Manning  of  Cambridge  in  town  to-night ;  wil] 
you  fulfil  your  promise  of  meeting  him  at  my  house  1  He  is  a 
man  of  a  thousand.     Give  me  a  line  to  say  what  day,  whether 
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Salurdaj-,  Sunday,  Monday,  &c.,  and  if  Sarah  and  the  Philos- 
opher can  come.  I  am  afraid,  if  I  did  not  at  intervals  call 
upon  you,  I  should  nevcT  see  you.  But  I  forget  the  affairs  ot 
the  nation  engross  your  time  and  your  mind. 

"  Farewejl, 

"  C.  L." 

Coleridge  afterward  spent  some  weeks  with  Lamb,  as  ap- 
pears from  the  following  letter  ; — 


•■  Dear  Manaing~-I  am  living  in  a  contimious  feast.  Cole- 
ridge has  heon  with  me  now  for  nigh  three  weeks,  and  the 
more  I  see  of  him  in  the  quotidian  undress  and  relaxation  of 
his  mind,  the  more  cause  1  see  to  love  him,  and  believe  him  a 
very  good  man,  and  all  those  foolish  impressions  to  the  con- 
trary fly  off  like  morning  slumbers.  He  is  engaged  in  trans- 
lations, which,  Ihope,  will  keep  him  this  month  to  come.  He 
is  uncommonly  kind  and  friendly  to  me.  He  ferrets  me  day 
atid  night  to  do  something.  He  tends  me,  amid  all  his  own 
worrying  and  heart-oppressing  occupations,  as  a  gardener 
tends  his  young  tulip.  Marry  come  up !  what  a  pretty  simili- 
tude, and  how  like  your  humble  servant !  He  has  lugged  me 
to  the  brink  of  engaging  to  a  newspaper,  and  has  suggested  to 
me,  for  a  first  plan,  the  forgery  of  a  supposed  manuscript  ol 
Burton,  the  anatomist  of  melancholy.  I  have  even  written  the 
introductory  letter ;  and  if  I  can  pick  up  a  few  guineas  this 
way,  I  feel  they  will  be  most  refreshing,  bread  being  so  dear. 
If  I  go  on  with  it,  I  will  apprize  yon  of  it,  as  you  may  like  to 
see  my  tilings  !  and  the  tulip,  of  all  flowers,  loves  to  be  ad- 
mired most, 

"  Pray  pardon  me,  if  my  letters  do  not  come  very  thick.  1 
am  so  taken  up  with  one  thing  or  other  that  I  cannot  pick  out 
(I  will  not  say  lime,  but)  fitting  limes  to  write  to  you.  My 
dear  love  to  Lloyd  and  Sophia,  and  pray  split  this  thin  letter 
into  three  parts,  and  present  them  with  the  two  biggest  in  my 

"They  are  my  oldest  friends;  but,  ever  the  new  friend 
driveth  out  the  old,  as  the  ballad  sings  !  God  bless  you  all 
three !     I  would  hear  from  LI.  if  I  could. 

"  C.  L. 

'.'  Fiour  has  just  fallen  nine  shillings  a  sack  !  we  shall  be 
all  too  rich. 

"  Tell  Charles  I  have  seen  his  mamma,  and  have  almost 
fallen  in  love  with  her,  since  I  mayn't  with  Olivia.  She  is  so 
fine  and  graceful,  a  complete  matron-lady-Quaker.     She  haa 
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given  me  two  Utile  books.  Olivia  grows  a  ckarming  girl — full 
of  feeling,  and  thinner  than  she  was ;  but  I  have  not  time  to 
fall  in  luve. 

"  Mary  presents  her  general  compliments.  She  keepa  in 
Biie  health !" 

Coleridge,  during  this  visit,  recommended  Lamb  to  Mr. 
Daniel  Stuart,  then  editor  of  the  "  Morning  Post,"  as  a  writei 
of  light  articles,  by  which  he  might  add  something  to  an  in- 
come then  barely  sufRcient  for  the  decent  support  of  himsell 
and  his  sister.  It  would  seem,  from  his  next  letter  to  Man- 
ning, that  he  had  made  an  ofTer  to  try  his  hand  at  some  per- 
sonal squibs,  which,  ultimately,  was  not  accepted.  Manning 
need  not  have  feared  that  there  would  have  been  a  particle  ot 
malice  in  them !  Lamb  afterward  became  a  correspondent  to 
the  paper,  and  has  recorded  his  experience  of  the  "misery  ol 
toiling  after  pleasantries  in  one  of  the  "  Essays  of  Elia,"  en- 
titled, "  Newspapers  thirty-five  years  ago." 


■'  C.  L.'s  moral  sense  presents  her  compliments  to  Boctot 
Manning,  is  very  thankful  for  his  medical  advice,  but  is  happy 
V)  add  that  her  disorder  has  died  of  itself. 

"  Dr.  Manning,  Coleridge  has  left  us  to  go  into  the  north, 
in  a  visit  to  his  god,  Wordsworth.  With  him  have  flown  all 
ray  splondid  prospects  of  engagement  with  the  '  Morning 
Post,' all  my  visionary  guineas,  the  deceitful  wages  of  unborn 
scandal.  In  truth,  I  wonder  you  look  it  up  so  seriously.  All 
my  intention  was  but  to  make  a  little  sport  with  such  public 

and  fair  game  as  Mr.  Pitt,  Mr.  Wilberforce,  Mrs.  F ■,  the 

devil,  rfec. — gentry  dipped  in  Styx  all  over,  whom  no  paper 
javclin-lings  can  touch.  To  have  made  free  with  these  cattle, 
where  was  the  harm  ?  'twould  have  been  but  giving  a  polish 
to  lampblack,  not  nigrifying  a  negro  primarily.  After  all,  I 
cannot  but  regret  my  involuntary  virtue.  Hang  virtue  that's 
thrust  upon  us  ;  it  behaves  itself  with  such  constraint,  til!  con- 
science opens  the  window  and  lets  out  the  goose.  I  had 
struck  off  two  imitations  of  Burton,  quite  abstracted  from  any 
modern  allusions,  which  it  was  my  intent  only  to  engage  in 
from  lime  to  time  to  make  'em  popular. 

"  Stuart  has  got  these,  with  an  introductory  letter  ;  but,  not 
hearing  from  him,  I  have  ceased  from  my  labours,  but  I  write 
to  him  to-day  to  get  a  final  answer.  I  am  afraid  they  won't 
do  for  a  paper.  Burton  is  a  scarce  gentleman,  not  much 
known,  else  I  had  done  'em  pretty  well. 

"  !  have  also  hit  off  a  few  lines'  in  the  name  of  Burton,  being 
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a,  '  Conceit  of  Diabolic  Possession.'  Burton  was  a  man  often 
assailed  by  deepest  melancholy,  and  at  other  times  much  given 
to  laughing  and  jesting,  as  is  the  way  with  melancholy  men 
I  wili  send  them  you :  tliey  were  almost  extempore,  and  no 
great  things  ;  but  you  will  indulge  them.  Robert  Lloyd  is 
come  to  town.  PrisciUa  meditaies  going  to  see  Pizarro  at 
Drury  Lane  to-night  (from  her  uncle's),  under  cover  of  coming 
to  dine  with  me  .  .Aei*.'  temporal  heu!  mores!  I  have  barely 
time  to  finish,  as  I  expect  her  and  Kobin  every  minute. 
"  Yours  as  usual, 

"  C.  L." 

The  following  is  an  extract  from  a  letter  addressed  about 
this  time  to  Manning,  who  had  taken  a  view  of  a  perscRial 
matter  relating  to  a  common  friend  of  both  directly  contrary 
lo  that  of  Lamb. 


■'  Rest  you  merry  in  your  opinion  1  Opinion  is  a  species 
uf  property ;  and  though  I  am  always  desirous  to  share  with 
my  friend  to  a  certain  extent,  I  shall  ever  like  to  keep  some 
tenets  and  some  property  properly  ray  own.  Some  day. 
Manning,  when  we  meet,  substituting  Croydon  and  fair  Ama- 
ryllis for and ,  we  will  discuss  together  this  ques- 
tion of  moral  feeling,  '  In  what  cases,  and  how  far  sincerity  is 
a  virtue  V  I  do  not  mean  Truth,  a  good  Olivia-like  creature, 
God  bless  her,  who,  meaning  no  offence,  is  always  ready  to 
give  an  answer  when  she  is  asked  why  she  did  so  and  so ;  but 
a  certain  forward-talking  half-brother  of  hers,  Sincerity,  that 
amphibious  gentleman,  who  is  so  ready  to  perk  up  his  ob- 
noxious sentiments  unasked  into  your  notice,  as  Midas  would 
do  his  ears  into  your  face  uncalled  for.  But  I  despair  of  doing 
anything  by  a  letter  in  the  way  of  explaining  or  coming  to  ex- 
planations. A  good  wish,  or  a  pun,  or  a  piece  of  secret  his- 
tory, may  be  well  enough  that  way  conveyed  ;  nay,  it  has  been 
known  that  intelligence  of  a  turkey  hath  been  conveyed  by  that 
medium  without  much  ambiguity.  Godwin  I  am  a  good  deal 
pleased  with.  Hoisavery  well-behaved,  pleasantman;  nothing 
very  brilliant  about  his  conversation,  or  imposing,  as  you  may 
suppose ;  quite  another  guess  sort  of  gentleman  from  what 
your  Anti-Jacobin  Christians  imagine  him.  1  was  well  pleased 
lo  find  he  has  neither  horns  nor  claws  ;  quite  a  tarae  creature. 
1  assure  you.  A  middle-sized  man  in  stature  ;  whereas,  from 
his  noisy  fame,  you  would  expect  to  find  a  Briareus  Cenli- 
manus,  or  a  Tityus  tall  enough  to  pull  Jupiter  from  his  heavens, 

"  Pray,  is  it  a  part  of  your  sincerity  to  show  my  letters  to 
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Lloyd  ?  for,  re  lly       n  1  m       ought  to  osplain  their  virtues 
upon  a  first  acq      n    n  e    op  event  mistakes. 

"  God  bless  yo  Ma  n  n  Take  my  triHing  as  triftijig  ; 
and  believe  me    e     u  ly    nil  deeply, 

\         vell-wishcr  and  friend, 

"  C.  L," 

The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Coleridge  shortly 
after  he  had  left  London  on  a  visit  to  Wordsworth,  who,  in  the 
mean  time,  had  settled  on  the  borders  of  Gra 


"  Dear  Coleridge — I  have  taken  to-day,  and  delivered  lo 
L.  &  Co.,  imprimis,  your  books,  viz.,  three  ponderous  German 
dictionaries,  one  volume  (1  can  find  no  more)  of  German  and 
French  ditto,  sundry  other  German  books  unbound,  as  yoii  left 
them,  '  Percy's  Ancient  Poetry,'  and  one  volume  of  '  Ander- 
son's Poets.'  I  specify  them,  that  you  may  not  lose  any.  Sr.- 
eundo,  a  dressing-gown  {value  fivepence)  in  which  you  used  to 
sit  and  look  like  a  conjurer  when  you  were  translating  Wal- 
lenstein.  A  case  of  two  razors,  and  a  shaving-box  and  strap. 
This  it  has  cost  me  a  severe  struggle  to  pan  with.  They  are 
in  a  brown-paper  parcel,  which  also  contains  sundry  papers 
and  poems,  sermons,  some  few  Epie  Poems — one  about  Cain 
and  Abel,  which  came  from  Poole,  &c.,  &c.,  and  also  your 
tragedy,  with  one  or  two  small  German  books,  and  that  drama 
in  which  Got-fader  performs  Tertio  ;  a  small  oblong  box  con- 
taining all  your  letters,  collected  from  all  your  waste  papers, 
and  which  fill  the  said  little  box.  All  other  waste  papers, 
which  I  judged  worth  sending,  are  in  the  paper-parcel  afore- 
said. But  you  will  find  all  your  letters  in  the  box  by  them- 
selves. Thus  have  I  discharged  my  conscience  and  my  lum- 
ber-room of  all  your  property,  save  and  except  a  folio  entitled 
'  Tyrrell's  Bibliotbeca  Politica,'  which  you  used  to  learn 
your  politics  out.  of  when  you  wrote  for  the  '  Post,'  mutatis 
mutandis,  i.  e.,  applying  past  inferences  to  modem  data.  I 
retain  that,  because  I  am  sensible  I  am  very  deficient  in  the 
politics  myself;  and  I  have  torn  up — don't  he  angry,  waste  pa- 
per has  risen  forty  per  cent,,  and  I  can't  afford  to  buy  it — ail 
'  Bonaparte's  Letters,' '  Arthur  Young's  Treatise  on  Com,'  and 
one  or  two  more  light-armed  infantry,  which  I  thought  better 
suited  the  flippancy  of  London  discussion  than  the  dignity  of 
Keswick  thinking.  Mary  says  you  will  be  iu  a  passion  about 
them  when  you  come  to  miss  them ;  but  you  must  study  phi- 
losophy. Read  '  Albertus  Magnus  de  Ohartis  Araissia'  five 
times  over  after  phlebotomizing — 'tis  Burton's  recipe — and 
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then  be  angry  with  an  absent  friend  if  you  can.  Sara  is  ob- 
scure. Am  I  to  understand  by  her  letter  that  she  sends  a  hiss 
ro  Eliza  B^ -^  Pray  tell  your  wife  that  a  note  of  interroga- 
tion on  the  superscription  of  a  letter  is  highly  ungrammaiical 
— she  proposes  writing  my  name  Lamb?  Lambe  is  quite 
enough.  I  have  had  the  Anthology,  and  like  only  one  thing  in 
it,  Lewti ;  but  of  that  the  last  stanza  is  detestable,  the  rest  moat 
exquisite !  the  epithet  enviable  would  dash  the  finest  poem. 
b'or  God's  sake  (1  never  was  more  serious),  don't  make  me 
ridiculous  any  more  by  terming  me  gen  tie -hearted  in  print,  or 
do  it  in  better  verses.  It  did  well  enough  five  years  ago 
when  I  came  to  see. yon,  and  was  moral  coxcomb  enough  at 
the  time  you  wrote  the  lines  to  feed  upon  such  epithets  ;  but, 
besides  that,  the  meaning  of  gentle  is  equivocal  at  best,  and 
almost  always  means  poor-spirited  ;  the  very  quality  of  gen- 
tleness is  abhorrent  to  such  vile  trumpetings.  My  sentiment 
is  long  since  vanished.  I  hope  myuiWuMhave  done  sacking. 
I  can  scarce  think  but  you  meant  it  in  joke.  1  hope  you  did, 
for  I  should  be  ashamed  to  think  you  could  think  to  gratify  me 
by  such  praise,  fit  only  to  be  a  cordial  to  some  green-sick  son- 

"  I  have  hit  off  th   f  II  w    g        m  fold  English  po 

elry,  which,  I  imagi        I    m  a  d  b  1  h    measure  is  un- 

measurable ;  but  it  m  mbl       h      b       iful  ballad  the 

Old  and  Young  Con  d  f  f  taking  the  ex- 

tremes of  two  situa  f    J       p      11  1  enibles  the  old 

poetry  certainly.     If  I       Id  b  h         h    circumstances 

to  twelve  more  vers  f  I  1   d        m    h  genius  as  the 

writer  of  that  old  so       Ilk      w    Id  b  client.     It  was 

lo  follow  an  imitatio      f  B  p  wl     h  you  have  not 

seen.     But  fate  '  and  N    f 

"  I  can  send  you         h     d    d  p  d        quires  of  paper 

imfimdiately,  if  ihey  II  w  h  rr  by  coach.  Il 
*ould  be  foolish  to  p  k  m  p  m  I  }  bris  et  ca:teris — 
they  would  all  spoil.  I  only  wail  your  commands  to  coach 
them.  I  would  pay  five-and-forty  thousand  carriages  to  read 
*V.'s  tragedy,  of  which  1  have  heard  so  much  and  seen  so  lit 

•  This  refers  to  a  poem  of  Coleridge's,  composed  in  1797,  and  published  in 
thB  Anthology  of  the  year  IBOO,  under  the  tille  of"  This  Lime-lree  Bower  my 
Piijon,"addressed.to"CharlesLamb.  of  UiBlndiaHouse,  London,"  in  which 
I.jnibls  thus  apostrophized,  as  taking  more  pleasure  in  the  country  than  Cole- 
ndge's  other  visiters— a  compliment  which  even  then  he  scarcely  merited  :— 

"  But  Ihou,  melhinks  most  glad, 
My  gentle-hearted  Charles !    For  thou  haat  i>ined 
And  linger'd  after  nature  many  a  year, 

•  Theqi 
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lie — onlj-  what  I  saw  at  Stowey.  Pray  give  rae  an  order  in 
writing  on  Longman  for  '  Lyrical  Ballads.'  1  have  the  first 
volume,  and,  truth  to  tell,  six  shillings  is  a  broad  shot.  I  cram 
all  I  can  in  to  save  a  multiplying  of  letiers^^those  pretty 
comets  with  swinging  tails. 

"  I'll  just  crowd  in  God  bless  you  ! 

WednOBday  night,  6tii  Aug.  1600." 

"  John  Woodvil"  was  now  printed,  although  not  published 
till  a  year  afterward ;  probably  withheld  in  the  hope  of  its 
representation  on  the  stage.  A  copy  was  sent  to  Coleridge 
forWordaworth,with  the  following  letter,  or  cluster  of  letters, 
written  at  several  times.  The  ladies  referred  to  in  the  exquis- 
ite description  of  Coleridge's  blue-stocking  friends  are  beyond 
the  reach  of  feeling  its  apphcation  ;  nor  will  it  be  detected  by 
the  most  apprehensive  of  their  surviving  friends. 


"  I  send  you,  in  this  parcel,  my  play,  which  I  beg  you  to 
present,  inmy  name,  with  my  respect  and  love,  to  Wordsworth 
and  his  sister.     You  blame  us  for  giving  your  direction  to  Miss 

W ;  the  woman  has  been  ten  limes  after  ns  about  It,  and 

we  gave  it  to  her  at  last,  under  the  idea  that  no  further  harm 
would  ensue  ;  but  she  would  once  write  to  you,  and  you  would 
bite  your  lips,  and  forget  to  answer  it,  and  so  it  would  end. 
You  read  us  a  dismal  homily  upon  '  Realities.'  We  know, 
quite  as  well  as  you  do,  what  are  shadows  and  what  are  reali- 
ties. You,  for  instanca.  when  you  are  over  your  fourth  or  fifth 
jorum,  chirping  about  old  school  occurrences,  are  the  best  ol 
realities.     Shadows  are  cold,  thin  things,  that  have  no  warmth 

or  grasp  in  them.     Miss  W ,  and  her  friend,  and  a  tribe 

of  authoresses  that  come  after  you  here  daily,  and,  in  defect 
of  you,  hive  and  cluster  upon  us,  are  ihe  shadows.  You  en- 
couraged that  mopsey,  Miss  W ,  to  dance  after  you,  in 

the  hope  of  having  her  nonsense  put  into  a  nonsensical  An- 
thology. We  have  pretty  well  shaken  her  off  by  that  simple 
expedient  of  referring  her  to  you  ;  but  there  are  more  burs  in 
the  wind.  I  came  home  t'other  day  from  business,  hungry 
as  a  hunter,  to  dinner,  with  nothing  I  am  sure,  of  the  author 
but  hunger  about  me,  and  whom  found  I  closeted  with  Mary 

but  a  friend  of  this  Miss  W ,  one  Miss  B e,  or  B y, 

I  don't  know  how  she  spells  her  name.  1  just  came  in  time 
enough,  I  believe,  luckily,  to  prevent  them  from  exchanging 
vows  of  eternal  friendship.  It  seems  she  is  one  of  your  au- 
thoresses, that  youfirstfoster,  and  then  upbraid  us  with.-  But 
I  forgive  you.     '  The  rogue  has  given  rae  potions  to  make  mo 
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love  him.'  Well ;  go  she  would  not,  nor  step  a  step  over  our 
threshold,  till  we  had  promised  lo  come  and  drink  lea  with  her 
next  night.  1  had  not  seen  her  before,  and  could  not  !eU  who 
it  was  that  was  so  familiar.  We  went,  however,  not  to  be  im- 
polite.   Herlodgingsareup  two  flights  of  stairs  in street 

Tea  and  coffee,  and  macaroons — a  kind  of  cake  which  I  much 
love.  We  sat  down.  Presenily  Miaa  B- — -  broke  the  si- 
lence by  declaring  herself  quite  of  a  different  opinion  from 
D'lsraeli,  who  supposes  the  differences  of  human  intellect  to 
be  the  mere  effect  of  organization.  She  begged  lo  know  my 
opinion.  I  attempted  to  carry  it  off  wifh  a  pun  upon  organ, 
but  that  went  off  very  flat.  She  immediately  conceived  a  very 
jow  opinion  of  my  metaphysics  ;  and,  turning  round  to  Mary 
put  some  question  to  her  in  French — possibly  having  heard 
that  neither  Mary  nor  I  understood  French.  The  explanation 
that  took  place  occasioned  some  embarrassment  and  much 
wondering.  She  then  fell  into  an  insulting  conversation  about 
the  comparative  genius  and  merits  of  all  modern  languages, 
and  concluded  with  asserting  that  the  Saxon  was  esteemed 
the  purest  dialect  in  Germany.  From  thence  she  passed 
into  the  subject  of  poetry  ;  where  I,  who  had  hitherto  sat  mute, 
and  a  hearer  only,  humbly  hoped  I  might  now  put  in  a  word 
lo  some  advantage,  seeing  that  it  was  my  own  trade  in  a  man- 
ner. But  I  was  stopped  by  a  round  assertion  tliat  no  good 
poetry  had  appeared  since  Dr.  Johnson's  time.  It  seems  the 
doctor  had  suppressed  many  hopeful  geniuses  that  way,  by 
the  severity  of  his  critical  strictures  in  Ivm.' Lives  of  the 
Poets.'  I  here  ventured  to  question  the  fact,  and  was  begin 
ning  to  appeal  to  names,  but  I  was  assured  '  it  was  certainly 
the  case.'  Then  we  discussed  Miss  More's  book  on  educa- 
tion, which  I  had  never  read.    It  seems  Dr.  Gregory,  another  of 

iMiss  B 's  friends,  has  found  fault  with  one  of  Miss  More's 

metaphors.     Miss  More  has  been  at  some  pains  to  vindicate 

herself;  in  the  opinion  of  Miss  B ,  not  without  success 

It  seems  the  doctor  is  invariably  against  the  use  of  broken  or 
mixed  metaphor,  which  he  reprobates,  against  the  authority  of 
Shakspeare  himself.  We  next  discussed  the  question  whethet 
Pope  was  a  poet.  I  find  Dr.  Gregory  is  of  opinion  he  was 
not,  though  Miss  Seward  does  not  at  all  concur  with  him  in 
this.     We  then  sat  upon  the  comparative  merits  of  the  ten 

translations  of  '  Pizarro,'  and  Miss  B advised  Mary  to 

take  two  of  them  home  ;  she  thought  it  might  afford  her  some 
pleasure  to  compare  them  verbatim :  which  we  declined.  It 
being  now  nine  o'clock,  Y'ine  and  macaroons  were  again 
served  round,  and  we  parted,  with  a  promise  to  go  again  next 
week,  and  meet  the  Misses  Por.ler,  who,  it  seems,  have  heatd 
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mocli  of  Mr.  Coleridge,  and  wish  to  meet  us,  because  we  are 
his  fnenda.  I  have  been  preparing  for  the  occasion.  I  crowd 
cotton  in  my  ears.  I  read  all  the  reviews  and  magazines  of 
tJie  past  month  against  the  dreadful  meeting,  and  I  hope  by 
these  means  to  cut  a  tolerable  second-rale  figure. 

"  Pray  let  us  have  no'  more  complaints  about  shadows. 
We  are  in  a  fair  way,  through  you,  to  surfeit  sick  upon  ihem. 

"  Oi.r  loves  and  respects  to  your  host  and  hostess. 

'  Take  no  thought  about  your  proof-sheets ;  they  shall  be 
done  as  if  Woodfall  himself  did  them.  Pray  send  us  word  ol 
Mrs.  Coleridge  and  little  David  Hartley,  your  little  reality. 

"  Farewell,  dear  Substance.  Take  no  umbrage  at  anything 
(  have  written. 

"  C.  Lamb. 

'■  Umbra. 
"Land  of  Shadows, 

Shadow-monlh  the  161h  ot  nth,  1800." 

"  Cpleridge,  I  find  loose  among  your  papers  a  copy  of 
Christabel.  It  wants  about  thirty  lines ;  you  will  very  rau;h 
oblige  me  by  sending  the  beginning  as  far  as  that  line— 

'And  the  apting  comes  slowly  up  this  way  ;' 

and  the  intermediate  lines  between — 


Bf  cloak, 

The  trouble  lo  you  will  be  sTmll,  and  the  benefit  to  us  very 
great !  A  pretty  antithesis !  A  figure  in  speech  I  much  ap 
plaud. 

"  Godwin  has  called  upon  us.  He  spent  one  evening  hero. 
Was  very  friendly.  Kept  us  up  til!  midnight.  Drank  punch, 
and  talked  about  yow.  He  seems,  above  all  men,  mortified  at 
your  going  away.  Suppose  you  were  lo  write  to  that  good 
natured  heathen ; 

■  Or  is  be  a  ihaJow  V 

"  If  I  do  not  v)nte,  impute  it  to  the  long  postage,  of  which 
you  have  so  much  cause  to  complain.  I  have  scribbled  over 
a  (pieer  letter,  as  I  find  by  perusal,  hut  it  meaiis  no  mischief 

•'  I  am,  and  will  be,  yours  ever,  in  sober  sadness, 

"C.  L. 

''  Write  your  German  as  plain  as  sunshine,  for  that  must 
correct  itself  You  know  I  am  homo  unius  lingua  ;  in  Eng- 
lish, illiterate,  a  dunce,  a  ninjiy." 
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"  How  do  you  like  this  little  epigram  ?  It  is  not  my  wri- 
ting, nor  had  I  any  Unger  in  it.  If  yow  concur  with  me  in 
ibinking  it  very  elegant  and  very  original,  I  shall  be  tempted 
lo  name  the  author  to  you.  I  will  just  hint  that  it  is  almot ' 
or  quite  a  first  attempt. 

[Here  Miss  Lamb's  little  poem  of  Helen  waa  introduced.] 

"  By-lhe-by,  I  have  a  sort  of  recollection  that  somebody,  ] 
think  you,  promised  me  a  sight  of  Wordsworth's  tragedy.  1 
should  be  very  glad  of  it  just  now  ;  for  I  have  got  Manning 
with  me,  and  should  like  to  read  it  with  him.  But  this,  I  con- 
fess, is  a  refinement.  Under  any  circumstances,  alone,  in 
Coid-Battk  prison,  or  in  the  desert  island,  just  when  Prosperc 
and  his  crew  had  set  ofT,  with  Caliban  in  a  cage,  to  Milan,  it 
would  be  a  treat  lo  me  to  read  that  play.  Manning  has  read 
it,  so  has  Lloyd,  and  all  Lloyd's  family ;  but  I  could  not  get 
him  to  betray  his  trust  by  giving  me  a  sight  of  it.  Lloyd  is 
sadly  deficient  in  some  of  those  virtuous  vices, 

"  George  Dyer  is  the  only  literary  character  I  am  happily 
acquainted  with.  The  oftener  I  see  him  the  more  deeply  I  ad- 
mire him.  He  is  goodness  itself.  If  1  could  but  calculate 
the  precise  date  of  his  death,  I  would  write  a  novel  on  purpose 
lo  make  George  the  hero.     I  could  hit  him  off  lo  a  hair." 

The  tragedy  which  Iiamb  was  thus  anxious  to  read  has 
been  perseveringly  withheld  from  the  world.     A  fini 
quoted  in  one  of  Wordsworth's  prose  essays,  makes  u 
his  earnest  curiosity. 

A  word,  a  blow — the  motion  of  a  musde  this  way  or  that; 
Siifferiug  is  long,  drckr,  and  infinita." 

Wordsworth's  genius  is  pelhaps  more  filly  employed  in  thus 
tracing  out  the  springs  of  heroic  passion,  and  developing  the 
profound  elements  of  human  character,  than  in  following  them 
out  through  their  exhibition  in  violent  contest  or  majestic  re- 
pose.    Surely  he  may  note  aflbrd  to  gratify  the  world  ! 

The  nest  is  a  short  but  characteristic  letter  to  Manning. 


"  My  dear  fellow  (N.  B.  mighty  familiar  of  late  !),  for  me 
to  come  to  Cambridge  now  is  one  of  Heaven's  impossibilities. 
Metaphysicians  tell  us,  even  it  can  work  nothing  which  im- 
plies a  contradiction.     I  can  explain  this  by  tellingyou  that  I 
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am  engaged  to  do  double  duty  (this  hot  weather !)  for  a  man 
who  has  taken  adrantage  of  this  very  weather  to  go  and  cool 
himself  in  '  green  retreats'  all  the  month  of  August. 

"  But  for  you  to  come  to  London  instead  !  muse  upon  it,  re- 
volve it,  cast  it  about  in  your  mind.  I  have  a  bed  at  your 
command.  You  shall  drink  rum,  brandy,  gin,  aquavits,  usque- 
baugh, or  whiskey  a'nights  ;  and  for  the  after  dinner-trick  I 
have  eight  bottles  of  genuine  port,  which,  mathematically  di- 
vided, gives  one  and  one  seventh  for  every  day  yon  stay,  pro- 
vided you  stay  a  week.     Hear  John  Milton  sing, 

'  Let  Euclid  rest  and  Arohimsdea  paiif  e.' 

Twirdy-fint  Soaiu.. 


'  What  neat  repast  aliall  feast  iis,  light*  and  lilioioa, 
Of  Attic  taate,  with  wino.f  wiienee  wo  may  rise, 
To  henr  tlie  luce  woU  touoh'd,  or  artful  voice 
Warble  immortal  notaa  and  Tuscan  i^r  !' 

"  Indeed,  the  poets  are  full  of  this  pleasing  mortality 

Veni  cite,  Itomine  Manniugr 

"  Think  upon  it.     Excuse  the  paper,  it  is  all  I  have. 

Lamb  now  meditated  a  removal  to  the  home-place  of  his 
best  and  most  solemn  thoughts — the  Temple  ;  and  thus  an- 
nounced it  in  a  letter  to  Manning. 


"  You  masters  of  logic  ought  to  know  (logic  is  nothing  more 
than  a  knowledge  of  looTds,  as  the  Greek  etymon  implies) 
that  all  words  are  no  more  to  be  taken  in  a  literal  sense  at  all 
times  than  a  promise  given  to  a  tailor.  When  I  expressed  an 
apprehension  that  you  were  mortally  ofFended,  1  meant  no 
more  than  by  the  application  of  a  certain  formula  of  effica- 
cious sounds,  which  had  done  in  similar  cases  before,  to  rouse 
a  sense  of  decency  in  you,  and  a  remembrance  of  what  was 
due  to  me  !  You  masters  of  logic  should  advert  to  this  phe- 
nomenoTi  in  human  speech  before  you  arraign  the  usage  of 
us  dramatic  geniuses.  Imagination  is  a  good  blood-mare,  and 
goes  well ;  but  the  misfortune  is,  she  has  too  many  paths  be- 
fore her.  'Tis  true,  I  might  have  imaged  to  myself  that  yoo 
had  trundled  your  frail  carcass  to  Norfolk.  I  might  also  and 
did  imagine  that  you  had  not,  but  that  you  were  lazy,  or 
inventing  new  properties  in  a  triangle,  and  for  that  purpose 
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.'noulditig  and  squeezing  Landlord  Crisp's  three-cornered  be:i 
per  into  Tantasiic  experimental  forms ;  or,  that  Archimedes 
was  meditating  to  repulse  the  French,  ia  case  of  a  Cambridge 
invasion,  by  a  geometric  hurling  of  folios  on  their  red  caps ;  or 
peradveniure,  that  you  were  in  extremities,  in  great  waats,  and 
just  set  out  for  Trinity-boys  when  my  letters  came.  In  short, 
my  genius !  (which  is  a  short  word  nowadays  for  what-a- 
great-man-am-I !)  was  absolutely  stifled  and  overlaid  with  its 
own  riches.  Truth  is  one  and  poor,  like  the  cniise  of  Elijah's 
widow.  Imagination  is  the  bold  face  that  multiplies  its  oil ; 
and  thou,  the  old  cracked  pipkin,  that  could  not  believe  it 
could  be  put  to  such  purposes.  Dull  pipkin,  to  have  Elijah 
for  iliy  cook.  Imbecile  recipient  of  so  fat  a  miracle.  I  send 
you  George  Dyer's  Poems,  the  richest  production  of  the  lyri- 
cal muae  this  century  can  boast ;  for  Wordsworth's  L.  B.  were 
published,  or  at  least  written,  before  Christmas. 

"Please  to  advert  to  pages  291  to  276  for  the  most  aston 
ishing  account  of  where  Shakspeare's  muse  has  been  all  this 
while.  I  thought  she  had  been  dead,  and  buried  in  Stratford 
Church,  with  the  young  man  that  kept  her  company — 


"  N.B.— I  don't  charge  anything  for  the  additional  manu 
script  notes,  which  are  the  joint  productions  of  myself  and  a 
learned  translator  of  Scbiiler, Stoddart,  Esq, 

"  N,B.  the  2d. — I  should  not  have  blotted  your  book,  but 
I  had  sent  my  own  out  to  be  bound,  as  I  was  in  duty  bound. 
A  liberal  criticism  upon  the  several  pieces,  lyrical,  heroical, 
amatory  and  satirical,  would  bo  acceptable.  So  some  think 
there's  not  a  Words — worth  of  good  poetry  in  the  great  L.  B. ! 
I  daren't  put  the  dreaded  syllables  at  their  just  length,  for  my 
back  tingles  from  the  northern  castigation. 

"  I  am  going  to  change  my  lodgings,  having  received  a  hint 
that  it  would  be  agreeable,  at  our  Lady's  next  feast.  I  have 
partly  fixed  upon  most  delectable  rooms,  which  look,  out  (when 
you  stand  a  tiptoe)  over  the  Thames  and  Surrey  Hills,  at 
the  upper  end  of  King's  Bench  walks,  in  the  Temple.  There 
^  shall  have  all  the  privacy  of  a  house  without  the  encum- 
brance, and  shall  be  able  to  lock  my  friends  out  as  often  as  I 
desire  to  hold  free  converse  with  my  immortal  mind,  for  my 
present  lodgings  resemble  a  minister's  levee,  I  have  so  in- 
creased my  acquaintance  (as  they  call  'em)  since  1  resided  in 
(own.  Like  the  town  mouse,  that  had  tasted  a  little  of  urbane 
rs,  1  long  to  be  nibbling  my  own  cheese  by  my  deai 
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self,  without  mousetraps  and  timetraps.  By  my  new  plan  1 
shall  be  as  airy,  up  four  pair  of  stairs,  as  in  the  country  ;  and 
in  a  garden,  in  ihe  midst  of  enchanting,  more  than  Moham- 
medan paradise,  London,  whose  dirtiest  drab -frequented  alley, 
and  her  lowest  bowing  tradesman,  I  would  not  exchange  for 
Skiddaw,  Helvellyn,  James,  Walter,  and  the  parson  into  the 
bargain.  Oh!  her  lamps  of  a  night!  her  rich  goldsmiths, 
printshops,  toyshops,  mercers,  hardwaremen,  pastrycooks  ! 
St.  Paul's  churchyard,  the  Strand  !  Exeter  Change  !  Charing 
Cross,  with  the  man  upon  a  black  horse  !  These  are  thy  gods, 
oh  London  !  An't  you  mightily  moped  on  the  banks  of  the 
Cam  ?  Had  you  not  belter  come  and  set  up  here  ?  You  can't 
think  what  a  difference.  All  the  streets  and  pavements  are 
pure  gold,  I  warrant  you.  At  least,  I  know  an  alchymy  that 
turns  her  mud  into  that  metal — a  mind  that  loves  to  be  at 
home  in  crowds. 

"  'Tis  half  past  twelve  o'clock,  and  all  sober  people  ougtit 
to  be  abed. 

■    "C.  Lamb  (as  you  may  guess)." 

The  following  letters  appear  to  have  been  wriUen  during 
Coleridge's  visit  to  Wordsworth. 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGE. 

"  By  some  fjtality,  unusual  with  me,  I  have  mislaid  the 
list  of  books  which  you  want.  Can  you,  from  memory,  easily 
supply  me  with  another? 

"  1  confess  to  Stsiius,  and  I  detained  him  wilfully,  out  of  a 
reverend  regard  to  your  style.  Statius,  they  tell  me,  is  turgid. 
As  to  that  other  Latin  book,  since  you  know  neither  its  name 
nor  subject,  your  wants  (I  crave  leave  to  apprehend)  cannot 
be  very  urgent.  Meanwhile,  dream  that  it  is  one  of  the  lost 
Decades  of  Livy. 

"  Your  particularity  to  me  has  led  you  to  form  an  erroneous 
opinion  as  to  the  measure  of  delight  you  suppose  me  to  take 
in  obliging.  Pray  be  careful  that  it  spread  no  farther.  'Tis 
one  of  those  heresies  that  is  very  pregnant.  Pray  rest  more 
satisfied  with  the  portion  of  learning  which  you  have  got,  and 
disturb  my  peaceful  ignorance  as  little  as  possible  with  such 
sort  of  commissions. 

"  Did  you  never  observe  an  appearance  well  known  by  the 
name  of  the  man  in  the  moon  ?  Some  scandalous  old  maids 
have  set  on  foot  a  report  that  it  is  Endymion. 

"  Your  theory  about  the  first  awkward  step  a  man  makes 
being  the  consequence  of  learning  to  dan 
sal.     We  have  known  many  youths  bred  up  in  Ciirisi's 
never  learned  to  dance,  yet  the  world  imputes  to  then 
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very  graceful  motions.  I  remember  there  was  little  Hudson, 
the  immortal  precentor  of  St.  Paul's,  to  leach  us  our  quavers  ; 
but,  to  the  best  of  my  recollection,  there  was  no  master  0l 


"  Dear  Wordsworth — I  have  not  forgot  your  c 
But  the  truth  is — and  why  should  I  not  confess  itt — I  am  not 
jilelhorically  abounding  in  cash  at  this  present.  Merit,  Heav 
en  knows,  is  very  little  rewarded ;  but  it  does  not  become  me 
to  speak  of  myself.  My  motto  is, '  contented  with  little,  y-e 
wishing  for  more.'  Now  the  books  you  wish  for  would  re 
quire  some  pounds,  which,  I  am  ^orry  to  say,  I  have  not  bj 
me ;  so  I  will  say  at  once',  if  you  will  give  me  a  draught  upon 
vour  town  banker  for  any  sum  you  propose  to  lay  out,  I  will 
dispose  of  it  to  the  very  best  of  my  skiil  in  choice  old  books, 
such  as  my  own  soul  loveth.  In  fact,  I  have  been  waitino 
for  the  liquidation  of  a  debt  to  enable  myself  to  set  about  your 
commission  handsomely  ;  forit  is  a  scurvy  thing  to  cry, '  Give 
me  the  money  first,'  and  I  am  the  first  of  the  family  u  the 
Lambs  that  have  done  it  for  many  centuries ;  but  the  debt  re- 
mains as  it  was,  and  my  old  friend  that  I  accommodated  has 
guiierously  forgot  it !  The  boolts  which  you  want  I  calcu- 
late at  about  £8.  Ben  Jonson  is  a  guinea  book.  Beau- 
mom  and  Fletcher,  in  folio,  the  right  folio  not  now  to  be  met 
with;  the  octavo es  are  aboutXS-  As  Co  anyotherdraraatisis, 
I  do  not  know  where  to  find  them,  except  what  are  in  Dods- 
ley's  old  plays,  which  are  about  £3  also.  Masainger  I  never 
saw  but  at  one  shop,  but  it  is  now  gone ;  but  one  of  the  edl. 
tions  of  Dodsley  contains  about  a  fourth  (the  best)  of  his  plays. 
Congrove,  and  the  rest  of  King  Charles's  moralists,  are  cheap 
and  accessible.  The  works  on  Ireland  I  will  inquire  after, 
but  I  fear  Spenser's  is  not  to  be  had  apart  from  his  poems ; 
I  never  saw  it.  But  yoti  may  depend  upon  my  sparing  no 
pains  to  furnish  you  as  complete  a  library  of  old  poets  and 
dramatists  as  wiil  be  prudent  to  buy ;  for  I  suppose  you  do 
mdude  the  £20  edition  of  Hamlet,  single  play,  which  Kem- 
ble  has.  Marlow's  plays  and  poems  are  totally. vinished; 
only  one  edition  of  Dodsley  retains  one,  and  the  other  two  of 
his  plays  ;  but  John  Ford  is  the  man  after  Shakspeare.  Let 
me  know  your  will  and  pleasuro  soon,  for  I  have  observed, 
next  to  the  pleasure  of  buying  a  bargain  for  one's  self  is  the 
pleasure  of  persuading  a  friend  to  buy  it.  It  tickles  one  with  the 
image  of  an  imprudency,  without  the  penalty  usually  amieited 
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CHAPTER  VL 


Lellers  to  Manning,  after  Laiiib'e  removal  to  the  Temple. 

In  the  year  1800,  Lamb  carried  into  effect  his  purpose  of 
removing  to  Miire-court  Buildings,  Temple.  Duiing  ibis  Lime 
ne  wrote  only  a  few  small  poems,  which  he  iransmiiied  to  Man- 
ning. In  his  letters  to  Manning  a  vein  of  wild  humour  breaks 
out,  of  which  there  are  but  slight  indications  in  the  correspond- 
ence wit!i  his  more  sentimental  friends ;  as  if  the  very  oppo- 
sition of  Manning's  more  scientific  power  to  his  own  force  of 
sympathy  provoked  the  sallies  whicli  the  genial  kindness  of 
the  mathematician  fostered.  The  prodigal  and  reckless  hu- 
mour of  some  of  these  letters  forms  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
deep  feeling  of  the  earlier  letters  to  Coleridge.  His  'Es- 
says of  Elia'  show  the  harmonious  union  of  both.  The  fol- 
lowing letter  contains  Lamb's  description  of  his  new  abode. 


"  I  was  not  aware  that  you  owed  me  anything  besides  that 
guinea ;  bat  I  dare  say  you  are  right.  I  live  at  No.  1 6  Mitre- 
court  Buildings,  a  pistol-shot  off  Baron  Maseres'.  You  must 
introitucB  me  to  the  baron.  I  think  we  should  suit  one  an- 
other main(y.  He  lives  on  the  ground  floor,  for  convenience 
of  the  gout ;  I  prefer  the  attic  story,  for  the  air !  He  keeps 
three  footmen  and  two  maids  ;  I  have  neither  maid  nor  laun- 
dress, not  caring  to  be  troubled  with  them  !  His  forte,  I  un- 
derstandj  is  the  higher  mathematics ;  my  turn,  1  confess,  is 
more  to  poetry  and  the  belles  lettres.  The  very  antithesis  of 
our  characters  would  make  up  a  harmony.  You  must  bring 
the  baron  and  me  together.  N.B.  when  you  come  to  see  me, 
mount  up  to  the  top  of  the  stairs — -I  hope  you  are  not  asth- 
matical— and  come  in  flannel,  for  it's  pure  airy  up  thore.  And 
bring  your  glass,  and  I  will  show  you  the  Surrey  Hills.  My 
bed  faces  ihe  river,  so  as  by  perking  up  upon  my  haunches 
and  supporting  niy  carcass  with  my  elbows,  without  much 
wrying  my  neck,  I  can  see  the  white  sails  glide  by  ihe  bottom 
of  the  King's  Bench  walks  as  I  lie  in  my  bed.  An  excellent 
tiptoe  prospect  in  the  best  room ;  casement*  windows,  with 
email  panes,  to  look  more  like  a  cottage.    Mind,  I  have  got  no 
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bad  for  you,  that's  flat ;  sold  it  to  pay  expenses  of  moving. 
The  very  bed  on  which  Manning  lay ;  the  friendly,  the  mathe- 
matical Manning !  How  forcibly  does  it  remind  me  of  the 
interesting  Otway  !  '  The  very  bed  which  on  thy  marriage 
night  gave  thee  into  the  arms  of  Belvidera,  by  the  coarse  hand 
of  ruffians'  (upholsters'  men),  &c.  My  tears  will  not  mve 
me  leave  to  go  on.  But  a  bed  I  will  get  you.  Manning,  on 
condition  you  will  be  my  day  guest. 

"  I  have  been  ill  more  than  a  month  with  a  bad  cold,  which 
cornea  upon  me  (like  a  murderer's  conscience)  about  midnight, 
ind  vexes  me  for  many  hours.  I  have  successively  been 
drugged  with  Spanish  licorice,  opium,  ipecacuanha,  paregoric, 
and  tincture  of  foxglove  (tinctura  purpurte  digitalis  of  (he  an- 
cients).    I  am  afraid  I  must  leave  off  drinking." 

Lamb  then  gives  an  account  of  his  visit  to  an  exhibition  of 
snakes — of  a  frightful  vividness  and  interesting — as  all  details 
of  these  fascinating  reptiles  are,  which  we  at  once  loathe  and 
long  to  look  upon,  as  the  old  enemies  and  tempters  of  our 


"  Dear  Manning — Had  you  written  one  week  before  you 
did,  1  certainly  should  have  obeyed  your  injunction  ;  you 
should  have  seen  me  before  my  letter.  I  will  explain  to  you 
my  situation.  There  are  six  of  us  in  one  department.  Two 
of  us  (within  these  four  days)  are  confined  with  severe  fevers  ; 
and  two  more,  who  belong  to  the  Tower  Militia,  expect  to 
have  marching  orders  on  Friday.  Now  six  are  absolutely  ne- 
cessary. I  have  already  asked  and  obtained  two  young  hands 
to  supply  the  loss  of  the  feveritss ;  and,  with  the  other  pros- 
pect before  me,  you  may  believe  I  cannot  decently  ask  leave 
of  absence  for  myself.  All  I  can  promise  (and  I  do  promise, 
with  the  sincerity  of  Saint  Peter,  and  the  contrition  of  sinner 
Peter  if  I  fail)  that  I  will  come  Ihe  very  first  spare  week,  and 
go  nowhere  till  I  have  been  at  Cambridge.  No  matter  if  vou 
are  in  a  state  of  pupilage  when  I  come  ;  for  I  can  employ  my- 
self in  Cambridge  very  pleasantly  in  the  mornings.  Are  there 
not  libraries,  halls,  colleges,  books,  pictures,  statues  ?  I  wish 
you  had  made  London  in  jour  way.  There  is  an  exhibition 
quite  uncommon  in  Europe,  which  could  not  have  escaped 
yo  r  gen  is — a  live  rattlesnake,  ten  feet  in  length,  and  the 
th  ckness  of  a  big  leg.  I  went  to  see  it  last  night  by  candle- 
l  ght  We  were  ushered  into  a  toom  very  little  bigger  than 
o  rs  at  Pemonville.  A  man  and  woman  and  four  boys  hve  in 
h     room  joint  tenants  with  nine  snakes,  moat  of  them  such 
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as  no  remedy  lias  been  discovered  for  their  bite.  We  wailteil 
inlo  the  middle,  which  is  formed  by  a  half-moon  of  wired 
boxes,  all  mansions  of  snakes — whip-snakes,  thunder-snakes, 
pie -nose- snakes,  American  vipers,  and  this  monster.  He  lies 
curled  up  in  folds  ;  and,  immediately  a  stranger  enters  (for  he 
is  used  to  the  family,  and  sees  them  play  at  cards),  he  sets  up 
a  little  like  a  watchman's  in  London,  or  near  as  loud,  and 
reared  up  a  head,  from  the  midst  of  these  folds,  like  a  toad, 
and  shook  his  head,  and  showed  every  sign  a  snake  can  show 
of  irritation.  I  had  the  foolish  curiosity  to  strike  the  wires 
with  my  finger,  and  the  devil  flew  at  me  with  his  toad-mouth 
wideopen;  the  inside  of  his  moiithisquite  white.  Ihadgotmy 
finger  away,  nor  could  he  well  have  bit  me  with  his  big  mouth, 
which  would  have  been  certain  death  in  five  minutes.  But  it 
frightened  me  so  much- that  I  did  not  recover  my  voice  for  a 
minute's  space.  I  forgot,  in  my  fear,  that  he  was  set-ured. 
You  would  have  forgot  too,  for  'tis  incredible  how  such  a  mon- 
ster can  be  confined  in  small  gauzy-looking  wires.  I  dreamed 
of  snakes  in  the  night.  I  wish  to  Heaven  you  could  see  it. 
He  absolutely  swelled  with  passion  to  the  bigness  of  a  large 
thigh.  I  could  not  retreat  without  infringing  on  another  box, 
and  just  behind,  a  little  devil,  not  an  inch  from  my  back,  had 
got  his  nose  out,  with  some  difiiculty  and  pain,  quite  through 
the  bars  !  He  was  soon  taught  belter  manners.  All  the 
snakes  were  curious,  and  objects  of  terror  ;  but  this  monster, 
like  Aaron's  serpent,  swallowed  up  the  impression  of  the 
rest.  He  opened  his  cursed  mouth  when  he  made  at  me  as 
wide  as  his  head  was  broad.  I  hallooed  Outquiio  loud,  and 
felt  pains  all  over  my  body  with  the  fright. 

"  I  have  had  the  felicity  of  hearing  George  Dyer  read  out 
one  book  of  The  Farmer's  Boy.'  I  thought  it  rather  childish. 
No  doubt  there  is  originality  in  it  (which  in  your  self-taught 
geniuses,  is  a  most  rare  quality,  ihey  generally  getting  hold  of 
some  bad  models,  in  a  scarcity  of  books,  and  forming  their 
taste  on  them),  but  no  selection.     All  is  described. 

"  Mind,  I  have  only  heard  read  one  book. 

"  Yours  sincerely, 

"  Philo-Snake, 

"  C.  L." 

The  following  are  fragments  from  a  letter  chiefly  on  pei- 
sonal  mailers,  the  interest  of  which  is  gone  by  :— 

"  And  now,  when  shall  I  catch  a  glimpse  of  your  lionesi 
again  ?    Your  fine  dogmatical,  ^kepti- 
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eal  face  by  punch-light?  Oh!  one  glimpseof  the  human  face, 
and  shake  of  the  human  hand,  is  better  than  whole  reams  of 
this  cold,  thia  correspondence ;  yea,  of  more  worth  than  all 
ibe  letters  that  have  sweated  the  fingers  of  sensibility  from 
Madame  Sevigne  to  Sterne  and  Shenstone. 

"  Coleridge  is  settled  with  his  wife  and  the  young  philoso- 
pher at  Keswick,  with  the  Wordswortha.  They  have  con- 
trived to  spawn  a  new  volume  of  lyrical  ballads,' which  is  to 
see  the  light  in  about  a  month,  and  causes  no  Utile  excitement 
in  the  literary  morld.  George  Dyer,  too,  that  good-natured 
poet,  is  more  than  nine  months  gone  with  his  twin  volumes  ol 
ode,  pastoral,  sonnet,  elegy,  Spenserian,  Horatian,  Akensidish, 
and  Masonic  verse  ;  Clio  prosper  the  birth !  it  will  be  twelve 
shillings  out  of  somebody's  pocket.  Well,  God  put  it  into  the 
hearts  of  the  English  gentry  to  come  in  shoals  and  subscribe 
to  his  poems,  for  he  never  put  a  kinder  heart  into  flesh  of  man 
than  George  Dyer's ! 

"Now  farewell,  for  dinner  is  at  hand. 

"C.  L." 

Lamb  had  engaged  to  spend  a  few  days,  when  he  could 
obtainleave,  with  Manning  at  Cambridge,  and,  just  as  he  hoped 
to  accomplish  his  wish,  received  an  invitation  from  Lloyd  to 
give  his  holyday  to  the  poets  assembled  at  the  Lakes.  In  the 
joyous  excitement  of  spirits  which  the  anticipated  visit  to  Man- 
ning produced,  he  thus  plays  ofFLloyd's  proposal  on  his  friend, 
abuses  mountains,  and  luxuriates  in  his  love  of  London : — 


"  Dear  Manning — I  have  received  a  very  kind  invitation 
from  Lloyd  and  Sophia  to  go  and  spend  a  month  with  them 
at  the  lakes.  Now  it  fortunately  happens  (which  is  so  seldom 
the  case  !)  that  I  have  spare  cash  by  me,  enough  to  answer 
the  expenses  of  so  long  a  journey  ;  and  I  am  determined  to 
get  away  from  the  office  by  some  means.  The  purpose  of 
this  letter  is  to  request  of  you  (my  dear  friend),  that  you  will 
not  take  it  unkind  if  I  decline  my  proposed  visit  to  Cambridge 
for  the  present.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  take  Cambridge 
in  my  way,' going  or  coming.  I  need  not  describe  to  you  the 
expectations  which  such  a  one  as  myself,  pent  up  all  my  life 
in  a  dirty  city,  have  formed  of  a  tour  to  the  lakes.  Consider, 
Grassmere  !  Ambleside  !  Wordsworth !  Coleridge !  Hills, 
woods,  lakes,  and  mountains,  to  the  eternal  devil.  I  will  eat 
snipes  with  thee,  Thomas  Manning.  Only  confess,  confess  a 
hite. 

'  P.  S.  I  think  you  named  the  16th  ;  but  was  it  not  mod- 
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est  of  Lloyd  to  send  such  an  invitation  !  It  shows  his  knowl- 
edge of  money  and  time.     I  would  be  loath  to  think  he  mearil 

'  Ironie  patiro  Bidcloiig  Bfclented  on  my  poor  pursia.' 

BUENS. 

For  my  part,  with  reference  to  my  friends  northward,  I  am 
not  romance-bit  about  Nature.  The  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky 
(when  all  is  said)  is  but  a  house  to  -dwell  in.  If  the  in- 
mates be  courteous,  and  good  liquors  flow  like  the  conduits  at 
an  old  coronation,  if  they  can  talk  sensibly  and  feel  properly, 
I  have  no  need  to  stand  staring-  upon  the  gilded  looking-glass 
(that  strained  my  friend's  purse-strings  in  the  purchase),  nor 
his  five-shilling  print  over  the  mantelpiece  of  old  Nabbs  the 
carrier  (which  only  betrays  bis  false  taste).  Just  as  important 
to  me  (in  a  sense)  is  all  the  furniture  of  my  world ;  eye-pam- 
pering, hut  satisfies  no  heart.  Streets,  streets,  streets,  markets, 
theatres,  churches,  Covent  Gardens,  shops  sparkling  with 
pretty  faces  of  industrious  milliners,  neat  seamstresses,  ladies 
cheapening,  gentlemen  behind  counters  lying,  authors  in  the 
streets  with  spectacles  (you  may  know  them  by  their  gait), 
lii  iups  lighted  at  night, pastrycook  and  silversmith  shops,  beauti- 
ful Quakers  of  Pentonville,  noise  of  coaches,  drowsy  cry  of 
mechanic  watchmen  at  night,  with  bucks  reeling  home  drunk  ; 
if  you  happen  to  wake  at  midnight,  cries  of  fire  ;  and  stop 
thief;  innsof  court,  with  their  learned  air,  and  halls,  and  butter- 
ies, just  like  Cambridge  colleges  ;  old  bookstalls,  '  Jeremy 
Taylors,' '  Burtons  on  Melancholy,'  and  '  Religio  Medicis'  on 
every  stall.  These  are  thy  pleasures,  oh  London  !  with-the- 
many-sins.  Oh  city,  abounding  in ,  for  these  may  Kes- 
wick and  her  giant  brood  go  hang! 

"  C.  L." 

On  this  occasion  Lamb  was  disappointed  ;  but  he  was  eon- 
soled  by  the  acquisition  of  a  new  friend  in  Mr.  Rickman,  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  exults  in  a  strain  which  he  never 
had  reason  to  regret.  This  piece  of  rare  felicity  enabled  him 
even  to  bear  the  loss  of  his  manuscripts  and  the  delay  of  his 
hopes  ;  which,  according  to  the  old  theatrical  usage,  he  was 
destined  to  endure. 


"  Enquid  meditatur  Archintedes  J  What  is  Euclid  doing  1 
What  hath  happened  to  learned  Trismegist  ?  Doth  he  take  it 
in  ill  part  that  his  humble  friend  did  not  comply  with  his 
courteous  invitation!  Let  it  suffice,  I  could  not  come ;  are 
impossibilities  nothing?  be  they  abstractions  of  the  intellect? 
or  not  (rather)  most  sharp  and  mortifying  realities?  nuts  in 
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mo  Wni'a  moTiih  too  hard  for  her  to  crack!  brick  and  atone 
walls  in  her  way,  which  she  can  by  no  means  eat  through^ 
BOre lets, impedimenla viarum,iio thoroughfares t  racemi nimium 
ahe  pendentes  ?  Is  the  phrase  classic  ?  I  allude  to  the  grapes 
in  ^sop,  which  cost  ihe  fox  a  strain,  and  gained  the  world 
an  aphorism.  Observe  the  superscription  of  this  letter.  In 
adapting  the  size  of  the  letters  which  constitute  your  name  and 
Mr.  Crisp's  name  respectively,  I  had  an  eye  to  your  different 
nations  in  life.  'Tis  truly  curious,  and  must  be  soothing  lo 
an  aristocrat.  I  wonder  it  has  never  been  hit  or  before  my 
time.     I  have  made  an  acquisition  lately  of  a  pleasant  hand, 

one  Rickman,  to  whom  I  was  introduced  by ,  not  the  most 

flattering  auspices  under  which  one  man  can  be  introduced  to 
another ;  George  brings  all  sorts  of  people  together,  setting 
up  a  sort  of  agrarian  law  or  common  property  in  matter  of 
society ;  but,  for  once,  he  has  done  me  a  great  pleasure,  while 
he  was  only  pursuing  a  principle,  as  ignesfatui  may  light  you 
home.  This  Rickman  hves  in  our  buildings,  immediately 
opposite  our  house ;  the  finest  fellow  to  drop  in  a'  nights, 
about  nine  or  ten  o'clock — cold  bread  and  cheese  time — -just 
ift  the  wishing  time  of  the  night,  when  you  tmsh  for  somebody 
to  come  in,  without  a  distinct  idea  of  a  probable  anybody. 
Just  in  the  nick,  neither  too  early  to  be  tedious  nor  too  late 
to  sit  a  reasonable  time.  He  is  a  most  pleasant  hand ;  a 
fine,  rattling  fellow ;  has  gone  through  life  laughing  at  solemn 
apes ;  himself  hugely  literate,  oppressively  full  of  information 
in  all  stuff  of  conversation,  from  matter  of  fact  to  Xenophon 
and  Plato;  can  talk  Greek  with  Porson,  politics  wiih  Thel- 
wall,  conjecture  with  George  Dyer,  nonsense  with  me,  and 
anything  with  anybody  ;  a  great  farmer,  somewhat  concerned 
in  an  agricultural  magazine  ;  reads  no  poetry  but  Shakspeare, 
very  intimate  with  Southey;  loves  George  Dyer,  thoroughly 
penetrates  into  the  ridiculous,  wherever  found ,  understands 
the  jiTst  time  (a  great  desideratum  m  common  minds),  you 
need  never  twice  speak  to  him ;  does  not  « ant  explanations, 
translations,  limitations,  as  Professor  Godwm  does  when  you 
make  an  assertion;  up  to  anything,  donn  to  everjthmg; 
whatever  sapU  kominem.  A  perfect  man.  Ail  this  farrago, 
which  must  perplex  you  to  read,  and  has  put  me  to  a  little 
trouble  to  select !  only  proves  how  impossible  it  is  to  describe 
s  pleasant  hand.  You  must  see  Hickman  to  know  him,  for  he 
is  a  species  in  one.  A  new  class.  An  exotic,  any  slip  of 
which  I  am  proud  to  put  in  my  garden-pot.  The  clearest- 
headed  fellow.  Fullest  of  matter,  with  least  verbosity.  If 
ihere  be  any  alloy  in  my  fortune  to  have  met  with  such  a 
man,  it  is  that  he  commonly  divides  his  lime  between  town 
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and  country,  having  some  foolish  family  lies  at  Chnstchurch, 
by  which  means  he  can  only  gladden  our  London  hemisphere 
with  returns  of  light.     He  is  now  going  for  six  weeks. 

•'  At  last  I  have  written  to  Kemble,  to  know  the  event  of  my 
play,  which  was  presented  last  Christmas.  As  I  suspected, 
came  an  answer  back  that  the  copy  was  lost,  and  could  not  be 
found  ;  no  hint  that  anybody  had  to  thi^  day  ever  looked  into 
i'. ;  with  a  courteous  (reasonable  !)  request  of  another  copy  (if 
I  had  one  by  me),  and  a  promise  of  a  definite  answer  in  a 
week.  I  could  not  resist  so  facile  and  moderate  a  demand,  so 
scribbled  out  another,  omitting  sundry  things,  such  aa  the 
witch  sioiy,  about  half  of  the  forest  scene  (which  is  leisurely 
for  story),  and  transposing  that  soliloquy  about  England  getting 
drunk,  which,  like  its  reciter,  stupidly  stood  alone,  nothing  pre- 
venient  or  ajntevenient,  and  cleared  away  a  good  deal  besides, 
and  sent  this  copy,  written  alt  out  (with  alterations,  &c,,  re- 
quiring judgment)  in  one  day  and  a  half!  I  sent  it  last  night, 
and  am  in  weekly  expectation  of  the  tolling  bell  and  death- 
warrant. 

"  This  is  al!  my  London  news.     Send  me  some  from  the 

banks  of  Cam,  as  the  poets  delight  to  speak,  especially ■■-, 

who  has  no  other  name,  nor  idea,  nor  definition  of  Cambridge  ! 
namely,  its  being  a  market  town,  sending  members  to  par- 
liament, never  entered  into  bis  definition ;  it  was  and  is,  sim- 
ply, the  banks  of  the  Cam,  or  the  fair  Cam  ;  as  Oxford  is  the 
banks  of  the  Isis,  or  the  fair  Isia.  Yours  in  all  humility,  most 
illustrious  Trismegist, 

'■■  C.  LiVMB. 
{"  Re:iJ  on,  there's  mora  at  the  botloiii.) 
"  You  ask  me  about  the  '  Farmer's  Boy' — don't  you  think 
the  fellow  who  wrote  it  (who  is  a  shoemaker)  has  a  poor 
mind  1  Don't  you  find  he  is  always  silly  about  poor  Giles  and 
those  abject  kind  of  phrases,  which  mark  a  man  that  looks  up 
to  wealth  1  None  of  Burns's  poet  dignity.  What  do  you 
think  T     I  have  just  opened  him,  but  he  makes  me  sick.'' 

Hero  is  a  short  but  characteristic  instJince  of  the  humour 


"  Dear  Archimedes — Things  have  gone  on  badly  with  thy 
ungeometrical  friend ;  but  they  are  on  the  turn.  My  old  housi;- 
keeper  has  showed  signs  of  convalescence,  and  will  shortly  re- 
sume the  power  of  the  keys,  so  I  shan't  be  cheated  of  my  tea 
and  liquors.     Wind  in  the  west,  which  promo'.es  tranquillity 
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tiave  leisure  now  lo  anticipate  seeing  thee  again.  Have  been 
taking  leave  of  tobacco  in  a  rhyming  address.  Had  thought 
that  vein  had  long  since  closed  up.  Find  I  can  rhyme  and 
season  too.  Think  of  studying  mathematics,  to  restrain  the 
lire  of  my  genius,  which  G.  D.  recommends.  Hare  frequent 
bleedings  at  the  nose,  which  shows  plethoric.  Maybe  shall 
try  the  sea  myself,  that  great  scene  of  wonders.  Got  incredi- 
bly sober  and  regular :  shave  ofiener,  and  hum  a  tune,  to  sig- 
nify cheerfulness  and  gallantry. 

"  Suddenly  disposed  to  sleep,  having  taken  a  quart  of  peas 
with  bacon,  and  stout.  Will  not  refuse  Nature,  who  has  done 
such  things  for  me  ! 

"  Nurse  !  don't  call  me  unless  Mr.  Manning  comes.  What ! 
the  gentleman  in  spectacles  1     Yes. 

"  Dormit. 

"  C.  L. 


Constant  to  the  fame  of  Jem  White,  Lamb  did  not  fai!  to 
enlist  Manning  among  the  admirers  of  the  "  FaistafTs  Letters." 
The  nest  letter  referring  to  them  is,  however,  more  interest- 
ing for  the  light  which  it  casts  on  Lamb's  indifference  to  the 
politics  of  the  time  and  fond  devotion  to  the  past. 

TO    MR.    MANNIMG. 

"  1  hope  by  this  time  you  are  prepared  to  say  the  '  FaistalPs 
Letters'  are  a  bundle  of  the  sharpest,  queerest,  profoundest  hu- 
mours, of  any  these  juice-drained  latter  limes  have  spawned. 
t  should  have  advertised  you  that  the  meaning  is  frequently 
hard  to  be  got  at;  and  so  are  the  future  guineas  that  now  lie 
ripening  and  aurifying  in  the  womb  of  some  undiscovered  Po- 
tosi ;  but  dig,  dig,  dig,  dig.  Manning !  I  set  to,  with  an  un- 
conquerable propulsion  to  write,  with  a  lamentable  want  o( 
what  lo  write.  My  private  goings  on  are  orderly  as  the  move- 
ments of  the  spheres,  and  stale  as  their  music  to  angels'  ears. 
Public  affairs— except  as  they  touch  upon  me,  and  so  turn  into 
private — I  cannot  whip  up  my  mind  to  feel  any  interest  in.  I 
grieve,  indeed,  that  War,  and  Nature,  and  Mr.  Pitt,  that  hangs 
up  in  Lloyd's  best  parlour,  should  have  conspired  lo  call  up 
three  necessaries,  simple  commoners  as  our  fathers  knew  them, 
into  the  upper  house  of  luxuries  ;  bread,  and  beer,  and  coals, 
Manning.  But  as  lo  France  and  Frenchflien,  and  the  Abbo 
Sieyes  and  his  cons  illations,  I  cannot  make  these  present  times 
present  to  me.  I  read  histories  of  the  past,  and  I  live  in  them  ; 
ylihough,  to  abstract  senses,  they  are  far  less  momentous  than 

Vo;..  I.— 5 
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the  noises  which  keep  Europe  awake.  I  am  reading  '  Bur 
net's  own  Times.'  Did  you  ever  read  that  garrulous,  pleasant 
history  ?  He  tells  his  story  like  an  old  man  past  political  ser- 
vice, bragging  to  his  sons  on  winter  evenings  of  the  part  hs 
took  in  public  transactions  when  '  his  old  cap  was  new.  Full 
of  scandal,  which  all  true  hisioiy  is.  No  palliatives,  but  all 
the  stark  wickedness  that  actually  gives  the  momentum  to  na- 
tional actors.  Quite  the  prattle  of  age  and  outlived  import- 
ance. Truth  and  sincerity  staring  out  upon  you  perpetually  in 
alto  relievo.  Himself  a  party-man,  he  makes  you  a  party-man. 
None  of  the  cursed  philosophical  Humeianindifference,so  cold, 
and  natural,  and  inhuman !  None  of  the  cursed  Gibbonian 
fine  writing,  so  fine  and  composite.  None  of  Dr,  Robertson's 
periods  with  three  members.  None  of  Mr.  Roscoe's  sage  re- 
marks, all  so  apposite,  and  coming  in  so  clever,  lest  the  reader 
should  have  had  the  trouble  of  drawing  an  inference.  Burnet's 
good  old  prattle  I  can  bring  present  to  my  mind  ;  I  can  make 
the  revolution  present  to  me— the  French  revolution,  by  a  con- 
verse perversity  in  my  nature,  I  fling  as  (at from  me.  To  leave 
this  tiresome  subject,  and  to  reheve  you  from  two  or  three  dis- 
mal yawns,  which  I  hear  in  spirit,  I  here  conclude  my  more 
than  commonly  obtuse  letter ;  dull,  up  to  the  dulness  of  a  Dutch 
commentator  on  Shakspeare. 

"  My  love  to  Lloyd  and  to  Sophia. 

"  C.  L." 

While  Lamb's  dramatic  destinies  were  in  suspense,  he  was 
called  on  "  to  assist"  at  the  production  of  a  tragedy,  by  a  friend, 
whose  more  mature  reputation  gave  him  readier  access  to  the 
manager,  but  who  had  no  better  claim  to  success  than  himself. 
Mr,  Godwin,  whose  powerful  romance  of  Caleb  Williams  had 
supplied  the  materials  for  "  The  Iron  Chest"  of  Colman,  nat- 
urally aspired,  on  his  own  account,  to  the  glory  of  the  scene, 
and  completed  a  tragedy  under  the  title  of"  Antonio,  or  the 
Soldier's  Return,"  which  was  accepted  at  Drury  Lane  Thea- 
tre, and  announced  for  representation  on  Saturday,  the  13th 
December,  in  this  year.  Lamb  supplied  the  epilogue,  which 
he  copied  in  the  following  letter  addressed  lo  Manning  on 
the  eventful  day  : — 

TO    MR.    MANNING. 

"  I  have  received  your  letter  this  Tnoment,  not  having  been- 
at  the  ofiice,  I  ha;e  just  time  to  scribble  down  the  epilogue. 
To  your  last  epistle  I  will  just  reply,  that  I  will  certainly  come 
to  Cambridge  before  January  is  out ;  I'll  come  when  I  can. 
You  shall  have  an  emended  copy  of  my  play  early  nest  week 
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Mary  ihanks  you  ;  but  her  handwriting  is  too  femmiiie  to  be 
exposed  to  a  Cambridge  gentleman,  though  I  endeavour  Ic 
persuade  her  that  you  understand  algebra,  and  must  understuirl 
her  hand.  The  piay  is  tlie  man's  you  wot  of;  but,  for  Heav- 
en's sake,  do  not  mention  it ;  it  is  to  come  out  in  a  feigned 
name,  as  one  Tobin's.  I  will  omit  the  introductory  lines 
which  connect  it  with  the  play,  and  give  you  the  concluding 
tale,  which  is  the  mass  and  bulk  of  the  epilogue.  The  name 
IB  Jack  Incident.  It  is  about  i)romise-breakiijg  ;  you  will  ser 
It  all  if  you  read  the  papers. 


Jack,  of  dramatic  genius  justly  vain, 

Purchased  a  r. 

are  alDrury  Lane  : 

other  matter, 

Known  at  his  i 

club-room 

i  for  an  honest  halter ; 

Humane  and  t 

,  led  a  civil  life. 

seldom  ki 

lown  to  heat  his  wife; 

ButJsckiBDC 

quite  another  man, 

Ftequents  the 

m,  knows  the  plot  and  pla 

r  piece, 

And  has  been  I 

seen  to  talk  with  Sheridan ! 

Inatlhaplayh 

.ousajust 

at  sis  he  pops, 

1e  never  absent  on  the  aui/ior's  taght, 

Kqovis  actresses  and  adore  too— by  sight; 

So  bumble,  that  with  Suett  he'll  confer, 

Or  take  a  pipe  vrith  plain  Jack  Bannister ; 

Kay,  with  an  antbor  has  been  known  so  free, 

Ha  once  suggested  a  catastrophe ; 

In  sbort,  Jolui  dabbled  till  his  head  was  tum'd . 

His  wife  temonatraled,  his  neighbours  mourn'd. 

His  customers  were  dropping  off  apace. 

And  Jack's  a&lre  beean  to  wear  a  piteous  face. 

One  night  his  wifeliegan  a  cunam-Ieclure ; 
'  My  dearest  Johnny,  husband,  spouse,  protector, 
Take  pity  on  yourhelpless  babes  and  me, 
Bavp  us  from  ruin,  you  from  bankruptcy  ; 
Look  to  your  business,  leave  these  cursed  plays, 
And  try  again  jour  old  industrious  virays.' 

Jack,  who  was  always  scared  at  the  Gazette, 
And  hwl  some  bits  of  scull  uninjured  yet. 
Promised  amendment,  vow'd  bis  wife  spake  reason. 
'  He  would  not  see  another  play  that  season/ 

Three  stubborn  fortnights  Jack  his  promiiiebept, 
Was  late  and  early  in  his  shop,  eat,  slept. 
And  waLk'd  andtalk'd,  like  ordinary  men; 
No  aiit,  but  John  the  letter  once  asaiu ; 
Visits  his  clob:  whenlo!  •me/atii  night 
His  wife  with  liorcor  view'c  the  well-known  sijjht — 
John's  inf.  wig,  sniif Ami— well  she  knew  his  inCKa  - 
And  Jack  decamping  at  the  hour  of  sis. 
Just  at  the  counter's  edge  a  playbill  lay, 
Announcing  that '  Pizarro'  was  the  play  ; 
'Oh  Johnnj,  Johnny,  this  is  your  ofd  doing.' 
Quotii  Jack,  ■  Why,  what  the  devii  storin's  a-brewing 
About  a  harmless  play  why  all  this  fright? 
I'll  go  and  seen,  if  it's  but  for  spilB; 
Zounds,  woman !  Nelson's*  to  lie  there  to-night.' 


'■A  good cl.ip-tr 


^d  by  Google 


"  N.  B. — This  was  inlended  for  Jack  Bannister  to  speak  ; 
but  the  sage  managers  have  chosen  Miss  Heard,  except  Miss 
Tidswell,  ihe  worst  actress  ever  seen  or  heard.  Now  I  re- 
member I  haye  promised  the  loan  of  my  play.  I  will  lend 
it   instantly,  and  you  shall  get  it  ('pon  honour !)  by  this  day 

"  I  must  go  and  dress  for  the  boxes  !  First  night !  Find- 
ing I  have  time,  I  transcribe  the  rest.  Observe,  you  have  read 
the  last  first ;  it  begins  thiis  : — The  names  I  took  from  a  lit- 
tle outline  G.  gave  me.     I  have  not  read  the  play  ! 

Ladies,  ye'vo  seea  how  Guznisii's  consort  died, 

Poor  viotim  of  n  Spaiiinrd  brother's  pride, 

Wlien  Spanish  liononr  throoeh  the  world  wsa  blown, 

And  Spsnish  beauty  for  ttie  best  waa  linown.* 

In  that  romantic,  nnenliglitened  time, 

A.hreaeh o{ promUe't  was  a  sort  of  irime; 

Wliiah  of  ;ou  handaomo  English  ladies  nere, 

But  deems  the  penanea  bloody  and  sovero  ! 

A  whimsiail  oid  San^rossat  fashion, 

Tliat  a  dead  ftCher'a  djiog  inclinaljon 

Sbonid  livi  to  thwart  a  living  dan^hter's  pas3iDD,S 

TJnjUBlJy  OD  the  flai«Je|nieii  osolaim, 

RMtat  yo-ar^  vices,  and  commit  the  same; 

Man  is  a  promise-breaker  from  the  womb, 

And  goes  a  promise-breaker  to  the  tomb ; 

What  need  wa  instance  here  the  lover's  vow, 

The  flick  man's  pnrpose,  or  the  great  man's  bow  ?•• 

Tlio  truth  by  few  aiampiea  best  is  shown, 

Instead  of  many  whioh  are  better  known; 

Take  poor  Jack  Inddent's  thf.fs  dead  and  gone 

Jack,  <&c.,  &c.,  &c. 

"  Now  you  have  it  all^how  do  you  hke  it?  1  am  going 
lo  see  it  recited  ! ! !" 

Alas  for  human  hopes !  The  play  was  decisively  damned, 
and  the  epilogue  shared  its  fate.  The  tragedy  turned  out  a 
miracle  of  dulness  for  the  world  to  wonder  at,  although  Lamb 
always  insisted  it  had  one  fine  line,  which  he  was  fond  of  re- 
peating— sole  relic  of  the  else  forgotten  play.  Kemble  and 
Mrs.  Siddons,  the  brother  and  sister  of  the  drama,  toiled  through 
four  acts  and  a  half  without  applause  or  disapprobation  ;  one 
speech  was  not  more  vapid  than  another ;  and  so  dead  was  the 
ievel  of  the  dialogue,  that,  although  its  destiny  was  seen  from 
afar,  it  presented  no  opportunity  for  hissing.  But  as  the  play 
drew  towards  a  close,  when,  after  a  scene  of  frigid  chiding 
not  vivified  by  any  fire  of  Kemble's  own,  Antonio  drew  his 
sword  and  plunged  it  into  the  heroine's  bosom,  the  "  sad  ci- 
vility" of  the  audience  vanished,  they  started  as  at  a  real  mur- 
der, and  hooted  the  actors  from  the  stage.     "  Philosophy," 

•  "  7our  eaiy  lines."  t  "  For  -which  tha  leroini  died." 

I  "'<n  Spain!.'"  %  "  Two  n«(( lines."  !  "-Or  you." 

II  "  Or  our,  as  they  have  altered  it."  *"■  "  Antithesis  1 1" 
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which  could  not "  make  a  Juliet,"  sustained  the  author  throwgii 
the  trial.  He  sat  on  one  of  the  front  benches  of  the  pit,  un- 
moved amid  the  storm.  When  the  first  act  passed  off  without 
a  hand,  he  expressed  his  satisfaction  at  the  good  sense  of  ihe 
house  ;  "  the  proper  season  of  applause  had  not  arrived ;"  all 
was  exactly  as  it  should  be.  The  second  act  proceeded  to 
its  close  in  the  same  uninternipied  cairn ;  his  friends  foecanio 
uneasy,  but  still  his  optimism  prevailed ;  he  could  aiTord  to 
wait.  And  though  he  did  at  last  admit  the  great  movement 
was  somewhat  tardy,  and  that  the  audience  seemed  rather  pa- 
tient than  interested,  he  did  not  lose  his  confidence  till  the 
tumult  arose,  and  then  he  submitted  with  quiet  dignity  to  the 
fate  of  genius,  too  lofty  to  be  understood  by  a  world  as  yet  in 
its  childhood  !  Notwithstanding  this  rude  repulse,  Mr.  God- 
win retained  his  taste  for  the  theatre  to  the  last.  On  every 
first  night  of  a  now  piece,  whether  tragedy,  comedy,  or  farce, 
whether  of  friend  or  foe,  he  sat  with  gentle  interest,  in  a  side 
box,  and  bore  its  fate,  whatever  it  might  be,  with  resignation, 
as  he  had  done  his  own.  The  following  is  Lamb's  account  of 
the  catastrophe  rendered  to  Manning,  in  which  the  facetious 
charge  against  the  unlucky  author  of  "  Violent  and  Salanical 
Pride  of  Heart"  has  reference  to  some  banter  which  Lamb 
had  encountered  among  his  friends  by  the  purposed  title  of  his 
own  play,  "  Pride's  Cure,"  and  his  disquisition  in  its  defence, 

TO   MR,    MANNING. 

"  We  are  damned  !  Not  the  facetious  epilogue  itself  could 
save  us.  For,  as  the  editor  of  the  Morning  Post,  quick-sighied 
gentleman !  hath  this  morning  truly  observed  (I  beg  pardon  if 
1  falsify  his  luords,  their  profound  sense  I  am  sure  I  retain), 
both  prologue  and  epilogue  were  worthy  of  accompanying 
such  a  piece  :  ^nd,  indeed  (mark  the  profundity.  Mister  Man- 
ning), were  received  with  proper  indignation  by  siich  of  the 
audience  only  as  thought  either  worth  attending  to.  Professor, 
thy  glories  wax  dim  !  Again,  the  incomparable  author  of  the 
True  Briton  declareth  in  his  paper  (bearing  same  date)  that 
the  epilogue  was  an  indifferent  attempt  at  humour  and  charac- 
ter, and  failed  in  both.  I  forbear  to  mention  the  other  papers, 
because  I  have  not  read  them.  Oh  Professor,  how  different 
thy  feelings  now  (quantum  mutatus  ab  iilo  professore,  qui  in 
agris  philosophiEB  tantas  victorias  acquisivisti)  ;  how  different 
thy  proud  feehngs  but  one  little  week  ago;  thy  anticipation  of 
thy  nine  nights  ;  those  visionary  claps,  which  have  soothed  thy 
soul  by  day  and  thy  dreams  by  night !  Calling  in  accidentally 
on  the  Professor  while  he  was  out,  I  was  ushered  into  the  study, 
andmynose  quickly  (most  sagacious  always)  pointed  me  to  foul 
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102  LETTERS    TO    MANNINQ. 

tokens  lying  loose  upon  thy  table,  Professor,  which  indicated 
the  violent  and  salanical  pride  of  heart.  Imprimis,  then; 
caught  mine  eye  a  list  of  six  persons,  thy  friends,  whom  thoi 
did  meditate  inviting  to  a  sumptuous  dinner  on  the  Thursday, 
anticipating  the  profits  of  thy  SalurJay's  play  to  answer 
:harges  ;  1  was  in  the  honoured  file  !  Next,  a  stronger  evi- 
ience  of  thy  violent  and  almost  satanical  pride,  lay  a  list  ot 
all  the  morning  papers  (from  the  Morning  Chronicle  down- 
ward to  the  Porcupine),  with  the  places  of  their  respectiye 
offices,  where  thou  wast  meditating  to  insert,  and  didst  insert, 
an  elaborate  sketch  of  the  story  of  thy  play  ;  stones  in  thy  ene- 
my's hand  to  bruise  thee  with,  and  severely  wast  thou  bruised 
oh  Professor !  nor  do  I  know  what  oil  to  pour  into  thy  wounds. 
Next — which  convinced  me,  to  a  dead  conviction,  of  thy  pride, 
violent  and  almost  satanical  pride— lay  a  list  of  books,  which 
thyun-tragedy-favoured  pocketcould  never  answer;  Dodsley's 
old  plays,  Malone's  Shakspeare  (siili  liarping  npon  thy  play, 
thy  philosophy  abandoned  meanwhile  to  superstitious  minds) ; 
nay,  I  believe  {if  I  can  believe  my  memory),  that  the  ambi- 
tious Encyclopsedia  itself  was  part  of  thy  meditated  acquisi- 
tions ;  but  many  a  playbook  was  there.  All  these  visions 
are  damned;  and  thou.  Professor,  must  read  Shakspeare  iu 
future  out  of  a  common  edition  ;  and,  hark  ye,  pray  read  him 
to  a  little  better  purpose !  Last  and  strongest  against  thee  (in 
colours  manifest  as  the  hand  upon  Belshazzar's  wall)  lay  a. 
volume  of  poems  by  C.Lloyd  and  C.  Lamb.  Thy  heart  mis- 
gave thee  that  thy  assistant  might  possibly  not  have  talent 
enough  to  furnish  thee  an  epilogue  !  Manning,  all  these  things 
came  over  my  mind ;  all  the  gratulations  that  would  have 
thickened  upon  him,  and  even  some  have  glanced  aside  upon 
his  humble  friend ;  the  vanity,  and  the  fame,  and  the  profits 
(the  Professor  is  500(.  ideal  money  out  of  pocket  by  this  fail- 
ure, besides  200i.  he  would  have  got  for  the  copyright) ;  and 
now  to  muse  upon  thy  altered  physiognomy,  thy  pale  an/i 
squalid  appearance  (a  kind  of  blue  siciness  about  the  eyelids,) 
and  thy  crest  fallen,  and  thy  proud  demand  of  2001.  from  thy 
bookseller  clianged  to  an  uncertainty  of  his  taking  it  at  all,  or 
giving  thee  full  50/.  The  Professor  has  won  ray  heart  by  this 
his  mournful  catastrophe.  You  remember  Marshall,  who  dined 
with  him  at  my  house  ;  I  met  him  in  the  lobby  immediately 
after  the  damnation  of  the  Professor's  play,  and  he  looked  to 
ine  like  an  angel ;  his  face  was  lengthened,  and  ail  over  per- 
spiration ;  I  never  saw  such  a  care-fraught  visage  ;  I  could 
have  hugged  him,  I  lo.ved  him  so  intensely.  '  From  every  pore 
of  him  a  perfume  fell.'  I  have  seen  that  man  in  many  situ- 
ations, and,  from  my  soul,  I  think  that  a  more  godlike,  honest 
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soul  exists  not  in  this  world.  The  Professors  poor  nerves 
tremhling  with  the  recent  shock,  he  hurried  him  away  to  ray 
house  to  supper,  and  there  we  coniforted  him  as  well  as  we 
could.  He  came  to  consult  me  about  a  change  of  catas- 
trophe ;  but,  alas  !  the  piece  was  condemned  long  before  that 
crisis,  I  at  first  humoured  him  with  a  specious  proposition, 
but  have  since  joined  his  true  friends  in  advising  him  to  give 
it  up.     He  did  it  with  a  pang,  and  is  to  print  it  as  kU. 


In  another  letter,  a  few  days  afler.  Lamb  thus  recurs  to  the 
subject,  and  closes  the  century  in  anficijKition  of  a  visit  to  his 
friend  at  Cambridge. 

TO    MIt.    MANNING. 

"  As  for  the  Professor,  he  has  actually  beguu  to  dive  into 
Tavernier  and  Chardin's  Persian  Travels  for  a  story  to  form 
a  new  drama  for  the  sweet  tooth  of  this  fastidious  age.  Has 
not  Bethlehem  College  a  fair  action  for  non residence  against 
such  professors  ?  Are  poets  so  feio  in  this  age  that  he  must 
write  poetry  ?  Is  morals  a  subject  so  exhausted  that  he  must 
leave  that  line  ?  Is  the  metaphysic  well  (without  a  bottom) 
drained  dry  1 

"  If  I  can  guess  atthe  wicked  pride  of  the  Professor's  heart, 
I  would  take  a  shrewd  wager  that  he  disdains  ever  again  tc 
dip  his  pen  in  prose.  Adieu,  ye  splendid  theories  !  Fare- 
well, dreams  of  political  justice  !  Lawsuits,  where  I  was 
counsel  for  Archbishop  Fenelon  versus  my  own  mother,  in  the 
famous  fire  cause ! 

"  Vanish  from  my  mind,  professors,  one  and  all.  I  have 
metal  more  attractive  on  foot. 

"  Man  of  many  snipes,  I  will  sup  with  thee,  Deo  volente, 
et  diabolo  nolente,  on  Monday  night,  the  5tb  of  January,  in 
the  new  year,  and  crush  a  cup  to  the  infant  century. 

"  A  word  or  two  of  my  progress.  Embark  at  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  with  a  fresh  gale,  on  a  Cambridge  one-decker ; 
very  cold  till  eight  at  night ;  land  at  St.  Mary's  lighthouse, 
muffins  and  coffee  upon  table  (or  any  other  curious  production 
of  Turkey,  or  both  Indies),  snipes  exactly  at  nine,  punch  to 
commence  at  ten,  with  argument ;  difference  of  opinion  is 
expected  to  take  place  about  eleven  ,  perfect  unanimity,  with 
some  haziness  and  dimness,  belore  twelve.  N.  B.  My  single 
affection  is  not  so  singly  wedded  to  snipes  ;  but  the  curious 
and  epicurean  eye  would  also  take  a  pleasure  in  beholding  a 
ie'icate  and  well-chosen  assortment  of  leals,  oncians,  tbe 
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unctuous  and  palate-soothing  flesli  uf  gceae,  wild  and  tanie, 
nightingales'  brains,  the  sensorium  of  a  young  sucking  pig,  or 
any  other  Chiiatmaa  dish,  which  I  leave  to  the  judgment  of 
you  and  the  cook  of  GonviUe. 

"C.  Lamb." 


CHAPTEE  "VII 

[1801  to  180i-] 

itcu,  i'liU  shei  andKeviewed — '. 
■Wordsworth  and  Coleridge. 

s  postponement  of  Lamb's  theatrical  hopes  w  di 
followed  by  their  diiappomtment  at  the  commencement  of  the 
century.  He  was  laboured  with  at  least  one  interview  oyihe 
stately  manager  of  Drurj  Lane,  Mr.  Kemble,  who  extended 
his  highbred  courtesy  even  lo  authors,  whom  he  invariably  at- 
tended to  the  door  of  his  house  in  Great  Russell-street,  and 
bade  them  "  beware  of  the  slep."  Godwin's  catastrophe  had 
probably  rendered  him  less  solicitous  to  encounter  a  similar 
peril;  which  the  fondest  admirers  of  "  John  Woodvil"  will 
not  regret  that  it  escaped.  While  the  occasional  roughness  ot 
its  verse  would  have  been  felt  as  strange  to  ears  as  yet  un- 
used to  the  old  dramatists  whom  Lamb's  Specimens  had  nol 
then  made  familiar  to  the  town,  the  delicate  beauties  enshrined 
within  it  would  scarcely  have  been  perceived  in  the  glare  of 
he  theatre.  Exhibiting  "the  depth,  and  nol  the  tumults  of 
the  soul ;"  preseniinga  female  character  of  moiJesi  and  retiring 
loveliness  and  noble  purpose,  but  undistracted  with  any  vio- 
lent emotion  ;  and  developing  a  train  of  circumstances  which 
work  out  their  gende  triumphs  on  the  heart  only  of  the  heri>, 
without  stirring  accident  or  vivid  grouping  of  persons,  it  wouKL 
scarcely  have  supplied  sufficient  of  coarse  interest  to  disarm 
the  critical  spirit  which  it  would  certainly  have  encountered 
in  all  its  bitterness.  Lamb  cheerfully  consoled  himself  by 
pubhshingit ;  and,  at  the  close  of  the  jear  1801,  it  appeared 
in  a  small  volume,  of  humble  appearai  ce,  with  ihe  "  Frag- 
ments of  Burton"  (to  which  Lamb  alludidin  one  of  his  previ- 
ous letters),  two  of  his  quarto  ballads,  and  the  "  Helen"  01 

The  daring  peculiarities  attracted  the  notice  of  the  Edin- 
burgh reviewers,  then  in  the  jnfancy  of  tl  leir  slashing  c  weic 
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and  it  was  immolated,  in  due  form,  by  the  sel reconstituted 
judges,  who,  taking  for  their  motto  "  Judex  damnaCur  cum  m>- 
cetis  ahsolvitur,"  treated  our  author  as  a  criminal  convicted 
of  pubUshing,  and  awaiting  his  doom  from  their  sentence. 
With  ihe  gay  recklessness  of  power,  at  once  usurped  and  ir- 
responsible, they  introduced  Lord  Mansfield's  wild  construc- 
tion of  the  law  of  libel  into  literature ;  like  him,  holding  every 
primd  facie  guilty  who  should  be  caught  in  the  act  of  pub- 
lishing fl  booA,  and  referring  to  the  court  to  decide  whether  sen- 
tence should  be  passed  on  him.  The  article  on  "  John  Wood- 
vil,"  which  adorned  their  third  number,  is  a  curious  example 
of  the  old  style  of  criticism  vivified  by  the  impulses  of  youth. 
We  wonder  now,  and  probably  the  writer  of  the  arliclo,  if  he  is 
living,  will  wonder  with  us,  that  a  young  critic  should  seize 
on  a  little  eighteen-penny  book,  simply  printed,  without  any 
preface  ;  make  elaborate  merriment  of  its  outline,  and,  giving 
no  hint  of  its  containing  one  profound  thought  or  happy  ex- 
pression, leave  the  reader  of  the  review  at  a  leas  to  suggest  a 
motive  for  noticing  such  vapid  absurdities.  This  article  is 
written  in  a  strain  of  grave  banter,  the  theme  of  which  is  to 
congratulate  the  world  on  having  a  specimen  of  the  rudest 
condition  of  the  drama,  "  a  man  of  the  age  of  Thespis."  "  At 
length,"  says  the  reviewer,  "  even  in  composition  a  mighty 
veteran  has  been  born.  Older  than  jEschylus,  and  with  all 
the  spirit  of  originality,  in  an  age  of  poets  who  had  before 
them  the  imitations  of  some  thousand  years,  he  comes  for- 
ward to  establish  his  claim  to  the  ancient  hircus,  and  to  sa- 
tiate the  most  remote  desires  of  the  philosophic  antiquary." 
On  this  text  the  writer  proceeds,  selecting  for  his  purpose 
whatever,  torn  from  its  context,  appeared  extravagant  and 
crude,  and  ending  without  the  slightest  hint  that  there  is  merit 
or  promise  of  merit  in  the  volume.  There  certainly  was  no 
malice  or  desire  lo  give  pain  in  all  this ;  it  was  merely  the 
resultof  the  thoughtless  adoption,  by  ladsof  gayety  and  talents, 
of  the  old  critical  canons  of  the  monthly  reviews,  which  had 
been  accustomed  to  damn  all  works  of  unpatronised  genius  in 
a  more  summary  way  and  after  a  duller  fashion.  These  very 
critics  wrought  themselves  into  good-nature  as  they  broke  into 
deeper  veins  of  thought;  grew  gentler  as  they  grew  wiser; 
and  sometimes,  even  whea,  like  Balaam,  they  came  to  curse, 
like  him,  they  ended  with  "  blessing  altogether,"  as  in  the  re- 
view of  the  "Excursion,"  which,  beginning  in  the  old  strain, 
"  This  will  never  do,"  proceeded  to  give  examples  of  its  no- 
blest passages,  and  to  grace  them  with  worthiest  eulogy.  And 
now,  the  spirit  of  the  writers  thus  ridiculed,  especially  ot 
Wordsworth,  breathes  through  the  pages  of  this  very  review, 
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and  they  not  seldom  wear  the  "  rich  embroidery"  of  the  Ian* 
guage  of  the  poet  once  scoffed  at  by  their  literary  corporation 
as  Wo  puerile  for  the  nursery. 

Lamb's  occasional  connexion  w  h  P  pe  d  ced 

him  to  some  of  the  editors  and  b  to       t    h     d  y    vho 

sought  to  repair  the  spirit  wasted  bj  p    p       1  the 

protracted  eonviviality  of  the  e  d    h  tes 

sometimes  left  poor  Lamb  with  n  hghJ  dap  rse 
exhausted  by  the  claims  of  their  n  p  Among 

those  was  Fenwick,  immortaliz  d  h  Bg  d  {  El  a," 
who  edited  several  ill-fated  new  p  p  n    and 

was  the  author  of  many  libels,  h  h  d  d  h  mpl  ra  no 
good  and  his  majesty's  governm  h  rm      Th  on- 

nexions  will  explain  some  of  tl       11  If  II     ing 

letters. 

TO    MR.    MAKNIKO. 

"  I  heard  that  you  were  going  to  Chma,*  with  a  commis- 
aion  from  the  Wedgwoods  to  collect  hmls  for  their  pottery, 
and  to  -teach  the  Chinese  perspective.  But  I  did  not  inow 
that  London  lay  in  your  way  to  Peliin  I  am  seriously  glad 
of  it,  for  I.shall  trouble  you  with  a  small  present  for  the  Em- 
peror of  Usbeck  Taitary,  as  you  go  by  his  terrLtories  ,  it  is  a 
fragment  of  a  '  Dissertation  on  the  state  of  political  parties  .n 
England  at  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  century,'  which  will,  no 
doubt,  be  very  interesting  to  his  Imperial  Majesty.  It  was 
written  originally  in  English  for  the  use  of  the  two-AaA-tvmnty 
readers  of  '  The  Albion'  (this  calculation  includes  a  printer, 
four  pressmen,  and  a  devil) ;  but,  becoming  of  no  use  when 
'  The  Albion'  slopped,  I  got  it  translated  into  Usbeck  Tartar 
by  my  good  friend  Tibet  Kulm,  who  is  come  to  London  with 
a  civil  invitation  from  the  Cham  to  the  English  nation  lo  go 
over  to  the  worship  of  the  Lama. 

"  '  The  Albion'  is  dead ;  dead  as  nail  m  door ;  and  my  rev- 
enues have  died  with  it ;  but  I  am  not  as  a  man  without  hope. 
I  have  got  a  sort  of  an  opening  to  '  The  Morning  Chronicle  ! ! !' 
Mr.  Manning,  by  means  of  that  common  dispenser  of  benevo- 
lence, Mister  Dyer.  1  have  not  seen  Perry,  the  editor,  yet ; 
but  I  am  preparing  a  specimen.  Shall  have  a  difficult  job  to 
manage,  for  you  must  know  that  Mr.  Perry,  in  common  with 
the  Erea  body  of  the  whigs,  thinks  '  The  Albion'  very  low. 
I  find  I  must  rise  a  peg  or  so,  be  a  little  more  decent,  and  less 
abusive  ;  for,  lo  confess  the  trulh,  I  had  arrived  to  an  abomi- 

•  Mr.  Manning  had  begun  to  be  haunted  with  the  idea  of  China,  and  to  talk 
of  going  thither,  which  he  accempliBhed  some  years  afterward,  without  an 
■nolive  but  a  desire  to  see  thai  ereat  nation. 
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nftble  pitch ;  I  spared  neither  age  nor  sex  when  my  cue  wai. 
given  me.  N'importe  (as  they  say  in  French),  any  climate 
will  suit  me.  So  you  are  about  to  bring  your  old  face-making 
face  to  London.  You  could  not  come  in  a  better  time  for  my 
purposes ;  for  I  have  just  lost  Rickman,  a  feint  idea  of  whose 
character  I  sent  you.  He  ia  gone  lo  Ireland  for  a  year  or  two, 
10  make  his  fortune  ;  and  I  have  lost  by  his  going  what  seems 
to  me  I  never  can  recover — a  finished  man.  His  memory  will 
be  to  me  as  the  brazen  serpent  to  the  Israelites ;  I  shall  look 
up  lo  it  to  keep  me  upright  and  honest.  But  he  may  yei 
bring  back  his  honest  face  to  England  one  day.  I  wish  your 
affairs  with  the  Emperor  of  China  had  not  been  so  urgent, 
that  you  might  have  stayed  in  Great  Britain  a  year  or  two  longer, 
to  have  seen  him ;  for,  judging  from  my  own  experience,  1 
almost  dare  pronomice  you  never  saw  his  equal.  I  never 
saw  a  man  that  could  be  at  all  second  or  substitute  for  him 
in  any  sort. 

'■  Imagine  that  what  is  here  erased  was  an  apology  and 
explanation,  perfectly  satisfactory ,  you  may  be  sure  !  for  rating 

this  man  so  highly  at  the  expense  of ,  and ,  and , 

and  M ,  and ,  and ,  and .    But  Mr.  Burke  has 

explained  this  phenomenon  of  our  nature  very  prettily  in  his 
letter  to  a  member  of  the  National  Assembly,  or  else  in  his 
appeal  to  the  old  Whigs,  I  forget  which ;  do  you  remember  an 
instance  from  Homer  (who  understood  these  matters  tolerably 
well)  of  Priam  driving  away  his  other  sons  with  expressions 
jf  wralh  and  bitter  reproach,  when  Hector  was  just  dead. 

"  I  jive  where  I  did  in  a  private  manner,  because  I  don'i 
like  state.  Nothing  so  disagreeable  to  me  as  the  clamours 
and  applauses  of  the  mob.  For  this  reason  I  live  in  an  obscure 
situation  in  one  of  the  courts  of  the  Temple. 

"  C  L." 


ind  you  all  of  Coleridge's  letters*  lo  me  which  I  have 
ed ;  some  of  them  are  upon  the  subject  of  my  play.  I 
also  send  you  Kemble's  two  letters,  and  the  prompter's  cour- 
teous epistle,  with  a  curious  critique  on  '  Pride's  Cure,  by  a 
young  Physician  from  Edinbko',  '  who  modestly  suggests 
quite  another  kind  of  plot.  These  are  monuments  of  my  dis- 
appointment which  1  like  to  preserve. 

"  In  Coleridge's  letters  you  will  find  a  good  deal  of  amuse- 
ment, to  see  genuine  talent  struggling  against  a  pompous  dis- 

*  I.aii*sflerwatd,inaomenielancholy  mood,  destroyed  RllColeridge'a  !el- 
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play  of  it  I  also  aend  you  Ehe  Professor's  letter  to  me  (carefu, 
professor !  to  conceal  his  name  even  from  his  correspondent), 
ere  yet  ihe  Professor's  pride  was  cured.  Oh !  monstrous  and 
almost  satanical  pride ! 

"  You  will  carefidly  keep  all  (except  the  Scotch  Doctor's, 
v^hich  bum)  in  statu  quo,  lill  1  come  to  claim  mine  own. 

"C.  Lamb." 


"  I  ought  before  this  to  have  replied  to  your  very  kind  invi- 
tation into  Cumberland.  With  you  and  your  sister  I  could 
gang  anywhere ;  but  I  am  afraid  whether  I  shall  ever  be  able 
to  afford  so  desperate  a  journey.  Separate  from  the  pleasure 
of  your  company,  I  don't  now  care  if  I  never  see  a  mountain 
in  my  life.  I  have  passed  al!  my  days  in  London,  until  I  have 
formed  as  many  and  intense  local  attachments  as  any  of  you 
mountaineers  can  have  done  with  dead  nature.  The  lighted 
shops  of  the  Strand  and  Fleet-street,  the  innumerable  trades, 
tradesmen,  and  customers,  coacbes,  wagons,  playhouses  ;  all 
the  bustle  and  wickedness  round  about  Covent  Garden ;  the 
watchmen,  drunken  scenes,  rattles ;  life  awake,  if  you  awake, 
at  all  hours  of  ihe  uight ;  the  impossibility  of  being  dull  in 
Fleet-street ;  the  crowds,  the  very  dirt  and  mud,  the  sun 
shining  upon  houses  and  pavements,  the  printshops,  the  old 
bookstalls,  parsons  cheapening  books,  coflee-houses,  «teams 
of  soups  from  kitchens,  the  pantomimes — London  itself  a  pan- 
tomime and  masquerade — all  these  things  work  themselves 
into  my  mind,  and  feed  me  without  a  power  of  satiating  me. 
The  wonder  of  these  sights  impel  me  into  night-walks  about 
her  crowded  streets,  and  I  often  shed  tears  in  the  motley 
Strand  from  fulness  of  joy  at  so  milch  life.  All  these  emo- 
tions must  be  strange  to  you ;  so  are  your  rural  emotions  to 
me.  But  consider,  what  must  I  have  been  doing  all  my  life 
not  to  have  lent  great  portions  of  my  heart  with  usury  to  such 

"  My  attachments  are  all  local,  purely  local ;  I  have  no  pas- 
sion (or  have  had  none  since  I  was  in  love,  and  then  it  was 
the  spurious  engendering  of  poetry  and  books)  to  groves  and 
valleys.  The  rooms  where  I  was  born,  the  furniture  which 
iias  been  before  my  eyes  all  my  life,  a  bookcase  which  has  fol- 
lowed me  about,  like  a  faithful  dog  (only  exceeding  hira  in 
knowledge),  wherever  I  have  moved  ;  old  chairs,  old  tables, 
streets,  squares,  where  1  have  sunned  myself,  my  old  schoo!  - 
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ihese  are  my  mistresses — ^have  I  not  enough  without  your 
mountains  ?  i  do  not  envy  you.  I  should  pity  you  did  I  not 
know  that  the  mind  will  make  friends  of  anything.  Youi 
sun,  and  moon,  and  skies,  and  hilis,  and  lakes  affect  me  no 
more,  or  scarcely  come  to  me  in  more  venerable  characters, 
than  as  a  gilded  room  with  tapestry  and  tapers,  where  1  might 
live  with  handsome  visible  objects.  I  consider  the  clouds 
above  me  but  as  a  roof  beautifully  painted,  but  unable  to  sat- 
isfy the  mind ;  and  at  last,  like  the  pictures  of  the  apartment 
of  a  connoisseur,  unable  to  afford  him  any  longer  a  pleasure. 
So  fading  upon  me,  from  3isuae,  have  been  the  beauties  of 
Nature,  as  they  have  been  cojiiinedly  called  ;  so  ever  fresh, 
and  green,  and  warm  are  all  the  inventions  of  men  and  assem- 
blies of  men  in  this  great  city.  I  should  certainly  have  laughed 
with  dear  Joanna.* 

"  Give  my  kindest  love  and  my  sister's  to  D.  and  yourself. 
And  a  kiss  from  me  to  little  Barbara  Lewthwaite.f  Thank 
you  for  liking  my  play ! 

The  next  two  letters  were  written  to  Manning  when  on  a 
tour  upon  the  Continent. 


"Apropos,  I  think  you  wrong  about  my  play.  All  the 
omissions  are  right ;  and  the  supplementary  scene,  in  which 
Sandford  narrates  the  manner  in  which  his  master  is  affected, 
is  the  best  in  the  book.  It  stands  where  a  hodgepodge  of 
German  puerilites  used  to  stand.  I  insist  upon  it  that  you 
like  that  scene.  Love  me,  love  thai  scene.  I  will  now  trans- 
cribe the  'Londoner'  (No,  1),  and  wind  up  all  with  affection 
and  humble  servant  at  the  end." 

[Hero  was  transcribed  the  essay  called  "  The  Londoner," 
which  was  published  some  years  afterward  in  "  The  Reflec- 
tor," and  which  forms  part  of  Lamb's  collected  works.]  Ho 
then  proceeds ;-  - 

"  What  is  all  this  about  V  said  Mrs,  Shandy.  '  A  story  of 
a  cock  and  a  bull,'  said  Yorick :  and  so  it  is ;  but  Manning 
will  iake  good-naturedly  what  God  will  send  him  across  the 
water ;  only  I  hope  he  won't  shut  his  eyes  and  open  his  mouth, 
as  the  children  say,  for  that  is  the  way  to  gape  and  not  to  read. 

*  Allniling  to  the  inacri]ilions  of  Wordsworth's,  entitled  "Joanna,"  con 
tatning  a  magnilicent  description  of  the  effects  of  laughter  echoing  amid  the 
ereai  mountains  of  Westmoreland, 

(  Allndinji  lo  WorAworlh's  poem,  '■The  Pet  Laml.." 
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Manning,  continue  your  laudable  purpose  of  making  me  youi 
register.  I  will  render  back  all  your  remarks  ;  and  /,  notyou, 
shall  have  received  usury  by  having  read  them.  In  the  mean 
time,  may  the  Great  Spirit  have  you  in  his  keeping,  and  pre- 
serve our  Englishman  from  the  inoculation  of  frivolity  and 
ein  upon  French  earth. 

"  Allans  (or  what  is  it  you  say},  mstead  o(  good-by  ? 

"  Mary  sends  her  kind  remembrance,  and  covets  the  re- 
marks aqually  with  me. 

"  C.  Lamb. 

'■Monday,  151h  February,  1803," 


My  dear  Manning — I  must  positively  write,  or  1  shall  miss 
you  at  Toulouse.  I  sit  here  like  a  decayed  minute-hand  (I  lie '; 
that  does  not  sit),  and  being  myself  the  exponent  of  no  time, 
take  no  heed  how  the  clocks  about  me  are  going.  You  pos- 
sibly, by  this  time,  may  have  explored  all  Italy,  and  toppled 
unawares  into  Etna,  while  you  went  loo  near  those  rotten- 
jawed,  gap-toothed,  old  worn-out  chaps  of  hell,  while  I  am 
raed'tating  a  quiescent  letter  to  the  honest  postmaster  of 
Toulouse.  But,  in  case  you  should  not  have  been/eio  de  se, 
this  is  to  tell  you  that  your  letter  was  quite  to  my  palate ;  in 
particular,  your  just  remarks  upon  Industry,  cursej  Industry 
(though  indeed  you  left  me  to  explore  the  reason),  were  highly 
relishing.  I've  often  wished  I  lived  in  the  golden  age,  when 
shepherds  lay  stretched  upon  flowers — the  genius  there  is  in  a 
man's  natural,  idle  face,  that  has  not  learned  his  multiplication 
table !  before  doubt,  and  propositions,  and  corollaries  got  into 
the  world ! 

"  Apropos  ;  if  you  should  go  to  Florence  or  Rome,  inquire 
what  works  are  extant  in  gold,  silver,  bronze,  or  marble,  of 
Benvenuto  Cellini,  a  Florentine  artist,  whose  Life,  doubtless, 
you  have  read ;  or,  if  not,  without  controversy  you  must  read, 
so  hark  ye,  send  for  it  immediately  from  Lane's  circulating 
library.  It  is  always  put  among  the  romances,  very  properly ; 
but  you  have  read  it,  I  suppose.  In  particular,  inquire  at  Flor- 
ence for  his  colossal  bronze  statue  (in  the  grand  square,  or 
somewhere)  of  Perseus.  You  may  read  the  siory  in  '  Tooke's 
Pantheon.'  Nothing  material  has  transpired  in  these  parts. 
Coleridge  has  indited  a  violent  philippic  against  Mr.  Fox  in 
the  '  Morning  Post,'  which  is  a  compound  of  expressions  of 
humility,  gentle man-ushering-in  most  arrogant  charges.  I^ 
will  do  Mr  Fox  no  real  injury  among  those  that  know  him." 
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Iq  the  summer  of  1802,  Lamb,  in  company  with  his  sister, 
visited  the  lakes,  and  spent  three  weeks  with  Coleridge  at 
Keswick.  There  he  also  met  the  true  annihilator  of  the  slave- 
trade,  Thomas  Clarkson,  who  was  then  enjoying  a  necessary 
respite  from  his  stupendous  labours,  in  a  cottage  on  the  borders 
of  UUwater.  Lamb  had  no  taste  for  oratorical  philanthropy ; 
but  he  felt  the  grandeur  and  simplicity  of  Clarkson's  character 
and  appreciated  the  unexampled  self-denial  with  which  he 
steeled  his  heart,  trembling  with  nervous  sensibility,  to  endure 
intimate  acquaintance  with  the  foulest  details  of  guilt  and 
wickedness  which  he  lived,  and  could  have  di^d  to  abolish. 
Wordsworth  was  not  in  the  lake-country  during  Lamb's  visit  j 
but  he  made  amends  by  spending  some  time  in  town  after 
Lamb's  return,  and  then  left  It  for  Yorkshire  to  be  married. 
Lamb's  following  letters  show  that  he  made  some  advances 
towards  fellowship  with  the  hills  which  at  a  distance  he  had 
treated  so  cavalierly ;  hut  his  feelings  never  heartily  associated 
with  "  the  bare  earth,  and  mountains  bare,"  which  sufficed 
Wordsworth  ;  he  rather  loved  to  cleave  to  the  little  hints  and 
suggestions  of  nature  in  the  midst  of  crowded  cities.  In  his 
latter  years  I  have  heard  him,  when  longing  after  London 
among  the  pleasant  fields  of  EnHeld,  declare  that  his  love  of 
natural  scenery  wonld  be  abundantly 'satisfied  by  the  patches 
of  long  waving  grass  and  the  stunted  trees  that  blacken  in 
the  old-churchyard  nooks  which  you  may  yet  find  bordering 
on  Thames-street. 

TO    MR.    COLEWDBE. 

1802. 

"  Dear  Coleridge — I  thought  of  not  writing  till  we  had  per- 
formed some'  of  our  commissions  ;  but  we  have  been  hindered 
from  setting  about  them,  which  yet  shall  be  done  to  a  little. 
We  got  home  very  pleasantly  on  Sunday.  Mary  is  a  good 
deal  fatigued,  and  finds  the  diiTerence  of  going  to  a  place  and 
coming  from  it.  I  feel  that  1  shall  remember  your  mountains 
to  the  last  day  I  live.  They  haunt  me  perpetually.  I  am 
like  a  man  who  has  been  falling  in  love  unknown  to  himself, 
which  he  finds  out  when  he  leaves  the  lady.  I  do  not  remem- 
ber any  very  strong  impression  while  they  were  present ;  but, 
being  gone,  their  mementoes  ace  shelved  in  my  brain.  We 
passed  a  very  pleasant  little  time  with  the  Clarksons.  The 
Wordswortha  are  at  Montague's  rooms,  near  neighbours  to 
us.*  They  dined  with  us  yesterday,  and  I  was  their  guide 
lo  Jlartlemy  fair !" 

•  Mr  Basil  Montague  and  his  Isdy.  who  were,  during  Lamb's  life,  among 
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"  341h  Sept.,  1802,  Londor 

"My  dear  Manning — Since  the  date  of  my  last  ieltei 
have  been  a  traveller.  A  strong  desire  seized  me  of  visiting 
remote  regions.  My  first  impulse  was  to  go  and  see  Paris, 
h  was  a  trivial  objection  to  my  aspiring  mind,  tliat  I  did  nol 
understand  a  word  of  the  language,  since  1  certainly  intend 
some  time  in  my  life  to  see  Paris,  and  equally  certainly  intend 
never  to  learn  the  language  ;  therefore  that  could  be  no  objec- 
tion. However,  I  am  very  glad  I  did  not  go,  because  you  had 
left  Paris  (I  see)  before  I  could  have  set  out.  I  believe,  Siod- 
dart  promising  to  go  with  me  another  year  prevented  that 
plan.  My  next  scheme  (for  to  my  restless  ambitious  mind 
London  was  become  a  bed  of  thorns)  was  to  visit  the  far-famed 
peak  in  Derbyshire,  where  the  Devil  sits,  they  say,  without 
breeches.  This  my  purer  mind  rejected  as  indelicate ;  and 
my  Jinal  resolve  was  a  tour  to  ihe  lakes.  1  set  out  with  Mary 
to  Keswick,  without  giving  Coleridge  any  notice,  for  my  time, 
being  precious,  did  nol  admit  of  it.  He  received  us  with  all 
the  hospitality  in  the  world,  and  gave  up  his  time  to  show  iis 
all  the  wonders  of  the  country.  He  dwells  upon  a  small  hill 
by  the  side  of  Keswick,  in  a  comfortable  house,  quite  envel- 
oped on  all  sides  by  a  net  of  mountains :  great  floundering 
bears  and  monsters  they  seemed,  all  couchant  and  asleep. 
We  got  in  in  the  evening,  travelling  in  a  post-chaise  from 
Penrith,  in  the  midst  of  a  gorgeous  sunshine,  which  transmuted 
all  ihe  mountains  into  colours,  purple,  &lc.,  Sic.  We  thought 
we  had  got  into  fairy  land.  But  that  went  off  (and  it  never 
came  again  ;  while  we  stayed  we  had  no  more  fine  sunsets) ; 
and  we  entered  Coleridge's  comfortable  study  just  in  the  dusk, 
when  the  mountains  were  all  dark  with  clouds  upon  their 
heads.  Such  an  impression  1  never  received  from  objects  of 
sight  before,  nor  do  I  suppose  that  I  can  ever  again.  Glori- 
ous creatures,  fine  old  feilowa,  Skiddaw,  &c.  I  never  shall 
forget  ye,  how  ye  lay  about  that  night,  like  an  intrenchment : 
gone  to  bed,  as  it  seemed,  for  the  night,  but  promising  that  ye 
were  to  be  seen  in  the  morning,  Coleridge  had  got  a  blazing 
fire  in  his  study,  which  is  a  large,  antique,  ill-shaped  room, 
with  an  oldfashioned  organ,  never  played  upon,  big  enough 
for  a  church,  shelves  if  scattered  folios,  an  Eolian  harp,  and 
an  old  sofa,  half  bed,  &c  And  all  looking  out  upon  the  fa- 
ding view  of  Skiddaw  and  his  broad-breasted  brethren :  what 
a  night !  Here  we  stayed  three  fidl  weeks,  in  which  time  I  vis. 
iled  Wordsworth's  cottage,  where  wc  stayed  a  day  or  iwoTvith 
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the  Clarksons  (good  people,  and  most  hospitable,  at  whose 
house  we  tarried  one  day  and  ni.ght),  and  saw  Lloyd,  The 
Wordsworths  were  gone  to  Calais.  They  have  since  been  in 
London,  and  passed  much  time  with  ws :  he  is  now  gone 
into  Yorkshire  to  be  married.  So  we  have  seen  Keswick, 
Grasmcre,  Ambleside,  Ulswater,  (where  the  Clarksot.s  live), 
and  a  place  at  the  other  end  of  Ulswater,  I  forget  the  name  • 
lo  which  we  travelled  on  a  very  sultry  day,  over  the  middle 
of  Helvellyn.  We  have  clambered  up  to  the  top  of  Skiddaw, 
and  1  have  waded  up  the  bed  of  Lodore.  In  fine,  I  have  satis- 
fied myself  ihat  there  is  such  a  thing  as  that  which  tourists 
call  romantic,  which  I  very  much  suspected  before  :  ihey  make 
such  a  spluttering  about  it,  and  toss  their  splendid  epithets 
around  them,  till  they  give  as  dim  a  light  as  at  four  o'clock 
next  morning  the  lamps  do  after  an  illumination.  Mary  was 
excessively  tired  when  she  got  about  half  way  up  Skiddaw, 
but  we  came  to  a  co!d  rili  [than  which  nothing  can  be  imagined 
more  cold,  running  over  cold  stones),  and  with  the  re-enforce- 
ment of  a  draught  of  cold  water  she  surmounted  it  most  man- 
fully. Oh,  its  fine  black  head,  and  the  bleak  air  atop  of  it, 
with  a  pros{>ect  of  mountains  all  about  and  about,  making  yon 
giddy ;  and  then  Scotland  afar  oif,  and  the  border  countries 
so  famous  in  song  and  ballad !  It  was  a  day  that  will  stand 
out  like  a  mountain,  I  am  sure,  in  my  life.  But  I  am  returned 
(I  have  now  been  come  home  near  three  weeks — I  was  a 
month  out),  and  you  cannot  conceive  the  degradation  I  felt  at 
first,  from  being  accustomed  to  wander  as  free  as  air  among 
moimtaino,  and  bathe  in  rivers  without  being  controlled  by  any 
one,  lo  come  home  and  tnork.  I  felt  very  little.  I  had  been 
dreaming  I  was  a  very  great  man ;  but  that  is  going  off,  and 
I  find  I  shall  conform,  in  time,  to  that  state  of  life  to  which  it 
has  pleased  God  to  call  me.  Besides,  after  all,  Fleel-street 
and  iKe  Strand  are  better  .places  to  live  in  for  good  and  all 
than  amid  Skiddaw.  Still,  1  turn  back  to  those  great  places 
where  I  wandered  about,  participating  in  their  greatness. 
After  all,  I  could  not  live  in  Skiddaw,  I  could  spend  a  year, 
two,  three  years  among  them,  but  I  must  have  a  prospect  of 
seeing  Fleet-street  at  the  end  of  that  time,  or  I  should  mope 
and  pine  away,  I  know.  Still,  Skiddaw  is  a  fine  creature. 
My  habits  arc  changing,  I  think,  i.  e.,  from  drunk  to  sober. 
Whether  I  shall  be  happier  or  no  remains  to  be  proved.  I 
shall  certainly  be  more  happy  in  a  morning ;  but  whether  I 
shall  not  sacrifice  the  fat,  and  the  marrow,  and  the  kidneys, 
t.  e.,  the  night,  glorious  care-drowning  night,  that  heals  all 
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our  wrongs,  pours  wine  into  our  mortifications,  changes  iha 
scene  from  indifferent  and  flat  to  bright  and  brilliant !  Oh 
Manning,  if  I  should  have  formed  a  diabolical  resolution,  by 
the  time  you  come  to  England,  of  not  admitting  any  spiriluoua 
liquors  into  my  house,  will  you  be  my  guest  on  auch  shame- 
worthy  terms  ?  Is  life,  with  such  limitations,  wortii  trying  ? 
Tlie  truth  is,  that  my  liquors  bring  a  nest  of  friendly  harpies 
about  my  house,  who  consume  me.  This  is  a  pitiful  tale  to 
be  read  at  St.  Gothard,  hut  it  ia  just  now  nearest  my  heart. 
F is  a  ruined  man.  He  is  hiding  himself  from  his  credi- 
tors, and  has  sent  his  wife  and  children  into  the  country. 

,  my  other  drunken  companion  (that  has  been ,  nam  hie 

csestus  arlemquerepono),  is  turned  editor  of  a  Naval  Chronicle. 
Godwin  continues  a  steady  friend,  though  the  same  facility 
does  not  remain  of  visiting  him  often.  Holcroft  is  not  yet 
come  to  town.  I  expect  to  see  him,  and  will  deliver  your 
message.  Things  come  crowding  in  to  say,  and  no  room  for 
'em.  Some  things  are  loo  httle  to  be  told,!.  «.,  to  have  a 
preference  ;  some  are  too  big  and  circumstantial.  Thanks 
for  yours,  which  was  most  delicious.  Would  I  had  been  witli 
you,  benighted.  Sic.  I  fear  my  head  ia  turned  with  wandering. 
I  shall  never  be  the  same  acquiescent  being.  Farewell ;  write 
again  quickly,  for  1  shall  not  like  to  hazard  a  letter,  not  know- 
ing where  the  fates  have  carried  you.  Farewell,  my  dear 
fellow 

"  C.  Lamb." 

Lamb  was  fond  of  Latin  composition  when  at  school,  and 
was  then  praised  for  it.  He  waa  always  fond  of  reading 
Latin  verse,  and  late  in  life  taught  his  sister  to  read  it.  About 
this  time  he  hazarded  the  following  Latin  letter  to  Coleridge, 
of  whoso  classical  acquirements  he  stood  in  awe. 


"  Carolns  Agnus  Cloleriilgio  suo  S. 

"Oarissime— Scribis,  ul  nummos  scilicet  epislolarios  solvam 
et  postremo  in  Tarlara  abeam :  immo  tu  poiius  Tariaricum 
(ut  aiunt)  deprehendiati,  qui  me  vernaculi  meS  lingufi  pro 
Bcriba  conductilio  per  tot  annos  satis  eleganler  usum  ad  Lalind 
impure  et  c^nino  fere  ore  latrandum  per  tuasmetepistolas  bene 
compositas  et  concinnalas  percellire  sludueris.  Conabor  ta- 
men  :  All  amen  vereor,  uljEdes  istas  nostri  Christi,  inter  quas 
tantj  diligenlia  magiatri  improba  bonis  literulia,  quasi  per 
dysterem  quendam  injectis,  infrzl  supraque  dim  penitds  im- 
butus  fui.Barneaii  et  Marklandii  doclissimorum  vironim  nomin- 
ibus  adhuc  gaudentes,  barbarismia  meis  peregrinia  el  aliunde 
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quxsitiB  valde  tlehonestavero.  Sed  pergere  quocmique  pi; 
Adeste  igitur,  quotquot  estis,  conjugal  ion  um  decll 
HirmEE,  tetribilia  spectra,  et  tu  imprimis  adea,  Umbra  el  Imago 
maxima  obsoletfe  (Diis  gralije)  VirgK,  qak  novissime  in  meii- 
lem  receptS,  horrescunt  aubiid  natabs,  el  parum  deest  quo 
miiiils  bracoas  meas  ullro  usqiie  ad  crura  demittam,  et  ipse 
puer  pueriliter  ejulem. 

■  ista  tua  Carmina  Chamosiiana  satis  grandia  esse  milii 
constat ;  sed  hoc  mihi  nonnihil  displicet,  quod  in  iis  ills  mon- 
iLiimGrisosonum  inter  seresponsionestotidem  reboant  anglic^, 
God,  God,  hand  aliter  atque  temet  andivi  tuas  montes  Cumbri- 
anas  resonare  docenles,  Tod,  Tod,  nempe  Doctorem  infelicem  : 
vocem  certe  hand  Deum  Sonantem.     Pro  cEeiens  plaudo. 

>'  Itidem  comparationes  istas  tuas  satis  callidas  et  lepidas 
cert^novii  Bed  quid  hoc  ad  verumT  cum  illi  Consulari  viro et 
mentem  irrilabilem  istum  Julsanum  ;  el  etiam  astutias  frigidu- 
las  quasdem  Augualo  propriores,  nequaquam  congruenter  uno 
alHatu  comparationis  causa  insedisse  aflirmaveris :  necnon 
nescio  quid  similitudinis  etiam  cum  Tiberio  tertio  in  loco  soli 
cite  produxeria.  Quid  tibi  equidem  cum  uno  vel  altero  Cssare, 
ciim  universi  Duodecicm  ad  comparationes  tuas  se  uhro  tule- 
tint?    Praeterea, vetustati  adnutans,  comparationes  iniquas  odi 

"  Istas  Wordsworthianas  nuptias  (vel  potius  cujusdam  Ed 
tnundii  tui)  te  retulisse  miri&cum  gaudeo.  Valeas,  Maria, 
forlunata  nimium,  et  antique  ill%  Maris  Virgini  (comparati- 
one  plusqiiam  Csesareana)  forsitan  comparanda,  quoniam '  beata 
inter  mulierea  :'  et  etiam  fortasse  Wordsworlhium  ipsum  tuum 
maritum :  Angelo  Salutato;-!  tequare  fas  erit,  quoniam  e  Ctelo 
(ut  i!le)  descendunt  et  Musce  et  ipss  Musicols :  at  Words- 
worthium  Musarum  observantissjmum  semper  novi.  Necnon 
te  quoque  affinitate  hac  nova,  Dorothea,  gratulor ;  et  tu  certe 
alterum  donum  Dei. 

"  Istum  Ladum,  quem  tu,  Coleridgi,  Americanum  garris,  a 
Ludo  (ut  Ludi  sunt)  maxime  abhorrentem  prfetereo :  nempe 
quid  ad  Ludum  attinet,  totius  illee  gentis  Columbianie,  a  nostril 
genie,  eadem  stirpe  ortfi,  ludi  singuli  causa  voluntatem  perpo- 
ram  alienare  ?    Quseso  ego  materiam  ludi :  te  Bella  ingeris. 

"Denique  valeas,  et  quid  de  Latinitaie  mea  putes,  dicas: 
r^icias  ut  opossum  ilium  nostrum  volanlem  vel  (ut  tu  malis) 
qucndam  Piscem  errabundum,  a  me  salvum  et  pulchferrimum 
esse  jubeas.  Valeant  uxor  tua  cum  Hartleiio  nostro.  Sorov 
mea  salva  est  et  ego  ■  vos  et  ipsa  ^alvere  jubet  Ulterius 
progrediii  noa  liquet    homo  sum  Eeratus 

"  P.S.  Pene  nnhi  esciderat  apud  me  eosi,  Librorura  a 
lohanno  Miltono  Latm^  scnptorum  volumma  duo  qus  (Deo 
nolente)  cum  cietens  tuis  jjbns  ocj  is  citms  pir  Maria  ad  ts 
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miasura  curabo :  aed  me  in  hoc  tali  genere  rerum  nuUo  modo 
festinantem  novisti ;  habes  confitentem  reiim.  Hoc  solum 
dici  Testat,  praedicta  volumina  pulchra  esse  et  omnia  opera 
Latina  J.  M.  in  se  continere.  Circa  defensionem  islam  Pro 
Pop".  Ang°.  acerrimam   in   prfesens   ipse  prteclaro  gaudio 

"  .Fussa  Ilia  Stuarlina  faciam  ut  diligenter  colam. 
"  Ilerum  iterumque  Taleas ; 

"  El  faciaa  memor  sis  noatri." 

I'he  publication  of  ihe  second  volume  of  the  "Anthology" 
gave  occasion  to  the  following  letter: — 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGt 

"In  the  next  edition  of  the  'Anthology' {which  Phcebua 
avert,  and  those  nine  other  wandering  maids  also  !)  please  to 
blot  out  gentle -hearted,  and  substitute  drunken-dog,  ragged 
head,  seld-ahaven,  odd-eyed,  stuttering,  or  any  other  epithet 
wfiich  truly  and  properly  belongs  to  the  gentleman  in  question. 
And  for  Charles  read  Tom,  or  Bob,  or  Richard,  for  mere  del- 
icacy. "  Hang  you,  I  was  beginning  to  forgive  yoo,  and  believe 
in  earnest  that  the  lugging  in  of  my  proper  name  was  purely 
unintentional  on  your  part,  when,  looking  back  for  further  con- 
viction, stares  me  in  the  face  Charles  Lamb  of  the  India 
House.  Nowl  am  convinced  itwas  all  done  in  malice,  heaped, 
sack-upon-aaek,  congregated,  studied  malice.  You  dog !  your 
Hlsl  page  shall  not  save  you.  I  own  I  waa  jnst  ready  to 
acknowledge  that  there  is  a  something  not  unlike  good  poetry 
in  that  page,  if  you  had  not  run  into  the  unintelligible  abstrac- 
tion-fit about  the  manner  of  the  Deity's  making  spirits  perceive 
Ida  presence.  God,  nor  created  thing  alive,  can  receive  any 
honour  from  such  thin,  show-box  attributes.  By-the-by,  where 
did  you  pick  up  that  scandaloua  piece  of  private  hiatory  about 
the  angel  and  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire  ?  If  it  is  a  fiction 
of  your  own,  why  truly  it  is  a  very  modest  one  for  you.  Now 
I  do  affirm  that  Lewti  is  a  very  beautiful  poem.  I  was  in 
earnest  when  I  praised  it.  It  describes  a  silly  species  of  ono 
not  the  wisest  of  passions ;  therefore  it  cannot  deeply  affect 
a  disenthralled  mind.  But  such  imagery,  such  novelty,  such 
delicacy,  and  such  versification,  never  got  into  an  '  Anthology* 
before.  I  am  only  sorry  that  the  cause  of  all  the  passionate 
complaint  is  not  greater  than  the  trifling  circumstance  of  Lewti 
being  out  of  temper  one  day.  Gaulberto  certainly  has  con- 
siderable originality,  but  sadly  wants  finishing.  It  is,  as  it  is, 
one  of  the  very  best  in  the  book.  Next  to  Lewti  I  like  the 
Raven,  which  has  a  good  deal  of  humour.     I  was  pleased  to 
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ei)  it  again,'for  you  once  sent  it  me,  and  I  have  lost  the  letter 
which  contained  it.  Now  1  am  on  thp  subject  of  Anthologies, 
I  must  say  I  am  sorry  the  old  pastoral  way  is  lallen  into  dis 
repute.     The  gentry  which  now  endtte  somiets  are  certainly 

he  legitimate  descendants  of  ihe  ancient  Shepherds.  The 
same  simpering  face  of  description,  the  old  family  face,  is 
visib.y  continued  in  the  line.  Some  of  their  ancestors'  labours 
are  yet  lo  be  found  in  Allan  Ramsay's  and  Jacob  Tonson's 
Miscellaniot.  But  miscellanies  decaying,  and  the  old  pastoral 
way  dying  of  mere  want  their  successors  (driven  from  their 
paternal  acres)  nowadays  settle  and  live  upon  Magazines  and 
Anthologies.  This  race  of  men  are  uncommonly  addicted 
to.  superstition :  some  of  them  are  idolators  and  worship  the 
moon  ;  others  deify  qualities,  as  love,  friendship,  sensibility  ; 
or  bare  accidents,  as  Solitude,  Grief  and  Melancholy  have 
their  respective  altars  and  temples  among  them,  as  the  hea- 
thens bnilded  theirs  to  Mors,  Febiis,  PaUor,  &c.  They  all 
agree  in  ascribing  a  peculiar  sanctity  to  the  number  fourteen. 
One  of  their  own  legislators  affirmeth,  that  whatever  exceeds 
that  number  '  encroachelh  upon  the  province  of  the  elegy ;' 
vice  versa,  whatever  '  cometh  short  of  that  number  'abulteth 
upon  the  premises  of  the  epigram.'  I  have  been  able  to  dis- 
cover but  few  images  in  their  temples,  which,  like  the  caves 
of  Delphos  of  old,  are  famous  for  giving  echoes.  They  impute 
a  religious  importance  to  the  letter  O,  whether  because  by  its 
roundness  it  is  thought  to  typify  the  moon,  the  principal  god- 
dess, or  for  its  analogies  to  their  own  labours,  all  ending  where 
they  ^egan,  or  for  what  other  high,  and  mystical  reference  I 
have  never  been  able  to  discover,  but  I  observe  they  never 
begin  with  invocations  to  their  gods  without  it,  except,  indeed, 
one  insignificant  sect  among  them,  who  use  the  Doric  A, 
pronounced  like  Ah!  broad,  instead.  These  boast  to  have 
restored  the  old  Dorian  mood. 

"C.  L." 

The  following  letter  imbodies  in  strong  language  Lamb's 
disgust  at  the  rational  mode  of  educating  children.  While  he 
gave  utterance  to  a  deep  and  hearted  feeling  of  jealousy  for 
ths  old  delightful  books  of  fancy  whicTi  were  banished  by  ihe 
seiise  of  Mrs.  Barbauld,  he  cherished  great  respect  for  that 

ady's  power  as  a  true  English  prose  writer;  and  spoke  often 
of  her  "  Essay  on  Inconsistent  Eipeclalions"  as  alike  bold 

and  origind  in  thought  and  elegant  in  style. 
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-I  read  daily  your  political  essays.  I  mas  particjlarly 
pleased  with  '  Once  a  Jacobin :'  though  the  argument  is  ob- 
vious enough,  the  style  was  less  swelling  than  your  things 
sometimes  are,  and  it  was  plausible'  ad  pcpulum.     A  vessel 

has  just  arrived  from  Jamaica  with  the  news  of  poor 'a 

death.  He  died  at  Jamaica  of  the  yellow  fever.  His  course 
was  rapid,  and  he  had  been  very  foolish,  but  I  believe  there 
was  more  of  kindness  and  warmth  in  him  than  in  almost  any 
other  of  our  sclioolfeliows.  The  annual  meeting  of  the  Blues 
is  to-morrow,  at  the  London  Tavern,  where  poor  Sammy  dined 
with  them  two  years  ago,  and  attracted  the  notice  of  all  by 
the  singular  foppishness  of  his  dress.  When  men  go  off  the 
stage  so  early,  it  scarce  seems  a  noticeable  thing  in  their  epi- 
taphs  whether  they  have  been  wise  or  silly  in  their  lifetime. 

"I  am  glad  the  snuff  and  Pi-pos's*  books  please.  'Goody 
Two  Shoes'  is  almost  out  of  print.  Mrs.  Barbauld's  stuff  has 
bnnished  all  the  old  classics  of  the  nursery  ;  and  the  shopman 
at  Newbery's  hardly  deigned  to  reach  them  off  an  old  exploded 
comer  of  a  shelf  when  Mary  asked  for  them.  Mrs.  B.'s  and 
Mrs.  Trimmer's  nonsense  lay  in  piles  about.  Knowledge  in- 
significant and  vapid  as  Mrs.  B.'s  books  convey,  it  seems,  must 
come  to  a  child  in  the  shape  of  knowledge,  and  his  empty  nod- 
dle must  be  turned  with  conceit  of  his  own  powers  when  he 
has  learned  that  a  horse  is  an  animal,  and  Billy  is  better  than 
a  horse,  and  such  like :  instead  of  tliat  beautiful  interest  in 
wild  tales  which  made  the  child  a  man,  while  all  the  tiilie  he 
suspected  himself  to  be  no  bigger  than  a  child.  Science  has 
succeeded  to  poetry  no  less  in  the  little  walks  of  children  than 
with  men.  Is  there  no  possibility  of  averting  this  sore  evil] 
Think  of  what  you  would  have  been  now,  if,  instead  of  being 
" I,  you  had  been 


fed  with  tales  and  ol3  wivej 

s'  fables  in  childhood, 

crammed  with  gecn^phy  t 

md  natural  history ' 

H     g    h  m      Im 

h               d 

bl  gl          d  bl          f   1!  h 

1    m          m 

A          h            1 

1            d 

1             d  h      d    J          V 

h               m      p 

y  )     pi         If  h  J 

g    d          1       11  b 

r        ig          idb    , 

50/      J            Ij 

h     Ih      ,1    h     Idl 

"  Have  you  anticipated  it,  or  could  not  yon  give 
Bonaparte  with  Cromwell,  particularly  as  the  cor 
deeds  affecting/orei^  states  ?  Cromwell's  interference  for  the 
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Albigenses,  B.'s  against  the  Swiss.  Then  religion  wouW 
corae  in ;  and  Milton  and  you  could  rant  about  our  countrymen 
of  that  period.  This  is  a  hasty  suggestion,  and  the  more 
hasly  because  I  want  my  supper.  I  have  just  finished  Chap- 
man's Homer.  Did  you  ever  read  it?  It  has  most  the  con- 
tinuous power  of  interesting  you  all  along,  like  a  rapid  original, 
of  any  ;  and,  in  the  uncommon  excellence  of  the  more  finished 
parts,  goes  beyond  Fairfax  or  any  of  'em.  The  metre  is  four- 
teen syllables,  and  capable  of  all  sweetness  and  grandeur. 
Cowper's  ponderous  blank  verse  detains  you  every  step  with 
some  heavy  Miltonism ;  Chapman  gallops  off  with  you  his 
own  free  pace.  Take  a  simile  for  example.  The  council 
breaks  up— 

'  Being  abroad,  the  earth  was  overlaid 
With  flockera  lo  them,  that  came  forth ;  as  when  of  frequent  Oees 
Snarma  rise  out  of  a  hollovr  rock,  repairing  the  degrees 
Of  their  fgrfssion  endhaslgj  juith  ever  nxatg  new 

From  fortli  their  sweet  neet ;  as  their  store,  still  as  it  faded,  gtew, 
Atid  never  wtndd  cease  tending fnrlh  hfr  clustrrj  to  the  aprirt^j 
They  slill  crowd  out  so ;  this  flock  here,  that  there,  belabouring 
Theloaded  flowers.    So,' &<:.,  &.C. 

"  What  endless  egression  of  phrases  the  dog  commands  ! 

"  Take  another,  Agamemnon  wounded,  bearing  bis  wound 
heroically  for  the  sake  of  the  army  (look  below)  to  a  womai: 
in  labour. 

■  He,  with  his  lance,  sword,  mighty  stones,  pour'd  his  heroic  wreak 
On  other  squadrons  of  the  foa,  whiles  yet  warm  blood  did  break 
Through  his  cleft  veins^  but  when  the  wound  was  quite  exhaust  and  crude. 
The  eager  tmgaisti  did  approre  bis  princely  fortitude. 
As  wh^  most  sharp  aad  bitter  panes  distract  a  labouring  dame, 
Which  the  divioe  luthiae,  that  rule  the  painful  frame 

Of  human  cMldbitSi,  pour  0-  ■— -  "--  "■"-■-  "■ 

The  daughters  of  Saturnia ; 

The  woman  in  her  travail  at. 

With  thought,  it  must  be,  'lit  lov^a  fruit,  the  mj/or  ahich  eht  lives; 

The  meaa  to  make  herself  neio  bom,  uluU  amforls  will  redound : 

So,'  &c. 

"  I  will  tell  you  more  about  Chapman  and  his  pecuUarilief 
in  my  next.     I  am  much  interested  in  him. 

"Yours,  ever  affectionately,  and  Pi-pos's, 

"  C.  L." 

The  following  fragment  of  a  letter  about  this  time  to  Cole 
ridge  refers  to  an  offer  of  Coleridge  to  supply  Lamb  with  lit. 
eral  translations  from  the  German,  which  he  might  versify  (oi 
the  "  Morning  Post,"  for  the  increase  of  Lamb's  slender  in- 


"  Dear  Coleridge— Your  off'eT  about  the  German  poems 
exceedingly  kind  ;  but  I  do  not  think  it  a  wire  specuiatio 
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because  the  time  it  would  take  you  to  put  them  into  proap 
would  be  nearly  as  great  as  if  you  versified  them.  Indeed  I 
n  could  do  the  one  nearly  as  soon  as  the  other ;  so 

1  d  of  a  division  of  labour,  it  would  be  only  a  niulli 

pi  n      But  ]  will  think  of  your  offer  in  another  light,     I 

d  }  1    ould  find  many  things  of  a  light  nature  to  snii  that 

p  p  wh  h  you  would  not  object  to  pass  upon  Stuart  as  your 
nn  nd  I  hould  come  in  for  some  light  profits,  and  Stuart 
h  k  he  more  highly  of  your  assiduity.  '  Bishop  Hall's 
Characters'  I  know  nothing  about,  having  never  seen  them 
But  I  will  reconsider  your  offer,  which  is  very  plausible  ;  for 
as  to  the  drudgery  of  going  every  day  to  an  editor  with  my 
scraps,  like  a  pedler,  for  him  to  pick  out  and  tumble  about  my 
ribands  and  posies,  and  to  wait  in  his  lobby,  &c.,  no  money 
could  make  up  for  the  degradation.  You  are  in  too  high  re- 
quest with  him  to  have  anything  unpleasant  of  that  sort  to 
submit  to. 


[The  letter  refers  to  several  articles  and  books  which  Lamb 
promised  to  send  to  Coleridge,  and  proceeds ;] 

"  You  must  write  me  word  whether  the  cap  and  Miltons 
ire  worth  paying  carriage  for.  You  have  a  Milton ;  but  it  is 
pleasanter  to  eat  one's  own  peaa  out  of  one's  own  garden,  than 
to  buy  them  by  the  peck  at  Oovent  Garden ;  and  a  book  reads 
the  better  which  is  our  own,  and  has  been  so  long  known  to 
us,  that  we  know  the  topography  of  its  blots,  and  dogs-ears, 
and  can  trace  the  dirt  in  it  to  having  read  it  at  tea  with  buttered 
muffins,  or  over  a  pipe,  which  I  think  is  the  maximum.  But, 
Coleridge  you  must  accept  these  little  things,  and  not  think 
f  gm      yf      hmfrldo  not  set  up  for  a  factor  or 

g         1     g  A    r     f  c  debts  of  151.,  I'll  think  you 

d      m    g       d  ble  myself  seriously  to  attend  to 

y  M     b  d  L         j       p    perly  correct;   but  nataies  for 

W  d  y     1  knew  better.     Pragrediri,  or 

Srf    I  h      h      d  ff"  my  authority  being  Ainsworth. 

owever,  as  I  hate  got  a  fit  of  Latin,  you  will  now  and  then 
indulge  me  with  an  epistola.  I  pay  the  postage  of  this,  and 
propose  doing  it  by  turns.  In  that  case  I  can  now  and  then 
write  to  you  without  remorse  ;  not  that  you  would  mind  the 
money,  but  you  have  not  always  ready  cash  to  answer  small 
demands,  the  epistolarii  nuntmi. 

"  Tour  'Epigram  on  the  Sun  and  Moon  in  Germany'  la  ad- 
mirable. Take  'em  all  together,  they  are  as  good  as  Hatring- 
.on's      I  will  muster  up  all  the  conceits  I  can,  and  you  shall 
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a  packet  some  day.     You  and  I  together  can  answer  all 
!y     y  I  d     n  a  terrible  charger  (like 

Homer,  i  n  B  I  f  h  B  ks},  at  the  head  of  the  cav- 
alry ;  I  w  11  !  d  h  1  gh  h  1  have  just  heard  from 
Sloddart.  All  d  h  d  king  Keswick  in  their  way 
home.  All  w  h  d  p  I  Ij  to  have  it  a  secret  that  he 
is  in  Sco  1  d  d  w  m  accordingly  very  urgently, 
As  luck  w  I  h  d  Id  b  ihree  or  four;  but  Mary 
hl.d  told  Mrs.  G— — ,  ol  Christ  s  Hospital ! 

"  For  the  present,  farewell :  never  forgetting  love  to  Pipos 
and  his  friends. 

"C.  Lamb." 


"  Wednesday  nigtii, 
"Observe,  there  comes  io  you,  by  the  Kendal  wagon  to 
jTTow,  the  illustrious  4th  of  November,  a  box,  containing 
the  Miltons,  the  strange  Americwi  Bible,  with  White's  brief 
note,  to  which  you  will  attend ; '  Baxter's  Holy  Commonwealth,' 
for  which  you  stand  indebted  to  me  3s,  6d. ;  an  odd  volume 
oF  Montaigne,  being  of  no  use  to  ine,  I  having  the  whole  ;  cer- 
tain books  belonging  lo  Wordsworth,  as  do  also  the  strange 
thick-hoofed  shoes,  which  are  very  much  admired  at  in  Lon- 
don. All  these  sundries  I  commend  to  your  most  strenuous 
looking  after.  If  you  find  the  Miltons  in  certain  parts  dirtied 
and  soiled  with  a  crumb  of  right  Gloucester  blacked  in  the 
candle  (my  usual  supper),  or,  peradventure,  a  stray  ash  of 
tobacco  wafted  into  the  crevices,  look  to  that  passage  more 
especially ;  depend  upon  it,  it  contains  good  matter.  I  have 
got  your  little  Milton,  which,  as  it  contains  '  Salmasius' — and 
I  make  a  rule  of  never  hearing  but  one  side  of  the  question 
(why  should  I  distract  myself?) — I  shall  return  to  you  when  I 
pick  up  the  Latina  opera.  1'he  first  Defence  is  the  greatest 
work  among  them,  because  it  is  uniformly  great,  and  such  as 
is  befitting  the  very  mouth  of  a  great  nation,  speaking  for 

itself.     But  the  second  Defence,  which  is  bi"' '    ■ 

of  splendid  episodes,  slightly  tied  together,  h; 
which,  if  you  have  not  read,  I  conjure  you  to  lose  no  time,  qui 
read  it ;  it  is  his  consolations  in  his  blindness,  whidi  had  been 
made  a  reproach  to  him.  It  begins  whimsically,  with  poeti- 
cal flourishes  about  Tiresias  and  other  blind  worthies  (which 
still  are  mainly  interesting  as  displaying  his  singular  mind,  and 
n  what  degree  poetry  entered  into  his  daily  soul,  not  by  fits 
and  impulses,  but  ingrained  and  innate),  but  the  concluding 
page,  i.  c,  of  this  passage  (not  the  Defensis),  which  yoii  will 
easily  find,  divested  of  all  brags  and  flourishes,  gives  so  ratiomiL 
V.it,.  I.— G 
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50  true  an  enumeration  of  his  comforts,  so  human,  ihat  ii  cdu- 
not  be  read  without  the  deepest  interest.  Take  one  (ouch  of 
the  rehgious  part: — 'Et  sane  hand  ultima  Dei  cura  cfeci  (tM 
blind  folks,  I  understand  it ;  not  nos  for  ego)  Bunlus ;  qui  nos, 
quorainus  quicquam  aliud  prseter  ipsum  cemere  valemus,  eo 
clementius  atque  benignius  respicere  dignatur.  Vae  qui  iilu- 
dit  nos.  Tie  qui  Isdit,  execralione  publica  devovendo  ;  nos  ah 
injuriis  hominum  non  modo  incolumes,  sed  pene  sacros  divina 
lex  reddidit, divinus  favor;  nee  tarn  oculorum  Meludine qnum 
calestium  alarum  umbrA  has  nobis  fecisse  tenebras  videtur, 
facias  illnslrare  nirsus  intetiore  ao  longe  pneslabiliore  lumine 
hand  raro  solel.  Hue  refero,  quod  et  amici  officiosius  nunc 
etiam  quam  solebant,  colunt,  observant,  adsunt ;  quod  et  non- 
nuUi  sunt,  quibuscum  Pyladeas  alque  Theseas  allemfire  voces 
verorum  amiconim  liceal, 


'  Vade  gubemaculum  m 


All  this,  and  much  more,  is  highly  pleasing  to  know.  But 
you  may  easily  find  it ;  ami  I  don't  know  wliy  I  put  down  So 
many  words  about  it,  but  for  the  pleasure  of  writing  to  you, 
and  the  want  of  another  topic. 

"  C.  La  DIB. 

"  To-morrow  I  expect  with  anxiety  S.  T.  C's  letter  to  Mr 
Fox." 

The  year  1803  passed  without  any  event  to  disturb  the  dull 
current  of  Lamb's  toilsome  life.  He  wrole  nothing  this  year 
except  some  newspaper  squibs,  and  the  delightful  little  poem 
on  the  death  of  Hester  Savory,  This  he  sent  to  Manning  at 
Paris,  with  the  following  account. of  its  subject; — "Dear 
Manning,  I  send  you  some  verses  I  have  made  on  the  death 
of  a  young  Quaker  you  may  have  heard  me  speak  of  as  being 
in  love  with  for  some  years  while  I  lived  at  PenlonviUe,  though 
I  had  never  spoken  to  her  in  my  life.  She  died  about  a  raonih 
since.  If  you  have  interest  with  the  Abb6  de  Lille,  you  may 
get  'em  translated ;  he  has  done  as  much  for  the  Georgics." 
The  verses  must  have  been  written  in  the  very  happiest  of 
Lamb's  serious  moods.  1  cannot  refrain  from  the  luxury  of 
quoting  the  conclusion,  though  many  readers  have  it  by  heart 

"  My  eprighlly  neighbour,  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore ' 
Shall  we  not  meet  as  heretofore, 
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My  dear  Manning— The  general  scape  of  your  letter  al 
forded  no  indications  of  insanity,  but  some  particular  poiiita 
raised  a  scruple.  For  God's  sake  don't  think  any  more  of 
'  Independent  Tartary,'  What  are  you  to  do  among  such 
Ethiopians  I  Is  there  no  lineal  descendant  of  Prester  John  ? 
Is  the  chair  empty?  Is  the  sword  unswayed?  Depend  npon  it 
they'll  never  make  you  their  king  as  long  as  any  branch  of 
that  great  stock  is  remaining.  I  tremble  for  your  Christianity, 
Read  Sir  John  Mandeville's  travels  to  cure  you,  ot  come  over 
to  England.  There  is  a  Tartar  man  now  exhibiting  at  Exeter 
Change.  Come  and  talk  with  him,  and  hear  what  he  says 
first.  Indeed,  he  is  no  very  favourable  specimen  of  his  coun- 
trymen.! But,  perhaps,  the  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  try  to 
get  the  idea  out  of  your  head.  For  this  purpose  repeat  to 
yourself  every  night,  after  you  have  said  your  prayers,  the 
words  Independent  Tartary,  Independent  Tariary,  two  or  three 
times,  and  associate  with  them  the  idea  of  oblivion  ('tis  Hart- 
ley's method  with  obstinate  memories),  or  say.  Independent, 
Independent,  have  I  not  already  got  an  independence?  That 
was  a  clever  way  of  the  old  Puritans,  pun-divinity.  My  dear 
friend,  think  what  a  sad  pity  it  would  be  to  bury  such  parts 
in  heathen  countries,  among  nasty,  unconversable,  horse-belch- 
ing, Tartar  people  !  Some  say  they  are  Cannibals  ;  and  (hen, 
conceive  a  Tartar-fellow  eating  my  friend,  and  adding  the  coot 
malignity  of  mustard  and  vinegar !  I  am  afraid  'lis  the  read 
ing  of  Chaucer  has  misled  you ;  [lis  foolish  stories  about  Cam- 
buscan,  and  the  ring,  and  the  horse  of  brass.  Believe  me, 
there  are  no  such  things,  'tis  all  the  poet's  invention ;  but  if 
there  was  such  darling  things  as  old  Chaucer  sings,  I  would 
up  behind  you  on  the  horse  of  brass,  and  frisk  off  for  Prester 
John's  country.  But  these  all  are  tales ,  a  horse  of  brass 
ne-^er  flew,  and  a  king's  daughter  never  talked  with  birds ! 
The  Tartars,  really,  are  a  cold,  insipid,  smouchey  set.  You'll 
be  sadly  moped  (if  you  are  not  eaten)  among  thorn.  Pray 
try  and  cure  yourself.  Take  hellebore  (the  counsel  is  Hor- 
ace's, 'twas  none  of  ray  thought  originally).  Shave  yourself 
oftener.  Eat  no  saffron,  for  saffron -eaters  contract  a  terrible 
Tartar-like  yellow.     Pray  to  avoid  llie  fiend.     Eat  nothing 
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ihat  gives  the  heartburn.  Shave  the  upper  Up.  Go  about  like 
a  European.  Read  no  boolts  of  voyages  (they  are  nothing 
but  lies),  only  now  and  then  a  romance,  to  keep  ihe  fancy 
iindnT.  Above  all,  don't  go  to  any  sights  of  wild  beasts.  That 
has  been  your  ruin.  AccusWm  yourself  to  wrile  familiar  let- 
ters, on  common  subjects,  to  your  friends  in  England,  such  as 
are  of  a  moderate  understanding.  And  think  about  common 
:hing8  more.  I  supped  last  night  with  Rickman,  and  met  a 
merry  natural  captain,  who  pleases  himself  vastly  with  once 
having  made  a  pun  at  Otaheite  in  the  O.  language.*  'Tis  the 
same  man  who  said  Shakspeare  he  liked,  because  he  was  so 
much  of  the  gentleman.  Hickman  is  a  man  '  absolute  in  all 
numbers.'  1  think  I  may  one  day  bring  you  acquainted,  if  you 
do  not  go  to  Tartary  first ;  for  you'll  never  come  back.  Have 
a  care,  my  dear  friend,  of  Anthropophagi  1  their  siomachs  are 
always  craving,  'Tis  terrible  to  be  weighed  out  at  fivepence 
a  pound.  To  sit  at  table  {the  reverse  of  fishes  in  Holland), 
not  as  a  guest,  but  as  a  meal. 

"God  blesa  you:  do  come  to  England.  Air  and  exercise 
may  do  great  things.  Talk  with  some  minister.  Why  noi 
your  father  T 

"  God  dispose  all  for  the  best.     I  have  discharged  my  duly. 
"  Your  sincere  friend, 

"  C.  Lahb, 

'19  th  Febiuaty,  1S03,  London." 


"  Not  a  sentence,  not  a  syllable  of  Triamegislus,  shall  be 
,'ost  through  my  neglect.  1  am  his  word-banker,  his  store- 
keeper of  puns  and  syllogisms.  You  cannot  conceive  (and, 
if  Trismegistus  cannot,  no  man  can)  the  strange  joy  which  I 
I'eh  at  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  Paris,  It  seemed  to  give 
me  a  learned  importance,  which  placed  me  above  all  who  had 
not  Parisian  correspondents.  Believe  that  I  shall  carefully 
husband  every  scrap,  which  will  save  you  the  trouble  of 
memory,  when  you  come  back.  You  cannot  write  things  so 
trifiing,  let  them  only  be  about  Paris,  which  I  shall  not  treas- 
ure. In  particular,  I  must  have  parallels  of  actors  and  ac- 
tresses. I  must  be  told  if  any  building  in  Paris  is  at  all  com- 
parable lo  Saint  Paul's,  which,  contrary  w>  the  usual  mode  of 
that  part  of  our  nature  called  admiration,  I  have  looked  up  tn 
with  unfading  wonder  every  morning  at  ten  o'clock,  ever  since 

•  Captain,  oderward  Admiral  Bumey,  who  became  one  of  the  most  con- 
Biant  attendants  on  Lamb's  parties,  and  whose  son,  Martin,  grew  up  in  his 
stiongest  regard,  and  received  the  honour  of  Ihe  dedication  of  the  Bccnnd  vol 
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It  has  lain  in  my  way  to  business.  At  noon  I  casually  glance 
upon  It,  being  hungry ;  and  hunger  has  not  much  taste  for  the 
fine  arts.  la  any  night-wallc  comparable  to  a  walk  from  St, 
Paul's  to  Charing  Cross,  for  lighting,  and  paving,  crowds  going 
and  coining  wiAout  respite,  the  rattle  of  coaches,  and  the 
cheerfulness  of  shops  ?  Have  you  seen  a  man  guillotined  yet  ? 
Is  it  as  good  as  hanging  I  Are  the  women  all  painted,  and  tlio 
men  all  monkeys?  or  arc  there  not  a  few  that  look  hke  ra- 
tional of  both  sexes?  Are  you  and  the  first  consul  thick? 
All  this  expense  of  ink  I  may  fairly  put  you  lo,  as  your  letters 
will  not  be  solely  for  my  proper  pleasure ;  but  are  lo  serve  as 
memoranda  and  notices,  helps  for  short  memory,  a  kind  of 
Eumfordizing  recollection  for  yourself  on  your  return.  Your 
letter  was  just  what  a  letter  should  be,  crammed,  and  very 
funny.  Every  part  of  it  pleased  me  till  you  came  lo  Paris,  and 
your  philosophical  indolence  or  indiff'erence  stung  me.  You 
cannot  stir  from  your  rooms  till  you  know  the  language  ! 
What  the  devil !  are  men  nothing  but  word-trumpets !  Are 
men  all  tongue  and  ear  1  Have  these  creatures,  that  you  and  I 
profess  lo  know  something  about,  no  faces,  gestures,  gabble, 
no  folly,  no  absurdity,  no  induction  of  French  education  upon 
the  abstract  idea  of  men  and  women,  no  similitude  or  dis- 
similitude to  English  ?  Why,  thou  cursed  Smellfungus  !  your 
account  of  your  landing  and  reception,  and  BuUen  (I  forget 
how  you  spell  it,  it  was  spelt  my  way  in  Harry  the  Eighth's 
time)  was  exactly  in  that  minute  style  which  strong  impres- 
sions INSPIRE  (writing  to  a  Frenchman,  I  write  as  3  French- 
man would).  It  appears  to  me  as  if  I  should  die  with  joy  at 
the  first  landing  in  a  foreign  country-.  It  is  the  nearest  pleas- 
ure which  a  grown  man  can  substitute  for  that  unknown  one 
which  he  can  never  know,  the  pleasure  of  the  first  entrance 
into  hfe  from  the  womb.  I  dare  say,  in  a  short  time,  my  hab- 
its would  come  back  like  a  '  stronger  man'  armed,  and  drive 
out  that  new  pleasure  ;  and  I  should  soon  sicken  from  known 
objects.  Nothing  has  transpired  here  that  seems  to  me  of 
sufficient  importance  to  send  dry-shod  over  the  water  ;  but  I 
suppose  you  will  want  to  be  told  some  news.  The  best  and 
the  worst  to  me  is,  that  I  have  given  up  two  .guineas  a  week 
at  the  '  Post,'  and  regained  my  health  and  spirits,  which  were 
upon  the  wane.  I  grew  sick,  and  Smart  unsatisfied.  Ludisti 
■'alis,tem.pus  aUre  est :  I  must  cut  closer,  that's  all.  Mister  Fell, 
or,  aa  you,  with  your  usual  facetiousness  and  drollery,  call  him, 
Mr,  F+U  has  stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  his  play.  Some 
friejid  has  told  him  thai  it  has  not  the  least  merit  in  it.  Oh  , 
that  I  had  the  rectifying  of  the  Litany  !  I  would  put  in  a.  libeTa 
tios  {Scriptores   tndelicel)  ab  amicis  !     Thai's  all  the   new* 
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A  propos  (la  it  pedautry,  writing  to  a  Fr  n  hm  n  o  exp  h 
myself  sometimes  by  a  French  word,  wh  n  En^l  1  one 
would  not  do  as  well  ?  metiunks  my  th  ugh     f  11     a  u    1!} 

"  Wy  dear  Manning — Altnough  something  of  the  latest,  and 
after  two  months'  waiting,  your  letter  was  highly  gratifying. 
Some  parts  want  a  little  explication ;  for  example,  '  the  god- 
like face  of  the  first  consul.'  What  god  does  he  most  resem- 
ble. Mars,  Bacchus,  or  Apollo  ?  or  the  god  Serapis,  who,  flying 
(as  Egyptian  chronicles  deliver)  from  the  fury  of  the  d(»g 
Anubis  (the  hieroglyph  of  an  English  mastiff),  lighted  upon 
Monomotapa  (or  the  land  of  apes),  by  some  thought  lo  be 
Old  France,  and  there  set  up  a  tyranny,  &c.  Our  London 
prints  of  him  represent  him  gloomy  and  sulky,  like  an  angry 
Jupiter.  I  hear  that  he  is  very  small,  even  less  than  me.  I 
envy  you  your  access  to  this  great  man,  much  more  than  your 
stances  and  conversaziones,  which  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
must  be  something  dull.  What  you  assert  concerning  the  ac- 
tors of  Paris,  that  they  exceed  our  comedians,  bad  as  ours  are, 
is  impossible.  In  one  sense  it  may  be  true,  that  their  fine 
gentlemen,  in  what  is  called  genteel  comedy,  may  possibly 
be  more  brisk  and  digage  than  Mr.  Caulfield  or  Mr.  Whitfield, 
but  have  any  of  them  the  power  to  move  laughter  in  excess? 
or  can  a  Frenchman  laugh?  Can  they  batter  at  your  judicious 
ribs  till  they  sliake,  nothing  loath  to  be  so  shaken  ?  This  is 
John  Bull's  criterion,  and  it  shall  be  mine._  You  are  Frenchi- 
fied. Both  your  taste  and  morals  are  corrupt  and  perv^erled. 
By-and-by  you  will  come  to  assert  that  Bonaparte  is  aa  great 
a  general  as  the  old  Duke  of  Cumberland,  and  deny  that  one 
Englishman  can  beat  three  Frenchmen,  Read  Henry  the 
Fifth  to  restore  your  orthodoxy.  All  things  continue  at  a  stay- 
still  in  London.  I  cannot  repay  your  new  novelties  with  my 
stale  reminiscences.  Like  the  prodigal,  1  have  spent  my 
patrimony,  and  feed  upon  the  supetannuaied  chaff  and  dry 
husks  of  repentance ;  yet  sometimes  I  remember  with  pleas 
ure  the  hounds  and  horses  which  I  kept  in  the  days  of  my 
prodigality.  I  find  nothing  new,  nor  any  thing  ihat  has  so 
much  of  the  gloss  and  daazle  of  novelty  as  may  rebound  in 
narrative,  and  cast  a  reflective  glimmer  across  the  channel. 
Dii  I  send  you  an  epitaph  I  scribbled  upon  a  poor  girt  who 
died  at  nineteen ;  a  good  girl,  and  a  pretty  girl,  and  a  clever 
girl,  but  strangely  neglected  by  all  her  friends  and  kin  ? 
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Only  tbis  cold  funeral  stone 

Tells  she  was  beloved  bj  one. 

Who  on  the  marhle  graves  his  moan.' 

"I  send  you  this,  being  the  only  piece  of  poetry  I  have 
June  since  the  muses  ail  weni  with  T.  M.  to  Paris.  I  have 
neither  stulT  in  m^  brain  nor  paper  in  my  drawer  to  write 
you  a  longer  letter.  Liquor,  and  company,  and  wicked  tobacco, 
a'  nights,  have  quite  dispericraniated  me,  as  one  may  eay ; 
but  you,  who  spiritualize  upon  Champagne,  may  continue  to 
wrile  long  long  letters,  and  stuiF'era  with  amusement  lo  the 
end.  Too  long  they  cannot  be,  any  more  than  a  codicil  to  n, 
will  which  leaves  me  sundry  parks  and  manors  not  specified 
in  the  deed.  But  don't  be  two  months  before  you  write  again. 
These  from  merry  old  England,  on  the  day  of  her  vdiant 
patioR  St.  George. 

"C.  Lamb." 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


There  is  no  vestige  of  Lamb's  correspondence  in  the  year 
1804,  nor  does  he  seem  to  have  written  for  the  press.  This 
year,  however,  added  to  his  list  of  friends — one  in  wliose 
conversation  he  look  great  delight,  until  death  severed  them — 
William  Hazlitt.  This  remarkable  metaphysician  and  critic 
had  then  just  completed  his  first  work,  the,  "  Essay  on  the 
Principles  of  Human  Action,"  but  had  not  entirely  given  up 
his  hope  of  excelling  as  a  painter.  After  a  professional  tour 
through  part  of  England,  during  which  he  satisfied  his  sitters 
better  than  himself,  he  remained  some  time  at  the  house  of 
his  brother,  then  practising  as  a  portrait  painter  with  consid- 
erable success ;  and  while  endeavouring  to  procure  a  publisher 
for  his  work,  painted  a  portrait  of  Lamb.  It  is  one  of  the  last 
of  Hazlitt's  efforts  in  an  art  which  he  afterward  illustrated  with 
the  most  exquisite  criticism  which  the  knowledge  and  love  of 
it  could  inspire. 

Among  the  vestiges  of  the  early  part  of  1805  are  the  three 
following  letters  lo  Manning      If  the  hero  of  the  nest  letter, 
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Mr.  Richard  Hopkins,  is  living,  I  trust  he  will  not  repino  a 
being  ranked  with  those  who 

"  Do  good  by  sleallh,  and  blush  to  find  il  fame," 


"iCMilrc  Court  Buildii.gs, 

'■  Saturday,  Z4th  Feb.,  180ft, 

'  Dear  Manning — I  have  been  very  unwell  since  I  saw  you. 
A  sad  depression  of  spirits,  a  most  unaccounlable  nervous- 
ness, from  which  1  have  been  partially  relieved  bj'  an  odd 
accident.  You  knew  Dick  Hopkins,  the  scullion  of  Cains  1 
This  fellow,  by  industry  and  agility,  has  thrust  himself  into 
the  important  situations  (no  sinecures,  believe  me)  of  cook  lo 
Trinity  Hali  and  Caius  College  :  and  the  generous  creature 
has  contrived,  with  the  greatest  delicacy  imaginable,  to  send 
me  a  present  of  Cambridge  brawn.  What  makes  it  the  more 
extraordinary  is,  that  the  man  never  saw  me  in  his  Jifo  that  I 
know  of.  I  suppose  he  has  iieard  of  me.  I  did  not  immedi- 
ately recognise  the  donor  ;  but  one  of  Richard's  c!&rds,  which 
had  accidentally  fallen  into  the  straw,  detected  him  in  a  mo- 
ment. Dick,  you  know,  was  always  remarkable  for  flourish- 
ing. His  card  imports,  that  '  orders  (to  wit,  for  brawn)  from 
any  part  of  England,  Scotland,  or  Ireland,  will  be  duly  exe- 
cuted,' &,c.  At  first  I  thought  of  declining  the  present ;  but 
Richard  knew  my  blind  side  when  he  pitched  upon  brawn. 
'Tis,  of  all  my  hobbies,  the  supreme  in  the  eating  way.  He 
might  have  sent  sops  from  the  pan,  skimmings,  crumpets, 
chips,  hog'a  lard,  the  tender  brown  judiciously  scalped  frore 
a  fillet  of  veal  (dexterously  replaced  by  a  salamander),  the  top? 
of  asparagus,  fugitive  livers,  runaway  gizzards  of  fowls,  tlip 
eyes  of  martyred  pigs,  tender  effusions  of  laxative  woodcocks 
the  red  spawn  of  lobsters,  leveret's  ears,  and  such  pretty  filch 
ings  common  to  cooks ;  but  these  had  been  ordinary  pres- 
ents, the  everyday  courtesies  of  dish-washers  lo  their  sweet- 
hearts. Brawn  was  a  noble  thought.  It  is  not  every  com- 
mon gullet-fancier  that  can  properly  esteem  of  it.  It  is  like  s. 
picture  of  one  of  the  old  Italian  masters.  lis  gusto  is  of  thai 
hidden  sort.  As  Wordsworth  sings  of  a  modest  poet,  '  you 
must  love  him,  ere  to  you  he  will  seem  worthy  of  your  love ;' 
BO  brawn  you  must  taste  il  ere  lo  you  it  wiil  have  any  taste 
at  all.  But  'tis  nuts  to  the  adept :  those  that  will  send  out 
their  tongues  and  feelers  to  find  it  out.  It  will  be  wooed  and, 
not  unsought,  be  won.  Now,  ham-essence,  lobsters,  turtle, 
such  popular  minions,  absolutely  court  you,  lay  themselves  out 
to  strike  you  at  first  smack,  like  one  of  David's  pictures  (they 
call  him  Darveed),  compared  with  the  pJ'in  russpl-coateri 
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wealth  of  a  Titian  or  a  Corregio,  as  I  illustrated  above.  Siicli 
are  the  obvious  glaring  heathen  virtues  of  a  corporation  din- 
ner, compared  with  ilie  reserved  collegiate  worth  of  a  brawn. 
Do  me  the  favour  to  leave  off  the  business  which  yon  may  be 
at  present  upon,  and  go  immediately  to  the  kitchens  of  Trinity 
and  Caius,  and  make  my  most  respectful  compliments  to  Mr. 
Uichard  Hopkins,  and  assure  him  that  his  brawn  is  most  excel- 
lent ;  and  that  1  am,  moreover,  obliged  to  him  for  his  innuendo 
about  salt  water  and  bran,  which  I  shall  not  fail  to  improve, 
I  leave  it  to  you  whether  you  shall  choose  to  pay  him  the 
civility  of  asking  him  to  dinner  while  you  stay  in  Cambridge, 
or  in  whatever  other  way  you  may  best  like  to  show  yout 
gratitude  to  my  friend.  Richard  Hopkins,  considered  in  many 
points  of  view,  is  a  very  extraordinary  character.  Adieu  ;  J 
hope  to  see  you  to  supper  in  London  soon,  where  we  will  taste 
Richard's  brawn,  and  drink  his  health  in  a  cheerful  but  mod 
eraie  cup.  We  havcnot  many  such  men  in  any  rank  of  life  as 
Mr.  K.  Hopkins.  Crisp,  the  barber  of  St.  Mary's,  was  jusi 
such  another.  I  wonder  lie  never  sent  me  any  little  token, 
some  chestnuts,  or  a  puff,  or  two  pounds  of  hair,  just  to  re 
member  him  by.  Gifts  are  like  nails.  Prresens  ut  absens , 
that  is,  yovr  present  makes  amends  for  your  absence. 

"  Yours,  C.  Lamb  " 


"  Dear  Manning— 1  sent  to  Brown's  immediately.  Mr 
Brown  (or  Pijou,  as  he  is  called  by  the  moderns)  denied  the 
having  received  a  letter  from  you.  The  one  for  you  he 
remembered  receiving,  and  remitting  to  .Leadenhall-street ; 
whither  I  immediately  posted  (it  being  the  middle  of  dinner), 
my  teeth  unpicked.  There  I  learned,  that  if  you  want  a  letter 
set  right,  you  must  apply  at  the  first  door  on  the  left  hand 
before  one  o'clock.  I  returned  and  picked  my  teeth.  And 
this  morning  I  made  my  application  in  form,  and  have  seen 
the  vagabond  letter,  which  most  likely  accompanies  this.  If 
it  does  not,  I  will  gel  Rickman  to  name  it  to  the  speaker,  who 
will  not  fail  to  lay  the  matter  before  parliament  the  next  ses- 
sions, when  you  may  be  sure  to  have  all  abuses  in  the  post 
department  rectified. 

"N.B.  There  sMems  to  be  some  informality  epidemical 
You  direct  yours  to  me  in  Mitre-court ;  my  true  address  is 
Mitre-court  Buildings.  By  the  pleasantries  of  Fortune,  who 
likes  a  joke  or  a  double  entendre  as  well  as  the  best  of  us  hel 
children,  there  happens  to  be  another  Mr,  Lamb  (that  there 
should  be  two !  !)  in  Mitre-court. 

"  Farewell,  and  think  upon  it.  C.  L. 

"  Saturday." 
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'  Dear  Manning — Certainly  you  could  not  have  called  a 
a.11  hours  from  two  till  ten,  for  we  have  been  only  out  of  an 
evening  Monday  and  Tuesday  in  this  week.  But,  if  you  think 
you  have,  your  thought  shall  go  for  ihe  deed.  We  did  pray 
for  you  on  Wednesday  night.  Oysters  unusually  luscious  ■ 
pearls  of  extraordinary  magnitude  found  ia  them.  I  have 
made  bracelets  of  them ;  given  them  in  clusters  lo  ladies. 
Last  night  we  went  out  in  despite,  because  you  were  not  come 
at  your  hour. 

"  This  night  we  shall  be  at  home,  so  shall  we  certainly 
both  Sunday,  Monday,  Tuesday,  and  Wednesday.  Take  your 
choice ;  mind,  I  don't  say  of  one  ;  but  choose  which  evening 
you  will  not,  and  come  the  other  four.  Doors  open  at  five 
o'clock.     Shells  forced  about  nine.     Every  gentleman  smokes 

"C.L." 

During  the  last  five  years,  tobacco  had  been  at  once  Lamb's 
solace  and  his  bane.  In  the  hope  of  resisting  the  temptation 
of  late  conviviality  to  which  it  ministered,  he  formed  a  reso- 
lution, the  virtue  of  which  can  be  but  dimly  guessed,  lo  aban- 
don its  use ;  and  imbodied  the  floating  fancies  which  had  at- 
tended on  his  long  wavering  in  one  of  the  richest  of  his  poems, 
"  The  Farewell  to  Tobacco."  After  many  struggles  he  di- 
vorced himself  from  his  genial  enemy ;  and  though  he  after- 
ward renewed  acquaintance  with  milder  dalliance,  he  ulti- 
mately abandoned  it,  and  was  guiltless  of  a  pipe  in  his  latter 
years.  The  following  letter,  addressed  while  his  sister  was 
laid  up  with  severe  and  protracted  illness,  will  show  his  feel- 
ings at  this  time.  Its  affecting  self-upbraidinga  refer  to  no 
greater  failings  than  the  social  indulgences  against  which  he 
was  manfully  struggling'. 


"Friday,  Hlh  June,  1605. 
"  My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth — I  try  to  think  Mary  ia  recov- 
erbig,  but  I  cannot  always  feel  it ;  and,  meanwhile,  she  is  lost 
to  me,  and  I  miss  a  prop.  All  my  strength  is  gone,  and  I  am 
lise  a  fool  bereft  of  her  co-operation.  I  dare  not  think,  lest 
1  should  think  wrong ;  so  used  am  I  to  look  up  to  her  in  the 
least  and  the  biggest  perplexity.  To  say  all  that  I  find  her 
would  be  more  than  I  think  anybody  could  possibly  under- 
stand ;  and  when  I  hope  to  have  her  well  again  soon,  it  would 
be  sinning  against  her  feelings  to  go  about  to  praise  her,  foi 
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I  can  conceal  nothing  that  I  do  from  her.  She  is  older,  and 
wiser,  and  better  than  me,  and  all  nny  wretched  imperfections 
1  cover  to  myself  by  resolutely  thinking'on  her  goodness. 
She  would  share  life  and  death  with  me.  She  lives  but  for 
me.  And  I  know  I  have  been  wasting  and  leazing  her  life 
for  five  years  past  incessantly  with  my  ways  of  going  on. 
But  even  in  this  upbraiding  of  myself  I  am  offending  against 
her,  for  I  know  that  she  has  cleaved  to  me  for  better  for 
worse  i  and,  if  the  balance  has  been  against  her  hitherto,  it 
was  a  noble  trade.  1  am  stupid,  and  lose  myself  in  what  I 
write.  I  write  rather  what  answers  to  my  feelings  (which 
are  sometimes  sharp  enough)  than  express  my  present  ones, 
for  I  am  only  flat  and  stupid. 

"  I  cannot  resist  transcribing  three  or  four  lines  which  poor 
iVIary  made  upon  a  picture  (a  Holy  Family)  which  we  saw  at 
an  auction  only  one  week  before  she  was  taken  ill.  They 
are  sweet  lines  and  upon  a  sweet  picture.  But  I  send  them 
only  as  the  latest  memorial  of  her. 


'  Maternal  laily  with  thy  virgin-grace, 
Heaven-bom,  tby  Jesus  seemeth  sure, 
And  liiou  a  virgin  pure. 
Lady  most  perfect,  when  thy  angel  face 
Men  look  upon,  they  wish  to  be 
A  Catholic,  Madona  fair,  to  worship  thee. 

"  You  had  her  lines  about  the  '  Lady  Blanch.'  You  have 
not  had  some  which  she  wrote  upon  a  copy  of  a  girl  from  Ti 
tian,  which  I  had  hung  up  where  that  print  of  Blanch  and  the 
Abbess  (as  she  beautifully  interpreted  two  female  figures  from 
Jj.  da  Vinci)  had  hung  in  our  room.     'Tis  light  and  pretty 

'WhoL_.   ...   ,     . 
0(  Blanch,  the  lady  of  the  ni 
Cnme,  fair  and  (irelty,  lell  to  me 
Who  in  thy  lifetime  thou  mightst  be  1 
Thou  pretty  an  and  fair. 

But  wLlh  the  Lady  Blanch  thou  never  must  compare. 
No  naed  for  Blanch  her  history  lo  tell, 
Whoever  saw  her  face  they  there  did  read  it  virell ; 
But  when  1  took  on  ihee.  1  only  knovi 
There  lived  a  pretty  maid  some  hundred  years  ago.' 

"  This  is  a  little  unfair,  to  tell  so  much  about  ourselves,  and 
to  advert  so  little  to  your  letter,  so  full  of  comfortable  tidings 
of  you  all.  But  my  own  cares  press  pretty  close  upon  me, 
and  you  can  make  allowance.  That  you  may  go  on  gathering 
strength  and  peace  is  the  next  wish  to  Mary's  recovery. 

"  I  had  almost  forgot  your  repeated  invitation.     Supposing 
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that  Mary  will  be  well  and  able,  there  is  another  ahiUli/  which 
you  may  guess  at,  which  I  cannot  promise  myself.  In  pru- 
dence we  ought  not  to  come.  'I'his  illness  will  make  it  still 
more  prudential  to  wait.  It  ia  not  a  balance  of  this  way  of 
spending  our  money  against  another  way,  but  an  absolute 
question  of  whether  we  shall  stop  now,  or  go  on  wasting 
away  the  little  we  have  got  beforehand.  My  best  love,  how- 
ever, to  you  all ;  and  to  that  most  friendly  creature,  Mrs. 
Clarkson,  and  better  health  to  her  when  you  see  or  write  to 

"  Charles  Lamb." 

The  "  Farewell  to  Tobacco"  was  shortly  after  transmitted 
to  Mr,  and  Miss  Wordsworth  with  the  following:— 

TO    MR.   AND    M13S   WORDSWOBTH. 

"  I  wish  you  may  think  this  a  handsome  farewell  lo  my 
'  Friendly  Traitress.'  Tobacco  has  been  my  evening  comfort 
and  ray  morning  curse  for  these  five  years ;  and  you  know 
how  difficult  it  is  from  refraining  to  pick  one's  lips  even  when 
it  has  become  a  habit.  This  poem  is  the  only  one  which  1 
have  finished  since  so  long  as  when  I  wrote  '  Hester  Savory.' 
I  have  had  it  in  my  head  to  do  it  these  two  years,  but  tobacco 
stood  in  its  own  light  when  it  gave  me  headaches  that  pre- 
vented my  singing  its  praises.  Now  you  have  got  ii,  you 
have  got  all  my  store,  for  I  have  absolutely  not  another  line. 
No  more  has  Mary.  We  have  nobody  about  us  that  cares 
for  poetry,  and  who  will  rear  grapes  when  he  shall  be  the 
solo  eater  1  Perhaps  if  yon  encourage  us  to  show  you  what 
we  may  wilte,  we  may  do  something  now  and  then  before  we 
absolutely  forget  the  quantity  of  an  Engiish  lino  for  want  of 
practice.  The  '  Tobacco'  being  a  little  in  the  way  of  With- 
ers {whom  Sonthey  so  much  likes),  perhaps  you  will  some- 
how convey  it  to  him  with  my  kind  remembrances.  Then 
everybody  will  have  seen  it  that  I  wish  to  see  it,  I  having  sent 
it  to  Malta. 

"  I  remain,  dear  W.  and  D.,  yours  truly, 

"C.  Lamb. 

"  2aih  September,  1805." 

The  following  letter  to  Hazlltl  bears  date  18ih  Nov.,  1805. 

TO    HR.    HAZLITT. 

"  Dear  Hazlitt — I  was  very  glad  to  hear  from  you,  and  tha 
your  journey  was  so  •picturesque.  We  miss  you,  as  ve  fore 
told  we  should.  One  or  two  things  have  happened  which 
are   beneath   the    dign  ty  of  epistolary  communication,  but 
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which,  seated  about  our  fireside  at  night  (the  winter  hands  ot 
porii  hare  begun),  gesture  and  emphasis  might  have  talked 

into  some   importance.     Something   about  's  wife ;  for 

instance,  how  tall  she  is,  and  tliat  she  visits  pranked  up  like 
3  Queen  of  the  May,  with  green  streamers  :  a  good-natured 
woman'  tliough,  which  is  as  much  as  you  can  expect  from  a 
friend's  wife,  whom  you  got  acquainted  with  a  bachelor. 
Some  things,  too,  about  Monkey,*  which  can't  so  well  be  writ- 
ten :  how  it  set  up  for  a  fine  lady,  and  thought  it  had  got 
lovers,  and  was  obliged  to  be  convinced  of  its  age  from  the 
pariah  register,  where  it  was  proved  to  be  only  twelve  ;  and 
an  edict  issued  that  it  should  not  give  itself  airs  yet  these 
four  years ;  and  how  it  got  leave  to  be  called  Miss,  by  grace : 
these,  and  such  like  hows,  were  in  my  head  to  tell  you,  but 
who  can  write?  Also,  how  Manning  is  come  to  town  in 
spectacles,  and  studies  physic  ;  is  melancholy,  and  seems  to 
have  something  in  his  head  which  he  don't  impart.  Then, 
how  I  am  going  to  leave  off  smoking.  Oh  la  !  your  Leonar- 
dos of  Oxford  made  my  mouth  water.  I  was  hurried  through 
the  gallery,  and  they  escaped  me.  What  do  I  say  ?  i  was 
a  Goth  then,  and  should  not  have  noticed  them.  1  had  ndt 
settled  my  notions  of  beauty ;  I  have  now  for  ever  !  the  small 
head,  the  iong  eye — that  sort  of  peering  curve — the  wicked 
Italian  mischief;  the  stick-at-nothiag,  Herodias'  daughter-kind 
of  grace..  You  understand  met  But  you  disappoint  me  in 
passing  over  in  absolute  silence  the  Blenheim  Leonardo. 
Didn't  you  see  it?     Excuse  a  lover's  curiosity.     I  have  seen 

no  pictures  of  note  since  except  at  Mr.  D 's  gallery.     It 

is  curious  to  see  how  differently  two  great  men  treat  ihe  same 
subject, yet  both  excellent  in  their  way.  For  instance,  Milion 
and  Mr.  D— — .  Mr.  D- — ~  has  chosen  to  illustrate  the 
story  of  Samson  exactly  in  the  point  of  view  in  which  Milton 
has  been  most  happy  ;  the  interview  with  the  Jewish  hero, 
blind  and  captive,  and  Delilah.  Milton  has  imagined  his 
locks  grown  again,  strong  as  horsehair  or  porcupine's  bris- 
tles ;  doubtless,  shaggy  and  black,  as  being  hairs  '  which,  of 
a  nation  armed,  contained  the  strength.'  I  don't  remember 
he  says  black  ;  but  could  Milton  imagine  them  to  be  yellow  1 

Do  you  1     Mr.  D ,  with  striking  originality  of  conception, 

has  crowned  him  with  a  thin  yellow  wig,  in  colour  precisely 

like  Dyson's;  in  curl  and  quantity  resembling  Mrs.  P- 's; 

his  limbs  rather  stout— about  such  a  man  as  my  brother  oi 
Rickman— but  no  Atlas  nor  Hercules,  nor  yet  so  long  as  Du 
bois,  the  clown  of  Sadler's  Wells.     This  was  judicious,  ta 
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King  the  spirit  of  the  story  rather  llian  the  fact;  for,  doubtbsa 
God  could  communicate  national  salvation  lo  the  trust  of  flax 
and  tow  as  well  as  hemp  and  cordage,  and  could  draw  down 
a  temple  with  a  golden  tress  as  soon  as  with  all  the  cables  of 
the  British  navj-. 

'  Wasn't  you  sorry  for  Lord  Nelson?  I  have  followed  him 
in  fancy  ever  since  1  saw  him  walking  in  Pall-Mall  (I  was 
prejudiced  against  him  before);  looking  just  as  a  hero  should 
look ;  and  I  have  been  very  much  cut  about  it  indeed.  He 
was  the  only  pretence  of  a  great  man  we  had.  Nobody  is 
left  of  any  name  at  all.  His  secretary  died  by  his  side,  I 
imagined  him,  a  Mr.  Scott,  to  be  the  man  you  met  at  Hume's: 
but  I  learn  from  Mrs.  Hume  that  it  is  not  the  same.  I  met 
Mrs.  H.  one  day,  and  agreed  to  go  on  the  Sunday  to  tea,  but 
the  rain  prevented  us  and  the  distance.  I  have  been  to  apolo-. 
gize,  and  we  are  to  dine  there  the  first  fine  Sunday !  Strange 
perverseness.  I  never  went  while  you  stayed  here,  and  now 
I  go  to  Jind  you.  What  other  news  is  there,  Mary  I  What 
puns  have  I  made  in  the  last  fortnight?  You  never  remem- 
ber them.  You  have  no  relish  of  the  comic.  '  Oh !  tell  Haz- 
litt  not  to  forget  to  send  me  the  American  Farmer.  I  dare 
say  it  is  not  so  good  as  he  fancies  ;  but  a  book's  a  book.'  I 
have  not  heard  from  Wordsworth  or  from  Malta  since. 
Charles  Kemble,  it  seems,  enters  into  possession  to-morrow. 
We  sup  at  109  Russell-street  tliis  evening.  I  wish  your 
friend  would  not  drink.  It's  a  blemish  in  the  greatest  char- 
acters. You  send  me  a  modem  quotation  poetical.  How  do 
you  like  this  in  an  old  play  ?  Vittoria  Corombona,  a  spunky 
Italian  lady,  a  Leonardo  one,  nicknamed  the  White  Devil, 
being  on  her  trial  for  murder,  &c.,  and  quesiioned  about  se- 
ducing a  duke  from  his  wife  and  the  slate,  makes  answer ; — 

'  Condemn  you  me  for  that  the  duke  did  love  me  T 
So  may  you  blame  some  fair  and  crystal  river, 
Fur  timt  some  melancholic  distracted  man 
Hath  drowii'd  himself  in  il.' 

"  N.B.  I  shall  expect  a  line  from  you,  if  but  a  bare  line, 
■whenevcT  you  ■write  lo  Ruaaell  strept,  and  a  letter  often  when 
you  do  not.  I  pay  no  postage  Bull  will  have  consideration 
for  you  until  parliament  time  and  franks.  Luck  lo  Nod 
Search  and  the  new  art  of  colouring  Monkey  sends  hei 
love,  and  Mary  specially. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"C.  Lamb." 
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Lamb  introduced  Hazlitt  to  Godwin;  and  we  find  him  early 
in  the  following  year  thus  writing  respecting  the  offer  of  Haz- 
iitt's  work  to  Johnson,  and  his  literary  pursuits. 


'■Thnrsdsv,  15lh  Jan.,  1806. 

'■  Dear  Hazlitt — Godwin  went  to  Johnson's  yesterday  about 
your  business.  Johnson  would  not  come  down,  or  give  any 
answer,  but  has  promised  to  open  the  manuscript,  and  to  give 
you  an  answer  in  one  month.  Godwin  will  punctually  go 
again  (Wednesday  is  Johnson's  open  day)  yesterday  four 
weeks  nest :  i.  e.,  in  one  lunar  month  from  this  time.  Till 
when,  Johnson  positively  declines  giving  any  answer.  I  wish 
you  joy  on  ending  your  Search.  Mrs.  H.  was  naming  some- 
thing about  a  '  Life  of  Fawcett,'  lo  be  by  you  undertaken :  the 
great  Fawcett,  as  she  explained  to  Manning  when  he  asked 
'  what  Fawcett  i"  He  innocently  thought  Fawcett  the  player 
But  Fawcett  the  divine  is  known  to  many  people,  albeit  un- 
known to  the  Chinese  inquirer.  I  should  think,  if  you  liked 
it,  and  Johnson  declined  it,  Phillips  is  the  man.  He  is  per. 
pelually  bringing  out  biographies,  Richardson,  Wilks,  Foot, 
Lee  Lewis,  withont  number ;  iittle  trim  things  in  two  easy 
vohimes,  price  13s.  the  two,  made  up  of  letters  to  and  from, 
scraps,  posthumous  trifles,  anecdotes,  and  about  forty  pages 
of  hard  biography ;  you  might  dish  up  a  Fawcettiad  in  three 
months,  and  ask  601.  or  80/.  for  it.  I  dare  say  that  Phillips 
would  catch  at  it.  I  wrote  you  the  other  day  in  a  great  hurry. 
Did  you  get  it  ?  This  is  merely  a  letter  of  business  at  God- 
win's request.  Lord  Nelson  is  quiet  at  last.  His  ghost  only 
keeps  a  slight  fluttering  in  odes  and  elegies  in  newspapers, 
and  impromptus,  which  could  not  be  got  ready  before  the  fu- 

"  As  for  news, is  coming  to  town  on  Monday  (if  no 

kind  angel  intervene)  to  surrender  himself  lo  prison.  He 
hopes  to  get  the  rules  of  the  Fleet.  On  the  same  or  neatly 
the  same  day,  F ,  my  other  quondam  co-friend  and  drink- 
er, wiU  go  to  Newgate,  and  his  wife  and  four  <;hilJren,  I  sup- 
|iose  to  the  parish.  Plenty  of  reflection  and  motives  of  grat- 
itude to  the  wise  Disposer  of  all  things  in  us,  whose  prudent 
conduct  has  hitherto  ensured  us  a  warm  fire  and  snug  roof 
over  our  heads.  Nullum  numen  abest  si  sit  Prudentia.  Alas  ! 
Prudentia  is  in  the  last  quarter  of  her  tutelary  shining  ovei 
me.  A  little  time  and  I— •but  maybe  I  may,  at  last,  hit 
upon  some  mode  of  collecting  some  of  the  vast  superfluities 
of  this  money-voiding  (own.  Much  is  to  be  got,  and  I  do  not 
want  much.     All  I  nsk  is  time  and  leisure;  and  I  am  cruelly 
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off  for  them.  When  you  have  the  inclination  I  siiall  be  very 
gild  to  have  a  letter  from  you.  Your  brother  and  Mrs.  H.,  I 
am  afraid,  think  hardly  of  us  for  not  coming  oftenet  to  see 
them,  but  we  a.re  distracted  beyond  what  they  can  conceive 
with  visiters  and  visitings.  I  never  have  an  hour  for  my  head 
to  work  quietly  its  own  workings  ;  which,  you  know,  is  as  ne- 
cessary to  the  human  system  as  sleep.  Sleep,  too,  1  can'l 
get  for  these  winds  of  a  night :  and  without  sleep  and  rest 
what  should  ensue  ? 

"  Yours,  dear  H., 

"  0.  Lamb." 


"Dear  H.— Godwin  has  just  been  here  in  his  way  from 
Johnson's.  Johnson  has  had  a  fire  in  his  house  ;  this  hap- 
pened about  live  weeks  ago  ;  it  was  in  the  daytime,  so  it  did 
not  burn  the  house  down,  but  it  did  so  much  damage  that  the 
house  must  come  down  to  be  repaired.  His  nephew  that  we 
met  on  Hampstead  Hill  put  it  out.  Well,  this  lire  has  put 
him  so  back,  that  he  craves  one  more  month  before  he  gives 
you  an  answer.  I  will  certainly  goad  Godwin  (if  necessary) 
to  go  again  this  very  day  four  weeks  ;  but  I  am  confident  he 
will  want  no  goading.  Three  or  four  most  capital  auctions 
of  pictures  a^ertised ;  in  May,  Wellliore  Ellis  Agar's,  the  first 
private  collection  in  England,  so  Holcroft  says.  In  March, 
Sir  George  Young's,  in  Stratford-place  (where  Cosway  lives), 
and  a  Mr.  Hulse's  at  Blackheath,  both  very  capital  coUections, 
and  have  been  announced  for  some  months.  Also  the  Marquis 
of  Lansdown's  pictures  in  March ;  and,  though  inferior  to 
mention,  lastly,  the  Dulwich  Gallery,  Don't  your  mouth  wa- 
er  to  be  here  ?  T'other  night  Loftus  called,  whom  we  have 
not  seen  since  you  went  before.  We  meditate  a  stroll  next 
Wednesday,  fast  day.  He  happened  to  fight  upon  Mr.  Hol- 
croft, wife,  and  daughter,  their  first  visit  at  our  house.  Your 
brother  called  last  night.  We  keep  up  our  intimacy.  He  is 
going  to  begin  a  large  Madona  and  child  from  Mrs.  H.  and 
baby.  I  fear  he  goes  astray  after  ignesfatm.  He  is  a  clever 
man.  By-the-by,  I  saw  a  miniature  of  his  as  far  excelling  any 
in  his  show  cupboard  (that  of  your  sister  not  excepted)  as  that 
show  cupboard  excels  the  show  things  you  see  in  windows^ 
an  old  woman — hang  her  name — but  most  superlative ;  he 
has  it  to  clean — I'll  ask  him  the  name — but  the  best  miniature 
leversaw.  Bu.foroil  pictures  !— what  has  he  lodowithMa- 
donas  ! — ^if-the  Virgin  Mary  were  alive  and  visitable,  he  would 
not  hazard  himself  in  a  Govern- Garden-pit-crowd  to  see  her. 
It  an't  his  style  of  beauty,  is  it !     But  he  will  go  on  painiiu^ 
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things  he  ought  not  lo  paint,  anJ  not  painting  things  ho  ought 
to  paint.  Manning  not  gone  to  Cliina,  but  talks  of  going  this 
spring.  God  forbid.  Coleridge  not  heard  of.  I  am  going  to 
leave  off  smoke.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  so  smoky  with  tast 
night's  ten  pipes,  that  I  must  leave  off.  Mary  begs  her  kind 
remembrances.  Pray  write  to  us.  This  is  no  letter,  but  I 
supposed  you  grew  anxious  about  Johnson. 

"N.B.  Have  taken  a  room  at  three  shillings  a  week,  to  be 
in  between  five  and  eight  at  night,  to  avoid  my  nocturnal  alias 
hnock-eternal  visiters.  The  first  fruits  Of  ray  retirement  has 
been  a  farce  which  to  manager  to-morrow.  Wish  my  ticket 
lack.     God  bless  you,  and  do  write. 

"  Yours,  fumosissimus, 
"C  Lamb 

"  Wednesday,  ISlh  Feb.,  1806." 

The  farce  referred  lo  in  the  foregoing  letter  is  the  delight 
ful  jeu-iTespril,  "  Mr.  H,,"  destined  to  only  one  night's  stage 
existence,  but  to  become  "  a  good  jest  for  ever."  It  must  be 
confessed  that  it  has  not  substance  enough  for  a  dramatic 
piece  in  two  acts ;  a  piece  which  must  present  a  show  of  real 
inierest,  involve  its  pair  of  young  lovers  in  actual  perplexities, 
and  terminate  in  the  seriousness  of  marriage !  It  would  bo 
r:ire  sport  in  Milton's  "Limbo  of  Vanity,"  but  is  too  airy  for 
till)  ponderous  sentimentalism  of  tho  modern  school  of  farce. 
As  Swift,  in  "  Gulliver,"  brings  everyliing  to  the  standard  of 
size,  so  in  this  farce  everything  is  reduced  to  an  alphabetical 
standard.  Humour  is  sent  to  school  to  learn  its  letters  ;  or, 
rather,  letters  are  made  instinct  with  the  most  delicate  huraour. 
It  is  the  apotheosis  of  the  alphabet,  and  teaches  the  value  of 
a  good  name  without  the  least  hint  of  moral  purposes.  This 
mere  pleasantry ;  this  refining  on  sounds  and  letters ;  this 
verbal  banter,  and  watery  collision  of  the  pale  reflexions  of 
words,  could  not  succeed  on  a  stage  which  had  begun  to  re- 
quire interest,  moral  or  immoral,  lo  be  interwoven  with  the 
web  of  all  its  actions  ;  which  no  longer  rejoiced  in  the  riot 
of  animal  spirits  and  careless  gayety  ;  which  no  longer  permit- 
ted wit  to  take  the  sting  from  evil,  as  well  as  the  load  from 
care ;  but  infected  even  its  prince  of  rakes,  Charles  Surface, 
with  a  cant  of  sentiment  which  makes  us  turn  for  relief  lo  the 
more  honest  hypocrite  his  brother.  Mr.  H.  "  could  never  do ;" 
but  its  composition  was  pleasant,  and  its  acceptance  gave 
Lamb  some  of  the  happiest  moments  he  ever  spent.  Thus 
he  announces  it  to  Wordsworth,  in  reply  to  a  letter  commiiw- 
caling  to  him  that  the  poet  was  a  father 
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'■  Dear  Wordsworth — We  are  pleased,  you  may  be  sure, 
with  the  good  news  of  Mrs.  W — -.  Hope  all  is  well  over 
by  this  lime.  'A  fine  boy! — have  you  any  more  ? — one  more 
and  a  girl — poor  copies  of  me  !'  vide  Mr.  H.,  a  farce  which 
ths  proprietors  have  done  me  the  honour ;  but  I  will  set  down 
Mr,  Wroughton's  own  words.  N.  B.  The  ensuing  letter  was 
sent  in  answer  to  one  which  I  wrote,  begging  to  know  if  my 
piece  had  any  chance,  as  I  might  make  alterations,  &c.  I, 
writing  on  the  Monday,  there  conies  this  letter  on  the  Wednes- 
day.    Attend  ! 

[Copy  of  a  Letter  from  Mr.  R.  Wroughton.] 
'  Sir— Your  piece  of  Mr.  H.,  I  am  desired  to  say,  is  ac- 
cepted at  Diury  Lane  Theatre  by  the  proprietors,  and,  if 
agreeable  to  you,  will  be  brought  forward  when  the  proper  op 
porlunity  serves.  The  piece  shall  be  sent  to  you  for  your  al- 
terations in  the  course  of  a  few  days,  as  the  same  is  not  in 
my  hands,  but  with  the  proprietors. 

'  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

'  Richard  Wroughton. 

[Dated] 
'  fiB  feower-strcet, 

'  Wednesday,  June  11, 1806.' 

"  On  the  following  Sunday  Mr,  T.  comes.  The  scent  of  a 
manager's  letter  brought  him.  He  would  have  gone  farther 
any  day  on  such  a  business.  I  read  ihe  letter  to  him.  He 
deems  it  authentic  and  peremptory.  Our  conversation  natu- 
rally fell  upon  pieces,  different  sorts  of  pieces  ;  what  is  the 
best  way  of  offering  a  piece,  how  far  the  caprice  of  managers 
is  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  sf  piece,  how  to  judge  of  the  mer- 
its of  a  piece,  how  long  a  piece  may  remain  in  the  hands  of 
the  managers  before  it  is  acted  ;  andmy  piece,  and  your  piece, 
and  my  poor  brother's  piece — my  poor  brother  was  all  his  lifo 
endeavouring  to  get  a  piece  accepted. 

"  I  wrote  that  in  mere  wantonness  of  triumph.  Have  no- 
thing more  to  say  about  it.  The  managers,  I  thank  my  stars, 
have  decided  its  merits  for  ever.  They  are  the  best  judges  of 
pieces,  and  it  would  be  insensible  in  me  to  affect  a  false  mod- 
esty after  the  very  flattering  letter  which  I  have  receive'! 
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ADMIT 

BOXES. 

Mr.  H. 

X     Ninth  Night. 


Charles  Lamb. 


"  I  think  this  will  be  as  good  a  pattern  for  orders  as  I  can 
ihink.  on.  A  little  thin  flowery  border,  round,  neat,  not  gaudy, 
and  the  Drury  Lane  Apollo,  with  the  harp  at  the  top.  Or  shall 
I  have  no  Apollo  ? — simply  nothing  7     Or  perhaps  the  comic 

"The  same  form,  only  I  think  without  the  Apollo,  will  serve 
for  the  pit  and  galleries.  I  think  it  will  be  best  lo  write  ray 
name  at  full  length ;  but,  then,  if  I  give  away  a  great  many, 
(hat  will  be  tedious.     Perhaps  Ch.  Lamh  will  do. 

"  BOXES,  now  I  think  on  it,  I'll  have  in  capitals.  The 
vest  in  a  neat  Italian  hand.  Or  belter,  perhaps,  SojTfS  in 
old  English  characters,  like  Madoc  or  Thalaba  ? 

"  Apropos  of  Spenser  (you  will  find  him  mentioned  a  page 
or  two  before,  near  enough  for  an  apropos),  I  was  discoursing 
on  poetry  (as  one's  apt  to  deceive  one's  self,  and,  when  a  per- 
son is  willing  to  talk  of  what  one  likes,  to  believe  that  lie  also 
likes  the  same,  as  lovers  do)  with  a  young  gentleman  of  my 
office,  who  is  deep  read  in  Anacreon  Moore,  Lord  Strangford, 
and  the  principal  modern  poets,  and  I  happened  to  mention 
Epithalamiums,  and  that  I  could  show  him  a  very  fine  one  of 
Spenser's.  Al  the  mention  of  this  my  gentleman,  who  is  a 
very  fine  gentleman,  pricked  up  hia  ears,  and  expressed  great 
pleasure,  and  begged  that  I  would  give  him  leave  to  copy  it ; 
he  did  not  care  how  long  it  was  (for  I  objected  the  length),  he 
should  be  very  happy  to  see  anything  by  kirn.  Then  pausing 
and  looking  sad,  he  ejaculated  '  poor  Spencer  !'  I  begged 
to  know  the  reason  of  this  ejaculation,  thinking  that  time  had 
by  this  time  softened  down  any  calamities  which  the  bard 
might  have  endured.  '  Why,  poor  fellow  !'  said  he,  '  lie  has 
lost  his  wife  I' .  '  Lost  hia  wife  !'  said  I,  '  who  are  you  talk- 
ing of  V  '  Why,  Spencer  1'  said  he  ;  '  I've  read  the  "  Monody" 
he  wrote  on  the  occasion,  and  a  very  pretty  thing  it  is.'  This 
led  to  an  explanation  (it  could  be  delayed  no  longer),  that  the 
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sound  Spenser,  which,  when  poetry  is  talked  of,  generally 
excites  an  image  of  an  old  bard  in  a  nifT,  and  sometimes  witl' 
it  dim  notions  of  Sir  P.  Sidney,  and  perhaps  Lord  Burleigh, 
had  raised  in  my  gentleman  a  quite  contrary  image  of  the 
Honourable  William  Spencer,  who  has  translated  some  things 
from  the  German  very  prettily,  which  are  published  with  Lady 
Di,  Beauclerk's  designs.  Nothinglikedefiningof  terms  when 
we  talk.  Whai  blunders  might  I  have  fallen  into  of  quite  in- 
aiiplicable  criticism  but  for  this  timely  explanation. 

"  N.B.  At  the  beginning  of  Edm.  Spenser  (to  prevent  mts 
takes),  I  have  copied  from  my  own  copy,  and  primarily  from  a 
book'of  Chalmers's  on  Shakspeare,  a  sonnet  of  Spenser's  never 
printed  among  his  poems.  It  is  curious  as  being  maniy  and 
rather  Miltonic,  and  as  a  sonnet  of  Spenser's  with  nothing  in 
it  about  love  or  knighthood.  I  have  no  room  for  remembran- 
ces ;  but  I  hope  our  doing  your  commission  will  prove  we  do 
not  quite  forget  you.  C.  L." 

The  interval  between  the  completion  of  the  farce  "  and  its 
first  acting,"  though  full  of  bright  hopes  of  dramatic  success, 
was  not  all  a  phantasm.  The  following  two  letters  to  Mr. 
Eickman,  now  one  of  the  Clerks  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
show  Lamb's  unwearied  kindness. 

TO    MR.    RICKMAN. 

"  Dear  Rickman — ^You  do  not  happen  to  have  any  place  at 
your  disposal  which  would  suit  a  decayed  man  of  letters  T  1 
do  not  much  expect  that  you  have,  or  that  you  will  go  much 
out  of  your  way  to  serve  the  object,  when  you  hear  it  is  F. 
But  the  case  is,  by  a  mistaking  of  his  ttim,  as  they  call  it,  he 
is  reduced,  I  am  afraid,  to  extremities,  and  would  be  extremely 
glad  of  a  place  in  an  office.  Now,  it  does  sometimes  happen, 
that  just  as  a  ram  wants  a  place,  aplace  wants  him  ;  and  though 
this  is  a  lottery  to  which  none  but  G.  B.  would  choose  to  trust 
his  all,  there  is  no  harm  just  to  call  in  at  Despair's  office  for  a 
friend,  and  see  if  his  number  is  come  up  (B.'s  further  case  I 
enclose  by  way  of  episode).  Now,  if  you  should  happen,  or 
anybody  you  know,  to  want  a  hand,  here  is  a  young  man  of 
solid  but  not  brilliant  genius,  who  would  turn  his  hand  to  the 
making  out  dockets,  penning  a  manifesto,  or  scoring  a  tally, 
not  the  worse  (I  hope)  for  knowing  Latin  and  Greek,  and 
having  in  youth  conversed  with  the  philosophers.  But  from 
these  follies  1  believe  he  is  thoroughly  awakened,  and  would 
bind  himself  by  a  terrible  oath  never  to  imagine  himself  an 
extraordinary  genius  again. 

"  Youts,  &c. 

"  G.  Lamb." 


^d  by  Google 


LETTERS   TO    RICKMAN. 


"  Dear  Hickman — I        d  j  "i     P  P          ^               I 

water  soap,  for  wh    h    h  d                f 

parliamentary  rewa  d    1  k     D  J               Wl     1             h 
prospect  be  feasible  Imlydb       kgfg         dl 

oquai  utility.     I  sho  Id      pp  h           1      y    f  P  y            1 

projectflra  is  by  wa      f  p  d         ra  is       Th    p 

you  see,  he  has  got      A  h           b            !     h          y 

board.     Meantime,    h     p   j  h     grv      \\  II  j 

swer  me  two  questi            d  hmwhlpp       as 

soon  as  you  can?     Imp  m  h           y    1            f 

in  application  toplm        I  a      wd       Dlyu 

hear  of  the  inventio         Y  b      fi         d           g 

the  nation  (always    h     fi       m  h               P   J         ) 

ate  feelingly  set  fohhl  praplb                fh 

(u,  even  approaches    h     p    h  B  11  I 

says,  is  there  the  re  h  fplm       gigh 

projector  anything ;       A     k        h    Id    ppl  b  d 

now  or  after  a  report  (fh  g       )f         h  ybod 

Secondly,  let  the  inf       b  1       b  g  y      w  !1  y 

will  oblige  me  by  teli    g  m      h  1  d  b 

application  in  parlia  h       b  y    g  J      y    f 

members,  which  ia  t     lly  f  P    J  P  '^         I         h 

nothing  for  the  soap     jlfflly         h      f    hto 
and  find  it  answer  tolerably  well  for  all  purposes  of  cleanli- 
ness ;  nor  do  I  know  the  projector ;  but  a  relation  of  mine 
has  put  me  on  writing  to  you,  lor  whose  parliamentary  knowl- 
edge he  has  great  veneration, 

"  P.S.  1  he  Captain  and  Mrs.  Burney  and  Phillips  take 
their  chance  at  cribbage  here  on  Wednesday.  Wil!  you  and 
Mrs.  R.  join  the  party  t  Mary  desires  her  compliments  '.o 
Mrs.  R,,  and  [oins  in  the  invitation.  ' 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  0.  Lamb. 

"  Monday." 

Before  the  production  of  "  Ma.  H.,"  Lamb  was  obliged,  in 
sad  earnest,  to  part  from  Manning,  who,  after  talking  and  think- 
ing about  China  for  years,  took  the  heroic  resolution  of  going 
thither,  not  lo  acquire  wealth  or  fame,  but  to  realize  the  phan- 
tom of  his  restless  thought.  Happy  was  he  to  have  a  friend 
like  Mr.  Burney,  to  indulge  and  soften  his  grief,  which  hn 
thus  expresses  in  his  first  letter  to  his  friend. 
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"  My  dear  Manning— I  didn't  know  what  your  going  was 
lill  I  shook  a  last  fist  with  you,  and  then  'twas  just  like  hav- 
ing shaken  hands  with  a  wretch  on  (he  fatal  scaffold ;  and, 
when  you  are  down  the  ladder,  you  can  never  stretch  out  to 
him  again. "  Mary  says  you  are  dead,  and  there's  nothing  to 
do  but  to  leave  it  to  time  to  do  for  us  in  the  end  what  it  al- 
ways does  for  those  who  mourn  for  people  in  such  a  case. 
But  she'll  see  by  your  letter  you  are  not  quite  dead.  A  little 
kicking  and  agony,  and  then — .  Martin  Burney  took  me  out 
a  walking  that  evening,  and  we  talked  of  Manning ;  and  then 
I  came  home  and  smoked  for  you,  and  at  twelve  o'clock  came 
home  Mary  and  Monkey  Lou isy  from  the  play,  and  there 
was  more  talk  and  more  smoking,  and  they  all  seemed  first- 
rate  characters,  because  they  knew  a  certain  person.  But 
what's  the  use  of  talking  about  'em  ?  By  the  time  you'll  have 
made  your  escape  from  the  Kalmuks,  you'll  have  stayed  so 
long  I  shall  never  be  able  to  bring  to  your  mind  who  Mary 
viis,  who  will  have  died  about  a  year  before,  nor  who  the 
Holcrofts  were  !  Me  perhaps  you  will  mistake  for  Phillips,  or 
confound  me  with  Mr.  Dawe,  because  you  saw  us  together 
Mary  (whom  you  seem  to  remember  yet)  is  not  quite  easy 
that  she  had  not  a  formal  parting  from -you.  I  wish  it  had  so 
happened.  But  yon  must  bring  her  a  token,  a  shawl  or  some- 
thing, and  remember  a  sprightly  little  mandarin  for  our  man- 
telpiece, as  a  companion  to  the  child  I  am  going  to  purchase 
at  the  museum.  She  says  you  saw  her  writings  about  the 
other  day,  and  she  wishes  you  should  know  what  they  are. 
She  is  doing  for  Godwin's  bookseller  twenty  of  Shakspeare's 
plays,  to  be  made  into  children's  tales.  Six  are  already  done 
by  her,  to  wit,  'The  Tempest,'  '  Winter's  Tale,'  'Midsuinmer 
Night,'  '  Much  Ado,'  '  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,'  and  '  Cym- 
behne ;'  and  the  '  Merchant  of  Venice'  is  in  forwardness.  I 
have  done  '  Othello'  and  '  Macbeth,'  and  mean  to  do  all  the 
tragedies.  I  think  it  will  be  popular  among  the  little  people 
besides  money.  It's  to  bring  in  sixty  guineas.  Mary  has 
done  them  capitally,  I  think  you'd  think.  These  are  the 
hnmble  amusements  we  propose  while  Jou  are  gone  to  plant 
the  cross  of  Christ  among  barbarous  pagan  anthropophagi. 
Quam  homo  homini  prsestat !  but  then,  perhaps,  you'll  get 
murdered,  and  we  shall  die  in  our  beds  with  a  fair  literary 
reputation.  Be  sure,  if  you  see  any  of  those  people  whose 
heads  do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders,  that  you  make  a 
draught  of  them.  It  will  be  very  curious.  Oh  !  Manning,  I 
am  serious  to  sinking,  almost,  when  I  think  that  all  those 
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evenings,  which  you  have  made  so  pleasant,  are  gone  perliapi 
for  ever.  Four  years  you  talk  of  may  be  ten,  and  you  may 
come  back  and  find  such  alterations  !  t^me  circumstances 
may  grow  up  to  you  or  to  me  that  may  be  a  bar  to  the  reluro 
of  any  such  intimacy.  I  dare  say  all  this  is  hum  1  and  that 
all  will  come  back;  but,  indeed,  v^e  die  many  deaths  before 
we  die,  and  I  am  almost  sick  when. I  think  that  such  a  hold 
as  I  had  of  you  is  gone.  1  have  friends,  but  some  of  'em  are 
changed.  Marriage,  or  some  circumstance,  rises  up  to  make 
them  not  the  same.  But  I  felt  sure  of  you.  And  that  last 
token  you  gave  me  of  expressing  a  wish  to  have  my  name 
joined  with  yours,  you  know  not  how  it  affected  me  :  like  a 
legacy. 

"  God  bless  you  in  every  way  you  can  form  a  wish.  May 
he  give  you  health,  and  safety,  and  the  accomplishment  of  all 
your  objects,  and  return  you  again  to  us,  to  gladden  some  fire- 
side or  other  (I  suppose  we  shall  be  moved  from  the  Temple). 
I  will  nurse  the  remembrance  of  your  ste3diness  and  quiet, 
which  used  to  infuse  something  like  itself  into  our  nervous 
minds.  Mary  called  you  our  ventilator.  Farewell,  and  take 
her  be^t  wishes  and  mine. 

"  Good-by, 

"C.  L." 

Christmas  approached,  and  Lamb  then  conveyed  to  Man 
ning,  now  at  the  antipodes,  news  of  poor  Hoicroft's  failure  in 
his  play  of  "The  Vindictive  Man,"  and  his  own  approaching 
trial. 


"5th  December,  1806. 
"  Manning,  your  letter  dated  Hottentots,  August  the  what- 
was-it  1  came  to  hand.  I  can  scarce  hope  that  mine  will  have 
the  same  luck.  China— Canton — bless  us — how  it  strains  the 
imagination  and  makes  it  ache  !  I  write  under  another  uncer- 
tainty whether  it  can  go  to-morrow  by  a  ship  which  I  have  Just 
learned  is  going  off  direct  to  your  part  of  the  world,  or  whelh 
er  the  despatches  may  not  be  sealed  up,  and  this  have  to 
wait;  for,  if  it  is  detained  here,  it  will  grow  staler  in  a  fort- 
night ilian  in  a  five  months'  voyage  coming  to  you.  It  will  be 
a  point  of  conscience  to  send  you  none  but  bran  new  news  (the 
latest  edition),  which  will  but  grow  the  belter,  like  oranges 
fer  a  sea  voyage.  Oh  that  you  should  be  so  many  hemi- 
spheres off— if  I  speak  incorrectly  you  can  correct  me—why 
the  simplest  death  or  marriage  that  takes  place  here  must  be 
important  to  you  as  news  in  tlie  old  Bastille.     There's  yout 
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friend  Tuthill  has  got  away  from  France-—] 
France!  and  Tuthill?  ten  to  one  but  he  writes  by  this  post, 
if  he  don't  get  my  note  in  time,  apprizing  him  of  the  vessel 
sailing.  Know,  then,  that  he  has  found  means  to  obtain  leave 
from  Bonaparte,  without  making  use  of  any  incredible  roman- 
tic pretences,  as  some  have  done  who  never  meant  to  fulfil 
them,  to  come  home,  and  1  have  seen  him  here  and  at  Hol- 
croft's.  An't  you  giad  about  Tmhillt  Now,  then,  be  sorry  for 
Holcroft,  whose  new  play,  called  '  The  Vindictive  Man,'  vfas 
damned  about  a  fortnight  since.  It  died  in  part  of  its  own  weak- 
ness, and  in  part  with  being  choked  up  with  bad  actors.  The 
two  principal  parts  were  destined  to  Mrs.  Jordan  and  Mr, 
Bannister,  but  Mrs.  J.  has  not  come  to  terms  with  the  mana- 
gers ;  they  hate  had  some  squabble,  and  Bannister  shot  some 
of  his  fingers  off  by  thegoing  off  of  a  gun.  So  Miss  Dun,can 
had  her  part,  and  Mr.  De  Camp  took  his.  His  part,  the  prin 
cipal  comic  hope  of  the  play,  was  most  unluckily  Goldfinch 
taken  out  of  the  '  Boad  to  Ruin,'  not  only  the  same  character, 
but  the  identical  Goldfinch — the  same  as  Falstaff  is  in  two 
plays  of  Shakspeare — as  the  devil  of  ill-luck  would  have  it, 
half  (he  audience  did  not  know  that  H.  had  written  it,  but 
were  displeased  at  his  stealing  from  the  '  Road  to  Ruin ;'  and 
those  who  might  have  borne  a  gentlemanly  coxcomb  with  his 
'  That's  your  sort,'  '  Go  it,'  such  as  Lewis  is,  did  not  relish 
the  intolerable  vulgarity  and  inanity  of  the  idea  stripped  of  his 
manner.  De  Camp  was  hooted  more  than  hissed,  hooted  and 
bellowed  off  the  stage  before  the  second  act  was  finisked,  so 
that  the  remainder  of  his  part  was  forced  to  be,  with  some  vi- 
olence to  the  play,  omitted.  In  addition  to  this,  a  woman  of 
the  town  was  another  principal  character — a  most  unfortunate 
choice  in  this  moral  day.  The  audience  were  as  scandalized 
as  if  you  were  to  introduce  sucii  a  personage  to  their  private 
tea-tables.  Besides,  her  action  in  the  play  was  gross — 
wheedling  an  old  man  into  marriage.  But  the  mortal  blunder 
of  the  play  was  that  which,  oddly  enough,  H.  took  pride  in, 
and  exultingly  told  me  of  the  night  before  it  came  out,  that 
there  were  no  less  than  eleven  principal  characters  in  it,  and 
1  believe  he  meant  of  the  men  only,  for  the  playbill  expressed 
BB  much,  not  reckoning  one  woman— and  true  it  was  for  Mr. 
Powell,  Mr.  Raymond,  Mr.  Bartlett,Mr.  H.  Siddona,  Mr.  Bar 
rymore,  &c.,  he,  to  the  number  of  eleven,  had  all  parts 
equally  prominent,  and  there  were  as  much  of  them  in  quan- 
tity and  rank  as  of  the  hero  and  heroine — and  "lost  of  ihem 
gentlemen  who  seldom  appear  but  as  the  hero's  friend  in  a 
farce,  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  here  they  ail  had  their  ten 
minute  speeches,  and  one  of  them  gave  the  audience  a  strious 
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account  how  he  was  now  a  lawyer,  but  had  been  a  poei,  and 
then  a  long  enumeration  of  the  inconveniences  of  authorsliip, 
rascally  booksellers,  reviewers,  &c.,  which  first  set  the  au- 
dience a  gaping ;  but  I  have  said  enough.  You  will  be  so 
aorry,  thai  you  will  not  think  the  best  of  me  for  my  detail ; 
but  news  is  news  at  Canton.  Poor  H.,  I  fear,  will  feel  the 
disappointment  very  seriously  in  a  pecuniary  light.  What  if 
he  should  be  obliged  to  pan  with  his  long-necked  Guido  that 
hangs  opposite  as  you  enter,  and  the  game-piece  that  hangs 
in  the  back  drawing-room,  and  all  those  Vandycks,  &c. ' 
God  should  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn  connoisseur.  I  hope 
[  need  not  say  to  you  that  I  feel  for  the  weather-beaten  author, 
and  for  all  his  household.  I  assure  you  his  fate  has  soured 
a  good  deal  the  pleasure  I  should  have  otherwise  taken  in  my 
own  little  farce  being  accepted,  and,  I  hope,  about  to  be  acted 
— it  is  in  rehearsal,  actually,  and  £  expect  it  to  come  out  next 
week.  It  is  kept  a  sort  of  secret,  and  the  rehearsals  have 
gone  on  privately,  lesr,  by  many  folks  knowing  it,  the  story 
should  come  out,  which  would  infallibly  damn  it.  You  re- 
member I  had  it  sent  before  you  went.  Wroughton  read  it, 
and  was  much  pleased  with  it.  I  speedily  got  an  answer.  I 
took  it  to  make  alterations,  and  lazily  kept  it  some  months  ; 
then  took  courage,  and  furbished  it  up  in  a  day  or  two,  and 
took  it.  In  less  than  a  fortnight  I  heard  the  principal  part 
was  given  to  EUistoii,  who  liked  it,  and  only  wanted  a  pro- 
logue, whicit  I  have  since  done  and  sent  it ;  and  1  had  a  note 
the  day  before  yesterday  from  the  manager,  Wroughton  (bless 
his  fat  face— he  is  not  a  bad  actor  in  some  things},  to  say  that 
I  should  be  summoned  to  the  rehearsal  after  the  next,  which 
next  was  to  be  yesterday.  I  had  no  idea  it  was  so  forward. 
1  have  had  ao  trouble,  attended  no  reading  or  rehearsal,  made 
no  interest ;  what  a  contrast  to  the  usual  parade  of  authors ! 
But  it  is  peculiar  to  modesty  to  do  all  things  without  noise  or 
pomp!  I  have  some  suspicion  it  will  appear  in  public  on 
Wednesday  next ;  for  W.  says  in  his  note,  it  is  so  forward 
that,  if  wanted,  it  may  come  out  next  week,  and  a  new  melo- 
drame  is  announced  for  every  day  till  then ;  and  a  '  new  farce 
is  in  rehearsal,'  is  put  up  in  the  bills.  Now  you'd  like  to 
know  the  subject.  The  title  is  '  Mr.  H.,'  no  more  ;  how  sim- 
ple, how  taking !  A.  great  H  sprawling  over  the  playbill,  and 
attracting  eyes  at  every  corner.  The  story  is  a  coxcomb  ap- 
pearing at  Bath,  vastly  rich — all  the  ladies  dying  for  him — all 
bursting  to  know  who  he  is — but  he  goes  by  no  other  name 
than  Mr.  H. ;  a  curiosity  like  that  of  the  dames  of  Strasburg 
*bout  the  man  with  the  great  nose.  But  I  won't  tell  you  any 
more  about  it.  Yes  I  will ;  but  I  can't  give  you  an  idea  how 
Vol..  I  -T 
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I  ha^e  done  it.  I'll  just  tell  you  that,  after  much  vehement 
admiration,  when  his  true  name  comes  out,  '  Hogsfleah,'  all 
the  women  shun  him,  avoid  him,  and  not  one  can  be  found  to 
change  their  name  for  him — that's  the  idea — how  flat  it  is 
here — bat  how  whimsical  in  the  farce  !  And  only  think  how 
hard  upon  me  it  is  that  the  ship  is  despatched  to-morrow,  and 
my  triumph  cannot  be  ascertained  till  the  Wednesday  after — 
but  all  China  will  ring  of  it  hy-and-by.  N  B.  (But  this  is 
a  secret)  The  professor  has  got  a  tragedy  coming  out  wilh 
the  young  Roacius  in  it,  in  January  next,  as  we  say,  January 
last  it  will  be  with  you — and  though  it  is  a  profound  secret 
now,  as  all  his  affairs  are,  it  cannot  be  much  of  one  by  the  lime 
you  read  this.  However,  don't  let  it  go  any  further.  1  un- 
derstand there  are  dramatic  exhibitions  in  China.  One  would 
not  like  to  be  forestalled.  Do  you  find  in  all  this  stuff  I  have 
written  anything  like  those  feelings  which  one  should  send  my 
old  adventuring  friend,  that  is  gone  to  wander  among  Tartars, 
and  may  never  come  again?  I  don't— hut  your  going  away, 
and  all  about  you  is  a  threadbare  topic.  I  have  worn  it  out 
with  thinking— it  has  come  to  me  when  1  have  been  dull  with 
any  thing,  till  nyd  1  ndmrelo  have  come  from 
it  than  to  have  d  d  I  j  ,  you  don't  know  how 
much— but,  if  I  h  d  J  h  y  European  garret,  we 
should  talk  o  h  fl  I  h  written— so— those 
'  Tales  from  Sh  k  p  m  o  and  Mary  has  begun 
a  new  work.  M  Dw  d  h  ,  he  has  been  in  such 
a  way  lately— D  b  p  I  m  — he  sila  and  stands 
about  at  Holer  f  d  y  1  g—  ben  sighs,  and  leans 
his  head  on  hi  h  d  I  k  1  b  in  love— hut  it  seems 
he  was  only  m  d  g  k —  The  life  of  Morland,' 
the  young  man  is  not  used  to  composition.  Rickman  and 
Captain  Burney  are  well;  they  assemble  at  my  house  pretty 
regularly  of  a  Wcdnesday^a  new  institution.  Like  other 
great  men,  I  have  a  public  day,  cribbage  and  pies,  with  Phil- 
lips and  noisy . 

"  Good  Heaven  !  what  a  bit  only  I've  got  left !  how  shall  1 
squeeze  all  I  know  into  this  morsel!  Coleridge  is  come 
home,  and  is  going  to  turn  lecturer  on  taste  at  the  Royal  In- 
stitution. I  shall  get  £200  from  the  theatre  if  Mr.  H.  has  a 
good  run,  and  I  hope  £100  for  the  copyright.  Nothing  if  it 
fails,  and  there  never  was  a  more  ticklish  thing.  The  whole 
depends  on  the  manner  in  which  the  name  is  brought  out, 
which  I  value  myseF  on,  as  a  chef-d'muvre.  How  the  papei 
grows  less  and  less  !  In  less  than  two  minutes  I  shall  cease 
to  talk  to  you,  and  you  may  rave  to  the  great  Wall  of  China. 
N.B.   Is  there  such  a  wall?     Is  it  as  big  as  Old  I,ondot. 
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Wall,  by  Bedlam  ?  Have  you  met  wilh  a  friend  of  mine, 
named  Ball,  at  Canton  ?  if  you  are  acquainted,  remember  mo 
Vindly  to  him.  N.B.  If  my  little  thing  don'i  succeed,  I  shall 
easily  survive,  having,  as  it  were,  compared  to  H,'s  venture, 
but  a  sixteentlk  in  the  lottery.  Mary  and  I  are  to  sit  next  the 
orchestra  in  the  pit,  next  the  dweetJle-dees.  She  remem- 
bers you.  You  are  more  to  us  than  five  hundred  farces,  clap- 
pings, &.C. 

"  Come  back  one  day. 

"  C  Lamb." 

Wednesday,  10th  December,  180G,  was  the  wished-for 
evening  which  decided  the  fate  of  "  Mr.  H."  on  the  boards  of 
Drury.  Great  curiosity  was  excited  by  the  announcement; 
the  house  was  crowded  to  the  ceiling;  and  the  audience  im- 
patiently awaited  the  conclusion  of  the  long,  dull,  intolerable 
opera  of  "The  Travellers,"  by  which  it  was  preceded.  At 
length  Mr.  Elliston,  the  hero  of  the  farce,  entered,  gayly 
dressed,  and  in  happiest  spirits — enough,  not  too  much,  elated 
— and  delivered  the  prologue  wilh  great  vivacity  and  success. 
The  farce  began ;  at  first  it  was  much  applauded ;  but  the 
wit  seemed  wiredrawn  ;  and  when  the  curtain  fell  on  the  first 
act,  the  friends  of  the  author  began  to  fear.  The  second  act 
dragged  heavily  on,  as  second  acts  of  farces  will  do ;  a  rout 
at  Bath,  peopled  with  ill-dressed  and  over-dressed  actors  and 
actresses,  increased  the  disposition  to  yawn ;  and  when  the 
moment  of  disclosure  came,  and  nothing  worse  than  the  name 
Hogsflesh,  was  heard,  the  audience  resented  the  long  play  on 
their  curiosity,  and  would  hear  no  more.  Lamb,  with  his 
sister,  sat,  as  he  anticipated,  in  the  front  of  the  pit ;  and  hav- 
ing joined  in  encoring  the  epilogue  the  brUiancy  of  which 
injured  ilie  farce,  he  gave  way  with  equal  pliancy  to  the  com 
mon  feeling,  and  hissed  and  hooted  as  loudly  as  any  of  his 
neighbours.  The  next  morning's  pUjbill  contained  a  vera- 
cious announcement,  that  "  the  new  farce  of^R  H  perfortnea 
for  the  first  time  last  night,  was  received  by  an  overflowing  au- 
dience with  universal  applause,  and  will  be  repeated  for  the  sec- 
ond time  to-morrow  ;"  but  the  stage  lamps  never  that  morrow 
saw  !  Elliston  would  have  tried  it  again ;  but  Lamb  saw  al 
once  that  the  case  was  hopeless,  and  consoled  his  friends  with 
a  cen  ury  of  puns  for  ihe  wreck  of  his  dramatic  hopes. 
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From  this  period,  liie  lellera  of  Lamb  which  have  been  pre- 
served  lire  comparatively  few,  with  reference  to  the  yeais 
ihrough  which  they  are  scattered.    He  began  to  write  in  earnest 
for  the  press,  and  the  time  thus  occupied  was  wilhd    wn  1 
his  correspondents,  while  his  thoughts  and  feeling  d 

velopod  by  a  different  excitement,  and  expressed  h 

forms.     In  the  year  1807  the  series  of  stories  found  d        } 
plays  of  Shakspeare,  referred  to  in  his  last  letter  to  M 
was  published ;  in  which  the  outlines  of  his  plots  a     h  pp  ly 
brought  within  the  apprehension  of  children,  and  hi    1    g    f, 
preserved  wherever  it  was  possible  to  retain  it ;  a  fi 
poise  to  these  works  addressed  to  the  young  unde         d    g 
to  which  Lamb  still  cherished  the  strong  distaste  wl     1  b    k 
out  in  one  of  his  previous  letters.     Of  these  tales,  Ki      L 
Macbeth,  Tiraon  of  Athena,  Romeo  and  Juliet,  H  ml  t,      d 
Othello,  are  by  CRailes,  and  the  others  by  Mary  L      b    h 
being,  as  Lamb  always  insisted,  the  most  felicito      b       11 
well  adapted  to  infuse  some  sense  of  the  nobleness  of  tho 
poet's  thoughts  into  the  hearts  of  their  little  readers.     Of  two 
other  works  preparing  for  the  press,  he  thus  speaks  in  a  let- 
ter, which  bears  dale  26th  February,  1S08,  addressed  to  Man- 
ning, at  Canton,  in  reply  to  a  letter  received  thence,  in  which 
Manning  informed  Lamb  that  he  had  consigned  a  parcel  of 
silk  to  a  Mr  Knox  for  him. 


"  Dear  Missionary— Your  letters  from  the  farthest  ends  of 
the  world  have  arrived  safe.  Mary  is  very  thankful  for  your 
remembrance  of  herj  and,  with  the  less  suspicion  of  merce- 
nariness,  as  the  silk,  the  symholum  materiale  of  your  friend- 
ship, has  not  yet  appeared.  I  think  Horace  says  somewhere, 
nox  longa.  I  would  not  impute  negligence  or  unhandsome 
delays  to  a  pereon  whom  you  have  honoured  with  your  confi- 
dence, butJ  have  not  heard  of  the  silk  or  of  Mr.  Knox  save 
by  your  letter.  Maybe  he  expects  the  first  advances  !  or,  it 
may  be,  that  he  lias  not  succeeded  in  getting  the  article  on 
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shore,  for  it  is  among  the  res  prokibila  et  ntm  nisi  smuggle- 
ationis  vi&  fmenda.  But  so  it  ia,  in  the  friendships  between 
wicked  men,  the  very  expressions  of -their  good-wili  cannot  bul 
be  sinful.  I  suppose  you  know  my  farce  was  damned.  The 
noise  still  rings  in  my  ears.  Was  you  ever  ui  the  pillory! 
being  damned  is  something  like  that.  A  treaty  of  marriage 
is  on  foot  between  William  Hazlitt  and  Miss  8to ddart.  Some- 
thing about  settlements  only  retards  it.  Little  Fenwick  (you 
don't  see  the  connexion  of  ideas  here,  how  the  devil  should 
you  ?)  ia  in  the  rules  of  the  Fleet.  Cruel  creditors  !  operation 
of  iniquitous  laws !  is  Magna  Charta,  then,  a  mockery  ?  Why, 
in  general  (here  I  suppose  you  to  ask  a  question),  my  spirits 
ate  pretty  good,  but  I  have  my  depressions,  black  as  a  smith's 
beard,  Vulcanic,  Stygian.  At  such  times  I  have  recourse  to 
a  pipe,  which  is  like  not  being  at  home  to  a  dun ;  he  comes 
again  with  tenfold  bitterness  the  next  day.  {Mind,  I  am  not  in 
debt,  I  only  borrow  a  simUilude  from  others  ;  it  shows  ima- 
gination.) I  have  done  two  books  since  the  failure  of  my 
'arce ;  they  will  both  be  out  this  summer.  The  one  is  a  ju 
veniie  book,  '  The  Adventures  of  Ulysses,'  intended  to  be  ai 
introduction  to  the  reading  of  Telemachus  !  it  is  done  out  oi 
the  Odyssey,  not  from  the  Greek.  1  would  not  mislead  you  ; 
nor  yet  from  Pope's  Odyssey,  but  from  an  older  translation 
of  one  Chapman.  The  '  Shakspeare  Taies'  suggested  the 
doing  it.  Godwin  is,  in  both  those  cases,  my  bookseller. 
The  other  is  done  for  Longman,  and  is  'Specimens  of  Eng- 
lish Dramatic  Poets  contemporary  with  Shakspeare.'  Speci- 
mens ace  becoming  fashionable.  We  have  '  Specimens  of 
Ahcient  English  Poets' — '  Specimens  of  Modem  English  Po- 
ets'— 'Specimens  of  Ancient  English  Prose  Writers,'  without 
end.  They  used  to  be  called  '  Beauties.'  You  have  seen 
'  Beauties  of  Shakspeare  V  so  have  many  people  that  never 
saw  any  beauties. in  Shakspeare.  Longman  is  to  print  it,  and 
be  at  all  the  expense  and  risk,  and  I  am  to  share  the  profits 
after  all  deductions,  i.  e.,  a  year  or  two  hence  I  must  pocket 
what  they  please  to  tell  me  is  due  to  me.  But  the  book  is 
such  as  lam  glad  there  should  be.  It  is  done  out  of  old 
plays  at  the  Museum,  and  out  of  Dodsley's  collection,  &c.  It 
is  to  have  notes.  So  I  go  creeping  on  since  I  was  lamed 
with  that  cursed  fall  from  off  the  lop  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre 
into  the  pit,  something  more  than  a-year  ago.  However,  I  have 
been  free  of  the  house  ever  since,  and  the  house  was  pretty  free 
with  me  upon  that  occasion.  Hang  'em,  how  they  hissed !  h 
was  not  a  hiss  neither,  but  a  sort  of  a  frantic  yell,  like  a  congre- 
gation of  mad  geese,  with  roaring  sometimes  like  bears,  mows 
and  mops  like  apes,  sometimes  snake';  'hat  hissed  me  ipto  mad- 
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ness.  'Twas  like  St,  Anthony's  temptations.  Mercy  on  us 
that  God  should  give  his  favourite  children,  men,  mouths  lo 
upeak  with,  to  discourse,  rationally,  to  promise  smoothly,  W; 
flatter  agreeably,  to  encourage  warmly,  lo  counsel  wisely,  tc 
sing  with,  to  drink  with,  and  to  kiss  with,  and  that  they  should 
lurn  them  into  mouths  of  adders,  bears,  wolves,  hyenas,  and 
whistle  like  tempests,  and  emit  breath  through  them  hke  dis- 
tillations of  aspic  poison,  to  asperse  and  vilify  the  innocent 
labours  of  their  fellow- creatures  who  are  desirous  to  please 
ihem  !  Heaven  be  pleased  to  make  the  teeth  rot  out  of  them 
all,  therefore !  .Make  ihem  a  reproach,  and  all  that  pass  by 
them  to  loll  out  their  tongue  at  them  !  Blind  mouths  1  as 
Hilton  somewhere  calls  them.  Do  you  like  Braham's  sing- 
ing? The  httle  Jew  has  bewitched  me.  I  follow  him  like 
as  the  boys  followed  Tom  the  Piper.  I  was  insensible  lo 
music  till  he  gave  me  a  new  sense.  Oh  that  you  could  go  ro 
the  new  opera  of  Kais  to-night !  'Tis  all  about  Eastern  man- 
ners ;  it  would  just  suit  yon.  It  describes  the  wild  Arabs, 
wandering  Egyptians,  lying  dervises,  and  all  that  sort  of  people, 
10  a  hair.  You  needn't  ha'  gone  so  far  to  see  what  you  see, 
if  you  saw  it  as  I  do  every  night  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre. 
Braham's  singing,  when  it  is  impassioned,  is  finer  than  Mrs. 
Siddon's,  or  Mr.  Kemble's  acting ;  and  when  it  is  not  impas- 
sioned, it  is  as  good  as  hearing  a  person  of  fine  sense  talking. 
The  brave  little  Jew !  I  made  a  pun  the  other  day,  and 
palmed  it  upon  Holcroft,  who  grinned  hke  a  Cheshire  cat. 
(Why  do  cats  grin  in  Cheshire  1  Because  it  was  once  a 
county  palatine,  and  the  cats  cannot  help  laughing  whenever 
they  think  of  it,  though  I  see  no  great  joke  in  it.)  I  said  that 
Holcroft  said,  being  asked  who  were  the  best  dramatic  writers 
of  the  day,  'Hook  and  1.'  Mr.  Hook  is  author  of  several 
pieces,  Tekeli,  ^c.  You  know  what  hooks  and  eyes  are,  don't 
you  ?  Your  letter  had  many  things  in  it  hard  to  be  under- 
stood ;  the  puns  wore  ready  and  Swift-like  ;  but  don't  you  be- 
gin to  be  melancholy  in  the  midst  of  Eastern  customs  !  '  The 
mind  does  not  easily  conform  to  foreign  usages,  even  in  trifles ; 
it  requires  something  that  it  has  been  familiar  with.'  That 
begins  one  of  Dr.  Hawkesworth's  papers  in  the  Adventurer, 
and  is,  I  think,  as  sensible  a  remark  as  ever  fell  from  the 
doctor's  moutli.  White  is  at  Christ's  Hospital,  a  wit  of  the 
first  magnitude,  but  had  rather  be  thought  a  gentleman,  like 
Congreve.  You  know  Congreve's  repulse,  which  he  gave  to 
Voltaire  when  he  came  to  visit  him  as  a  literary  man,  thai 
he  wished  to  be  considered  only  in  the  light  of  a  private  gen- 
tleman. I  think  the  impertinent  Frenchman  was  properly 
answered.     I  should  just  serve  any  member  of  the  French 
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he  same  manner  that  wished  to  be  introduced 


"  Does  any  one  read  at  Canton  ?  Lord  Moira  is  president 
of  the  Westminster  Library.  I  suppose  you  might  have  in- 
terest with  Sir  Joseph  Banks  to  get  to  be  president  of  any 
similar  institution  tkat  should  be  set  up  at  Canton.  I  think 
public  reading-rooms  the  best  mode  of  educating  young  men. 
Solitary  reading  is  apt  to  give  the  headache.  Besides,  who 
knows  that  you  do  read  ?  There  are  ten  thousand  institutions 
similar  to  the  Itoyal  Institution  which  have  sprung  up  from  il. 
There  is  the  London  Institution,  the  Southwark  Institution, 
the  Russell  Square  Rooms  Insiituticn,  &c. — College  quasi  Coit- 
lege,  a  place  where  people  read  logclher,  Wordsworth,  the 
great  poet,  is  coming  to  town ;  he  is  to  have  apartments  in 
the  Mansion  House.  Well,  my  dear  Manning,  talking  can- 
not be  infinite ;  I  have  said  all  I  have  to  say;  the  rest  is 
but  remembrances,  which  we  shall  bear  in  our  heads  of  you 
while  we  have  heads.  Here  is  a  packet  of  trifles  nothing 
worth;  but  it  is  a  trifling  part  of  the  world  where  I  live; 
emptiness  abounds.  Hut  in  fulness  of  affection  we  remain 
yours,  C.  L." 

The  two  books  referred  to  in  this  letter  were  sho  ily  after 
published  The  Adventures  of  Ulysses  had  some  tmge  of 
the  quamtness  of  Chapman  it  gives  the  plot  of  the  earliest 
and  one  of  the  most  charm  ng  of  romances  witho  it  spoiling 
Its  interest  J  he  Specimens  of  English  Dramatic  Poets 
who  lived  ibout  the  I  ime  of  &hak«peare  were  received 
w  th  more  favour  than  I  o,mb  s  previous  w  orks  t!  ough  it  was 
oi  ly  by  slow  ai  d  irapercept  ble  degrees  that  they  won  their 
way  to  the  apprehens  ons  of  the  most  influential  m  nds  and 
wrought  out  the  gen  a!  purpose  of  the  editor  in  renew  ng  a 
taste  for  the  great  contemporanes  of  Shakspcare  The 
Monthly  Review  vouchsafed  a  notice*  in  its  large  pnnt  upon 
the  whole  favourable  accord  ng  to  the  ex  st  g  jishion  of 
criticism  but  still  '  craft  ly  qualified  It  w  11  scarcely  I  e 
credited  w  thout  reference  to  the  art  cle  itself  that  on  the 
notes  the  critic  pronounces  this  judgment  The  notes  be 
fore  us  indeed  have  nothing  ^ery  remarkable  except  the 
stj  le  which  19  formally  abrupt  and  elaborately  quaint  Some 
of  the  most  studied  attempts  to  display  excessive  feehng  we 
had  noted  for  animadversion,  but  the  task  is  unnecessary,"  &c. 

It  is  easy  to  conceive  of  readers  strongly  dissenting  from 

■  April,  1809. 
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Bome  of  the  passionate  eulogies  of  these  notes,  and  even  ta 
king  offence  at  the  boldness  of  the  allusions ;  but  thai  an^ 
one  should  read  these  essences  of  criticism,  suggesting  the 
ptofoundest  thoughts,  and  replete  throughout  with  fine  ima- 
gery, and  find  in  them  "'nothing  remarkable,"  is  a  mystery 
which  puzzles  us.  But  when  the  same  critic  speaks  of  the 
heroine  of  the  "  Broken  Heart"  as  "  the  light-heeled  Calan 
tha,"  it  is  easy  to  appreciate  his  fitness  for  siidng  in  judg- 
ment on  the  old  English  drama  and  the  congenial  expositoi 
of  its  grandeurs ! 

In  this  year  Miss  Lamb  published  her  charming  work,  en- 
titled "  Mrs.  Leicester's  School,"  to  which  Lamb  contributed 
three  of  the  tales.  The  best,  however,  are  his  sister's,  as  he 
delighted  to  insist ;  and  no  tales  more  happily  adapted  Co  nur- 
ture all  sweet  and  childlike  feelings  in  children  were  ever 
written.  Another  joint  publication,  "  Poetry  for  Children," 
followed,  which  also  ia  worthy  of  its  title. 

Early  in  1809  Lamb  removed  from  Mitre-court  Buildings 
to  Southampton  Buildings,  but  only  for  a  few  months,  and 
preparatory  to  a  settlement  {which  he  meant  to  be  Jinaj)  in 
the  Temple.  The  next  letter  to  Manning  (still  in  China),  of 
28th  March,  1809,  is  from  Southampton  Buildings. 


"  So  there  is  one  of  your  friends  whom  you  will  never  see 
again  !  Perhaps  the  next  fleet  may  bring  you  a  letter  from 
Martin  Biirney,  to  say  that  he  writes  by  desire  of  Miss  Lamb, 
who  is  not  well  enough  to  write  herself,  to  inform  you  tl  at  h 
brother  died  on  Thursday  last,  14th  June,  &c.  Bui  1  hop 
not.  1  should  be  sorry  to  give  occasion  to  open  a  co  e  po  I 
ence  between  Mariin  and  you.  This  letter  must  b  ho  t 
for  I  have  driven  it  off  to  the  very  moment  of  dojn  p  tl  e 
packets ;  and  besides,  that  which  I  refer  to  above  s  ve  y 
long  one  ;  and  if  you  have  received  my  books,  >ou  w  II  I  a 
enough  to  do  to  read  them.  While  I  thmk  on  it,  1  t  me  t  11 
you  we  are  moved.  Don't  come  any  more  to  M  I  e  ou  I 
Buildings.  We  are  at  34  Southampton  Buildings,  Chan  y 
lane,  and  shall  be  here  till  about  the  end  ol  May,  (hen  wo  re- 
move to  No.  4  Inner  Temple-lane,  where  I  mean  to  live  and 
die ;  for  I  have  such  horror  of  moving,  Ihai  I  would  not  take 
a  benefice  from  ihe  king  if  I  was  not  indulged  with  nonresi- 
dence.  What  a  dislocation  of  comfort  is  comprised  in  thai 
word  moving !  Such  a  heap  of  little  nasty  things,  after  you 
think  all  is  got  into  the  cart ;  old  dredging-boses,  woni-out 
brushes,  gallipots,  vials,  things  that  it  is  impossible  the  most 
s  person  can  ever  want,  but  which  the  women,  who 
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preside  on  these  occasions,  will  not  leave  behind  if  it  was  to 
save  your  soul ;  they'd  keep  the  can  ten  minutes  to  stow  in 
ilirty  pipes  and  broken  matches,  to  show  their  economy. 
'I'hen  you  can  find  nothing  you  want  for  raany  days  after  yon 
get  into  yoiit  new  lodgings.  Yon  must  comb  your  hair  with 
your  fingers,  wash  your  hands  without  soap,  go  about  in  dirty 
gaiters.  Was  I  Diogenes,  1  would  not  move  out  of  a  kilder- 
kin into  3  hogshead,  though  the  first  had  nothing  but  small 
beer  in  it,  and  the  second  reeked  claret.  Our  place  of  final 
destination— I  don't  mean  the  grave,  but  No.  4  Inner  Temple- 
lane — looks  out  upon  a  gloomy  churchyard-iike  court,  called 
Hare  Court,  with  three  trees  and  a  pump  in  it.  Do  you  know 
it  I  I  was  born  near  it,  and  used  to  drink  at  that  pnmp  when 
I  was  a  Rechabite  of  six  years  old.  If  you  see  newspapers 
you  wili  read  about  Mrs.  Clarke.  The  sensation  in  London 
about  (his  nonsensical  business  is  marvellous.  I  remembei 
nothing  in  my  life  like  it.  Thousands  of  ballads,  caricatures, 
lives  of  Mrs.  Clarke,  in  every  blind  alley.  Yet,  in  the  midst 
of  this  stir,  a  sublime  abstracted  dancing-master,  who  attends 
a  family  we  know  at  Kensington,  being  asked  a  question, 
about  the  progress  of  the  examinations  in  the  House,  inquire-} 
who  Mrs.  Clarke  was  T  He  had  heard  nothing  of  it.  He 
had  evaded  this  omnipresence  by  utter  insignificancy !  Th». 
duke  should  make  that  man  bis  confidential  valet.  I  pro- 
posed locking  him  up,  barring  him  the  use  of  his  fiddle  and 
red  pumps,  until  he  had  minutely  perused  and  committed  to 
memory  the  whole  body  of  the  examinations,  which  employed 
the  House  of  Commons  a  fortnight,  to  teach  him  to  be  more 
attentive  to  what  concerns  the  public.  I  think  I  told  you  ot 
Godwin's  little  book  and  of  Coleridge's  prospectus  in  my 
last ;  if  I  did  not,  remind  me  of  it,  and  I  will  send  you  them, 
or  an  account  of  them,  next  fleet.     I  have  no  couveniency  oC 

doing  it  by  this.     Mrs. grows  every  day  in  disfavor 

with  me.  I  will  be  buried  with  this  inscription  over  me : — 
'Here  lies  0.  L.,  the  woman-hater;'  I  mean,  that  hated  ont 
woman :  for  the  rest,  God  bless  them !  How  do  you  like  the 
Mandarinesses  1  Are  you  on  some  little  footing  with  any  of 
them  ?  This  is  Wednesday.  On  Wednesdays  is  my  levee. 
The  captain,  Martin,  Phillips  {not  the  sheriff),  Eickman,  and 
some  more,  are  constant  attendants,  besides  stray  visiters. 
We  play  at  whist,  eat  cold  meat  and  hot  potatoes,  and  any 
gerAeman  that  chooses  smokes.  Why  do  you  never  drop  in  f 
You'll  come  some  day,  won't  you  1 

"  C.  Lamb,  &c  " 

His  next  is  after  his  removal  to  the  Temple. 

7' 
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TO  MR.   MAPffllNG. 

"Dear  Manning — When  I  ]ast  wroie  you  I  was  in  lodg 
mgs.  I  am  now  in  chambers.  No.  4  Inner  Temple-lane 
where  I  should  bi;  happy  to  see  you  any  evening.  Bring  any 
of  your  friends,  the  Mandarins,  with  you.  1  have  two  sitting 
rooms :  I  call  them  so  par  excellence,  for  you  may  stand,  o( 
loll,  or  lean,  or  try  any  posiure  in  them,  but  they  are  best  foi 
Bitting;  not  squatting  down  Japanese  fashion,  but  the  more 
decorous  mode  which  European  usage  has  consecrated.  I 
have  two  of  these  rooms  on  the  third  floor,  and  five  sleeping, 
cool(ing,  &.C.  rooms  on  the  fourth  floor.  In  my  best  room  is  a 
choice  collection  of  the  works  ot'  Hogarth,  an  English  painter, 
of  some  humour.  In  my  nest  best  are  shelves  containing  a 
small  but  well-chosen  library.  My  best  room  commands  a 
court,  in  which  there  are  trees  and  a  pump,  the  water  of  which 
is  excellent  cold  with  brandy,  and  not  very  insipid  without. 
Here  I  hope  to  set  up  my  rest,  and  not  quit  till  Mr.  Powell, 
the  undertalter,  gives  me  notice  that  I  may  have  possession  of 
my  last  lodging.  He  lets  lodgings  for  single  gentlemen.  I 
sent  you  a  parcel  of  books  by  my  last  to  give  you  some  idea 
of  the  state  of  European  literature.  There  comes  with  this 
two  volumes,  done  up  as  letters,  of  minor  poetry,  a  sequel  to 
Mrs.  '  Leicester ;'  the  best  you  may  suppose  mine ;  the  next 
best  are  my  coadjutor's ;  you  may  amuse  yourself  in  guessing 
them  out ;  but  I  must  tell  you  mine  are  but  ono  third  in  quan- 
tity of  the  whole.  So  much  for  a  very  delicate  subject.  It 
is  hard  to  speak  of  one's  self,  &c.  Holcroft  had  finished  hia 
life  when  I  wrote  to  you,  and  Hazliit  has  since  finished  his 
life ;  I  do  not  mean  his  own  life,  but  he  has  finished  a  life  of 
Holcroft,  which  is  going  to  press.  Tuthill  is  Doctor  Tuthill. 
I  continue  Mr.  Lamb.  I  have  published  a  little  book  for 
children  on  titles  of  honour ;  and,  to  give  them  some  idea  of 
the  difi'erence  of  rank  and  gradual  rising,  I  have  made  a  little 
scale,  supposing  myself  to  receive  the  following  various  ac- 
cessions of  dignity  from  the  king,  who  is  the  fountain  of  hon- 
our—As at  first,  1.  Mr.  C.  Lamb  ;  2.  C.  Lamb,  Esq. ;  3.  Sir 
C.  Lamb,  Bart. ;  4.  Baron  Lamb  of  Stamford  ;*  5.  Viscount 
Lamb;  6,  Earl  Lamb;  7.  Marquis  Lamb;  8.  Duke  Lamb. 
It  would  look  like  quibbling  lo  carry  it  on  further,  and  espe- 
cially as  it  is  not  necessary  for  children  to  go  beyond  the  or- 
dinary titles  of  sub-regal  dignity  in  our  own  country,  other- 
wise I  have  sometimes  in  my  dreams  imagined  myself  still 
idvaneing,  as  9ih,  King  Lamb ;  lOlh,  Emperor  Lamb;  lltb, 
•  "  Whfira  my  family  came  from.    1  liave  ehoaen  thai  if  ever  1  ehouldhan 
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('ope  Innocent,  higher  than  which  is  nothing.  Puna  I  have 
not  made  many  {nor  punch  much)  since  the  date  of  my  last ; 
one  I  cannot  help  relating.  A  constable  in  Salisbtsry  Cathe- 
dral was  telling  me  that  eight  people  dined  at  the  top  of  the 
spire  of  the  cathedral,  upon  which  I  remarked  that  they  must 
be  verj  sharp  set.  But,  in  general,  I  cultivate  the  reasoning 
part  of  mymind  more  than  the  imaginative.  I  am  stuffed  out 
BO  with  eating  turkey  for  dinner,  and  another  turkey  for  sup- 
per yesterday  (Turkey  in  Europe  and  Turkey  in  Asia),  that  I 
can't  jog  on.  It  is  Newyear  here.  That  is,  it  was  Newyear 
half  a  year  back,  when  I  was  writing  this.  Nothing  puzzles 
me  more  than  time  and  space,  and  yet  nothing  puzzles  me  less, 
for  I  never  think  about  them.  The  Persian  amba! 
the  principal  thing  talked  of  now.  I  sent  some  people 
him  worship  the  sun  on  Primrose  Hill,  at  half  past  six  m  tiie 
momiig,  38th  November ;  but  he  did  not  come,  which  makes 
me  think  the  old  fire- worshippers  are  a  sect  almost  extinct  in 
Persia.  The  Persian  ambassador's  name  is  Shaw  All  Mirza. 
The  common  people  call  him  Shaw  Nonsense.  While  I  think 
of  it,  I  have  put  three  letters  besides  my  own  three  into  the 
India  post  for  you,  from  your  brother,  sister,  and  some  gentle- 
man whose  name  I  forget.  Will  they,  have  they,  did  they, 
come  safe  t  The  distance  you  are  at  cuts  up  tenses  by  the 
root.  I  think  you  said  you  did  not  know  Kate  •'*•"»•••.  i 
express  her  by  nine  stars,  though  she  is  but  one.  You  must 
have  seen  her  at  her  father's.  Try  and  remember  her.  Cole- 
ridge is  bringing  out  a  paper  in  weekly  numbers,  called  the 
'  Friend,'  which  I  would  send  if  1  could  ;  but  the  difficulty  1 
had  in  getting  the  packets  of  books  out  to  you  before  deters 
me  ;  and  you'll  want  something  new  to  read  when  you  come 
home.  Except  Kale,  I  have  had  no  vision  of  excellence  this 
year,  and  she  passed  by  like  the  queen  on  her  coronation  day ; 
you  don't  know  whether  you  saw  her  or  not.  Kate  is  fifteen ; 
i  go  about  moping,  and  sing  the  old  pathetic  ballad  I  used  to 
like  in  my  youth — 

'  Slie'B  sweet  fifteen, 

"  Mrs.  Bland  sung  it  in  boy's  clothes  the  first  time  I  heard 
it.  I  sometimes  think  the  lower  notes  in  ray  voice  are  like 
Mrs.  Bland's.  That  glorious  singer,  Braham,  one  of  my  lights, 
is  fled.  He  was  for  a  season.  He  was  a  rare  composition 
of  the  Jew,  the  gentleman,  and  the  angel,  yet  all  these  ele- 
ments mixed  up  so  kindly  in  him,  that  you  could  not  toll 

which  preponderated ;  but  he  is  gone,  and  one is  engaged 

instead.     Kate  is  vanished,  but  Miss  B is  always  to  be 
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■ijueens  drop  away,  while  blue-Iegg'd  Maukin  thrives ; 
And  courLly  Mildred  dies  while  couDiry  Madge  survives.* 

That  is  not  my  pi>etry,  but  Qiiarles's  ;  but  haven't  you  observed 
that  the  rarest  tfiings  are  the  least  obvious  1  Don't  show  any- 
body  the  names  in  this  letter.  I  write  conlidentially,  and 
ffish  this  letter  K)  be  considered  as  private.  Hazlitt  has  writ- 
ten a  grammar  for  Godwin ;  Godwin  sells  it  bound  «p  with  a 
treatise  of  his  own  on  language,  but  the  gra^  mare  is  the  bel- 
ter horse.  1  don't  allude  to  Mrs. ,  but  to  the  word  gram- 
mar, which  comes  near  to  gray  mare,  if  you  observe,  in  sound. 
That  figvice  is  called  paranomasia  in  Greek.  I  am  sometimes 
happy  in  it.  An  old  woman  begged  of  me  for  charity.  '  Ah! 
sir,'  said  she,  '  I  have  seen  better  days.'  '  So  have  J,  good 
woman,'  I  replied  ;  but  I  meant  literally,  days  not  so  rainy 
and  overcast  as  that  on  which  she  begged  :  she  meant  more 
prosperous  days,  Mr.  Dawe  is  made  associate  of  the  Royal 
Academy,  by  what  law  of  association  I  can't  guess.  Mrs. 
Holcroft,  Miss  Holcroft,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Godwin,  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Hazlitt,  Mrs.  Martin  and  Louisa,  Mrs.  Lum,  Capt.  Burney, 
Mrs.  Bumey,  Martin  Burney,  Mr,  Rickman,  Mrs.  Rickman, 
Br.  Stoddart,  William  Dollin,  IMr.  Thompson,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Norris,  Mr.  Penwick,  Mrs.  Fenwick,  Miss  Fenwick,  a  man 
that  saw  you  at  our  house  one  day,  and  a  lady  that  heaid  me 
speak  of  you ;  Mrs  Buffam  that  heard  Hazlitt  mention  you. 
Dr.  Tuthill,  Mrs.  Tuthill,  Colonel  Harwood,  Mrs.  Harwood, 
Mr.  CoUier,  Mrs.  Collier,  Mr.  Sutton,  Nurse,  Mr.  Fell,  Mrs. 
Fell,  Mr.  Marshall,  are  very  well,  and  occasionally  inquire 
after  you. 

"  1  remain  yours  ever, 

"  Ch.  Lahb. 


In  the  summer  of  1810  Lamb  and  his  sister  spent  their 
holydays  with  Hazlitt,  who,  having  married  Miss  Stoddart, 
was  living  in  a  house  belonging  to  his  wife's  family  at  Win- 
terslow,  on  the  border  of  Salisbury  Plain.  The  following 
letter,  of  12th  July  in  this  year,  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Mon 
taguc,  who  had  urged  him  to  employ  a  part  of  his  leisure  in  a 
compilation. 


"  Dear  Montague — I  have  turned  and  twisted  the  MSS.  in 
my  head,  and  can  make  nothing  of  them.  I  knew  when  I  took 
ihem  that  I  could  not,  but  I  do  not  like  to  do  an  act  of  ungra. 
cious  necessity  at  once ;  so  I  am  ever  committing  mj'self  by 
half  engagements  and  total  failures.     1  cannot  make  iny 
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b  dy  uni]       and     hj  I        t  do  sncli  things  ;  it  is  a  defect  in 
0     pa       I    ann      pu    other  people's  thoughts  together 
I  1    g  y  p      gr  ph  as  fast  aa  I  read  it ;  and  my  head 

h  d       h       ho  k  by  an  ali-night  journey  on  the  lop 

ol  the  coach,  that  I  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  nurse  it  into 
Its  natural  pace  before  I  go  home.  I  must  devote  myself  to 
imbecility ;  I  must  be  gloriously  useless  while  I  stay  here. 
Uow  is  Mrs.  M.  ?  will  she  pardon  my  inefficiency  1  The 
city  of  Salisbury  is  full  of  weeping  and  wailing.  The  bank 
has  stopped  payment ;  and  everybody  in  the  town  kept  money 
at  it,  or  has  got  some  of  its  notes.  Some  have  lost  all  they 
had  in  the  world.  It  is  the  nest  thing  to  seeing  a  city  with 
the  plague  within  its  walls.  The  Wilton  people  are  all  un- 
done ;  all  the  manufacturers  there  kept  cash  at  the  Salisbury 
bank ;  and  I  do  suppose  it  to  be  the  unhappiest  county  in 
England  this,  where  1  am  making  holyday.  We  purpose  set- 
ting out  for  Oxford  TueiJay  fortnight,  and  coming  thereby 
home.  But  no  more  night  travelling.  My  head  is  sore  (un- 
derstand it  of  tiie  inside)  with  that  deduction  from  my  natural 
rest  which  I  suffered  coming  down.  Neither  Mary  nor  1  can 
spare  a  morsel  of  our  rest ;  it  is  incumbent  on  us  to  be  misers 
of  it.  Travellitlg  is  not  good  for  us,  we  travel  so  seldom.  If 
the  Bun  be  hell,  it  is  not  for  the  fire,  but  for  the  sempiternal 
motion  of  that  miserable  body  of  light.  How  much  more 
dignified  leisure  hath  a  muscle,  glued  to  his  unpassable  rocky 
limit,  two  inches  square !  He  hears  the  tide  roll  over  him, 
backward  and  forward,  twice  a  day  (as  the  Salisbury  long 
coach  goes  and  returns  in  forty-eight  hours),  but  knows  better 
than  to  take  an  outside  night-place  a  top  on't.  He  is  the  owl 
of  the  sea — Minerva's  fish — the  fish  of  wisdom 
"  Our  kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs.  M. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"C,  Labb." 


"  Mary  has  left  a  little  space  for  me  to  fill  up  with  non- 
sense, as  the  geographers  used  to  cram  monsters  in  the  voids 
of  the  maps,  and  call  it  Terra  Incognita.  She  has  told  you  how 
she  has  taken  to  water  like  a  hungry  otter.  I  too  limp  after 
her  in  lame  imitation,  but  it  goes  against  me  a  little  at  first. 
I  have  been  acquaintance  with  it  now  for  full  four  days,  and  it 
seems  a  moon.  I  am  full  of  cramps,  and  rheumatisms,  and 
cold  inlemally,  so  that  fire  won't  warm  me ;  yet  I  bear  all  for 
virtue's   sake.     Must  I  then  leave  you,  gin,  rum,  brandy. 
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nquavils,  pleasant  jolly  fellows?  Hang  temperance  and  h* 
that  first  invented  it !  some  Anti-Noahite.  C has  pow- 
dered his  head,  and  louks  like  Bacchus,  Bacchus  ever  sleek 
and  young.  He  is  going  to  turn  sober,  but  Ma  clock  has 
not  struck  yet ;  meantime  he  pours  down  goblet  after  goblet, 
the  second  to  see  where  the  first  is  gone,  the  third  to  see  no 
harm  happens  to  the  second,  a  fourth  to  say  there  is  another 
coming,  and  a  fifth  to  say  he  is  not  sure  he  is  the  last." 

In  the  autumn  of  this  year,  the  establishment  of  a  Quarterly 
Magazine,  entitled  the  "  Reflector,"  opened  a  new  sphere  for 
Lamb's  powers  as  a  humourist  and  ciiiic.  Its  editor,  Mr. 
Leigh  Hunt,  having  been  educated  in  the  same  school,  en- 
joyed many  associations  and  friendships  in  common  with  him, 
and  was  thus  able  to  excite  In  Lamb  the  greatest  motive  fot 
exertion  in  the  zeal  of  kindness.  In  this  magazine  appeared 
some  f  I  mb  bl  ff  s ;  his  essay  "  On  Garrick  and 
Acting    wh    1  h       haracter  of  Lear,  perhaps  the 

nobles  m  w  nd  on  the  noblest  human  sub- 

ject ;h     dlghfl     E      y  Hogarth ;"  his  "  Farewell  to 

Tobac  d  1    f  1      hoicest  of  his  gayer  pieces. 

Th  b       f  1     Q  ly  Review  for  December,  ISll, 

ijontai     d     n  k    p      L     b,  which  it  would  be  difficult, 

as  well       p      f  1         h  ze  as  it  deserves.     Mr.  We- 

ber, in  1        d  f     F  had  extracted  Lamb's  note  on 

the  ca  pi        f     Th     B    ken  Heart,"  in  which  Lamb, 

speaki        f  1         }     h  h  ded  as  tke  highest  exhibition 

of  irag        iT  I     h  !    m     genius  had  depicted,  dared  an 

illusio    wl    h  w     p    h  p  bold  for  those  who  did  not  un- 

dersta  1  h  p  1  f  1  by  which  it  was  suggested,  but 
which  p   J  d      1        d        Id  mistake  for  the  breathing 

of  olh       hap  p  In  reviewing  Mr.  Weber,  the 

critic,  wh  wild  f  the  Review,  thus  complains 
of  the  q  —   W    h  nore  serious  charge  to  bring 

against  the  editor  than  the  omission  of  points,  or  the  misap- 
prehension of  words.  He  has  polluted  his  pages  with  the 
blasphemies  of  a  poor  maniac,  who,  it  seems,  once  published 
some  detached"  scenes  of  the  '  Broken  Heart.'  For  this  un- 
fortunate creature  every  feeling  mind  will  find  an  apology  in 
his  calamitous  situation ;  but  for  Mr.  Weber,  we  know  not 
where  the  warmest  of  his  friends  will  find  palliation  or  ex- 
cuse." It  would  be  unjust  to  attribute  this  paragraph  to  the 
accidental  association  of  Lamb  in  literary  undertakings  with 
persons  like  Mr,  Hunt,  strongly  opposed  to  the  political  opin 
ions  of  Mr.  Gifford.  It  seems  rather  the  peculiar  expression 
of  the  distaste  of  a  small  though  acute  raind  for  an  origmal 
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^wer  which  Bt  could  not  appreciate,  and  which  disturbed  the 
conventional  associations  of  which  it  was  master,  aggravated 
by  bodily  weakness  and  disease.  Noiwithsianding  this  at- 
tack. Lamb  was  prompted  by  his  admiration  for  Wordsworth's 
"  Excursion"  to  contribute  a  review  of  that  work,  on  its  ap- 
pearance, to  the  Quarterly,  and  he  anticipated  great  pleasure 
■in  the  poet's  approval  of  his  criticism  ;  but,  when  the  review 
appeared,  the  article  was  so  mercilessly  mangled  by  the  ed- 
itor, that  Lamb  entreated  Wordsworth  not  to  read  it.  For 
these  grievances 'Lamb  ai  length  took  a  very  gentle  revenge 
in  the  following 


All  unadrised,  and  in  an  evil  hour, 
Lured  by  aspirii^  thoughls,  mj  son.  jod  daft 
The  lowly  labonra  of  the  "Gentle  Craft" 
For  learned  toils,  which  blood  and  spirila  sour. 
All  things,  dear  pledge,  are  not  in  all  men's  ponei 
The  wiser  sort  of  uliriib  afiects  the  ground ; 
And  sweet  content  of  mind  is  oftenet  found 
In  cobbler's  parlour  than  in  critic's  bower. 
The  sorest  work  is  what  doth  cross  the^rain, 
And  better  to  this  hour  you  had  been  plying 
The  obsequious  awl,  with  well-waied  finger  flying. 
Than  ceaseless  thus  to  till  s  thsnklesa  vein : 
Still  teasing  muses  which  are  still  donTing; 
Making  a  atretching-leather  of  your  biaiii, 
St.  CrUpin's  Eve. 

Lamb,  as  we  have  seen,  cared  nothing  for  politics  ;  yet  his 
desire  to  seive  his  friends  sometimes  induced  him  to  adopt  for 
a  short  time  their  view  of  pubUc  affairs,  and  assist  ihem  with 
a  harmless  pleasantry.  The  following  epigram  on  the  disap- 
pointment of  the  whig  associates  of  the  regent  appeared  ia 
the  "  Examiner." 


Ye  politicians,  fell  me,  pray, 


The  following,  also  published  in  the  same  paper,  woula 
probably  have  only  caused  a  smile  if  read  by  the  regent  him- 
self, and  may  now  be  republished  without  offence  to  any  one. 
At  the  time  when  he  wrote  it,  Lamb  used  to  slop  any  passion- 
ate attacks  upon  the  prince  with  the  smiling  remark,  "  /  love 
my  regent " 
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THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  WHALK 
!o !  Pffian  !    lo !  sinK- 

-  -  -        ;e:.A., 

Not  a  fatter  iishVhaiihe 
Floandera  ronnd  the  Polar  Sc«. 
See  hie  blubber— Bt  his  gills 
What  a  world  of  drink  he  swills ! 
From  his  trunk,  as  from  a  spout, 
Which  neit  moment  he  poors  out. 
Such  his  person.    Meit  declare, 
Muse,  who  his  companions  are  ; 
Every  fish  of  generous  kind 
Scuds  aside,  or  slinks  behind; 
But  about  his  presence  keep 
All  the  monsters  of  the  deep; 
Mermaids,  with  their  tails  and  singini 
His  delighted  fancy  slinging ; 
Crooked  dolphins,  they  surround  him 
Doelibe  seals,  they  fawn  around  him 
Following  hard,  the  progress  mark 
Of  theintolerantsalt  sea  shark; 
For  his  solace  and  relief, 
Flatlish  are  his  conrliers  chief; 


Inkfish 

(libellers  of  the  mam). 

Their  1 

slack  liquor : 
on  earth  Ike 

^hedinspite: 

(Such 

ne  do  say. 

In  his  1 

Jlomach,  son 

Nogo< 

)d  thing  can 

ererelay: 

Had  it 

been  the  fori 

;uneofit 

Tohai 

-e  BwaUow'd  that  old  prophet, 

Three 

days  there  b. 

p'd  not  ha¥e  dwel 

Botin 

one  have  bei 

sn  ejpell'd. 

Haples 

s  mariners  a 

re  the?, 

Who,  beguiled  (as . 

seaMensay), 

Footing  sure,  safe  spot,  and  dry  land. 
Anchor  iu  his  scaly  rind — 
Soo,  the  difference  they  find; 
Sudiien  plumb !  he  sinks  beneath  them. 
Does  lo  ruthless  seas  beqneath  them, 

Kame  or  title  what  has  he! 
Is  he  Regent  of  the  Sea? 
From  this  diiKcuIty  free  us. 
Butfon.  Banks,  or  sage  Linnsus, 
With  his  wondrous  attributes, 
Say,  what  appellation  suits! 
By  his  bulk,  and  by  his  size. 
If  y  his  oily  qualities, 
This  (or  else  my  eyes  ght  fails) 
This  should  be  the  Prince  ol  Wiiies 

The  devastation  of  the  Park  in  tue  summer  of  18U,  bj 
reason  of  the  rejoicings  on  the  ii^it  of  ihp  alhed  soierugnuj 
produced  the  following  letter  from  Lamb  to  Wordsworth 


lo  Harrow,  and  a  day  or  two 
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on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  this  summer,  rural  images  were 
fast  fading  from  my  mind,  and  by  the  wise  provision  of  the 
regent  all  that  was  countryfied  in  the  parks  is  just  obliter- 
ated. The  very  colour  of  green  is  vanished,  the  whole  sur- 
face of  Hyde  Park  is  dry  crumbling  sand  (Arabia  Arenosa), 
not  a  vestige  or  hint  of  grass  ever  having  grown  there  ;  booths 
and  drinking-places  go  all  round  it,  for  a  mile  and  a  half  1  am 
confident— 1  might  say  two  miles,  in  circuit — the  stench  of 
liquors.  Sad!  tobacco,  dirty  people,  and  provisions,  conquers 
ihe  air,  and  we  are  all  stifled  and  suiTocated  in  Hyde  Park. 
Order  after  order  has  been  issued  by  Lord  Sidmouth  in  the 
name  of  the  regent  (acting  in  behalf  of  iiis  royal  father)  for 
the  dispersion  of  the  varlets,  but  in  vain.  The  vis  unitu  of  all 
the  pubhcans  in  London,  Westminster,  Marylebone,  and  miles 
round,  is  too  powerful  a  force  to  put  down.  'I'he  regent 
has  raised  a  phantom  which  he  cannot  lay.  There  they'll 
stay,  probably,  for  ever.  The  whole  beauty  of  the  place  is 
gone — that  lake-look  of  the  Serpentine— it  has  got  foolish 
ships'  upon  it-^but  something  whispers  to  have  confidence  in 
nature  and  its  revival — 


Meantime  I  confess  to  have  smoked  one  delicious  pipe  In  one 
of  the  cleanliest  and  goodliest  of  the  booths ;  a  tent  rather- 

'  Oh  call  it  not  a  booth  !' 

erected  by  the  public  spirit  of  Watson,  who  keeps  the  Adam 
and  Eve  at  Pancras  (the  alehouses  have  all  emigrated,  with 
their  train  of  bottles,  mugs,  corkscrews,  waiters,  into  Hyde 
Park — whole  alehouses  with  all  their  ale  !),  in  company  with 
some  of  the  Guards  that  had  been  in  France,  and  a  fine  French 
girl,  habited  like  a  princess  of  banditti,  which  one  of  the  dogs 
had  transported  from  the  Garonne  to  the  Serpentine.  The 
unusual  scene  in  Hyde  Park,  by  candlelight,  in  open  air, 
good  tobacco,  bottled  stout,  made  it  look  like  an  inlerval  in  a 
campaign,  a  repose  ader  battle.  I  almost  fancied  scars  smart- 
ing,  and  was  ready  to  club  a  story  with  my  comrades  of  some 
of  my  lying  deeds.  After  all,  the  fireworks  were  splendid , 
the  rockets  in  clusters,  in  trees,  and  all  shapes,  spreading 
about  like  young  stars  in  the  making,  floundering  about  in 
space  (like  unbroke  horses),  till  some  of  Newton's  calcula- 
tions should  fix  them ;  but  then  they  went  out.  Any  one  who 
could  see  'em,  and  the  still  finer  showers  of  gloomy  rain-fire 
that  "ell  sulkily  and  angrily  from  'em,  and  could  go  to  bed 
without  dreaming  of  the  last  day,  must  be  a  hardened  atheist 
"Again  let  me  thank  you  for  your  present,  and  assure  vou 
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that  fiieworks  and  triumphs  have  not  distrai;ted  me  from  re- 
ceiving a  calm  and  nohle  enjoyment  from  it  (which  I  trust  I 
shall  often),  and  I  sincerely  congratulate  you  on  its  appearance 

"  With  kindest  remembrances  to  you  and  household,  we  ro 
main  yours  smcerely, 

"0.  Lamb  and  Sister. 

OthAngust,  18J1." 

I'he  following  are  fragments  of  letters  to  Coleridge  in  tho 
same  montiL  -  The  first  is  in  answer  to  a  solicitation  of  Cole- 
ridge for  a  supply  of  German  books. 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGE. 

■■  13[h  Aug.,  lai*. 
"  Dear  Resuscitate— There  comes  to  you  by  the  vehicle 
from  Ladlane  this  day  a  volume  of  German  ;  what  it  is  lean- 
not  justly  say,  the  characters  of  those  northern  nations  having 
been  always  singularly  harsh  and  unpleasant  to  me.     It  is  a 

contribution  of  Dr.  towards  your  wants,  and  you  would 

have  had  it  sooner  but  for  an  odd  accident.  I  wrote  for  it 
three  days  ago,  and  the  doctor,  as  he  thought,  sent  it  me.  A 
book  of  like  exterior  he  did  send,  but,  being  disclosed,  how  far 
unlike  !  It  was  the  '  Well-bred  Scholar,'  a  book  with  which, 
it  seems,  the  doctor  laudably  fills  up  those  hours  which  he 
can  steal  from  his  medical  avocations  (Chesterfield,  Blair,  Be- 
attie,  portions  from  '  The  Life  of  Savage,'  make  up  a  prettyish 
system  of  morality  and  the  belles  letires,  which  Mr.  Mylne,  a 
schoolmaster,  has  properly  brought  together,  and  calls  the  col- 
lection by  the  denomination  above  mentioned) ;  the  doctor 
had  no  sooner  discovered  his  error,  than  he  despatched  man 
and  horse  to  rectify  the  mistake,  and,  with  a  pretty  kind  of  in- 
genuous modesty  in  his  note,  seemeth  to  deny  any  knowledge 
of  the  '  Well-bred  Scholar ;'  false  modesty,  surely,  and  a  blush 
misplaced  ;  for  what  more  pleasing  than  the  coii  si  deration  of 
professional  austerity  thus  relaxing,  thus  improving !  But  so, 
when  a  child,  I  remember  blushing,  being  caught  on  my  knees, 
or  doing  otherwise  some  pious  and  praiseworthy  action :  noa. 
1  rather  love  such  things  to  be  seen.  Henry  Crahb  Robinson 
is  OLit  upon  his  circuit,  and  his  books  are  inaccessible  without 
his  leave  and  key  He  is  attending  the  Norfolk  Circuit— a 
short  term,  but  to  him,  as  to  many  young  lawyers,  a  long  va- 
cation, sufficiently  dreary,*  I  thought  1  could  do  no  belter 
than  transmit  to  him,  not  extracts,  but  your  very  letter  itself, 
than  which  I  think  I  never  read  anything  more  moving,  more 

•  A  mistake  of  Lnmli's,  at  which  the  excellent  person  referred  to  may  Emile, 
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pathetic,  or  more  conducive  to  the  purpose  < 
The  Crab  is  a  sour  Crab  if  it  does  not  sweeten  him  I  think 
it  would  draw  another  third  volume  of  Dodslev  out  of  me , 
but  you  say  you  don't  want  any  Enghsh  books'  Peihaps 
after  all,  that's  as  well ;  one's  romantic  credulity  is  ior  evei 
misleading  one  into  misplaced  acts  of  foolery.  Crab  might 
have  answered  by  this  time  ;  his  juices  take  a  long  time  sup- 
plyingi  '"It  they'll  run  at  last — I  know  they  will— pure  golden 
pippin.  A  fearful  rumour  has  since  reached  me  that  the  Crab 
is  on  the  eve  of  setting  out  for  France.  If  he  is  in  England 
your  letter  will  reach  him,  and  I  flatter  myself  a  touch  of  he 
persuasive  of  my  own,  which  accompanies  it;  will  not  be 
thrown  away :  if  it  be,  he  is  a  sloe,  and  no  true-hearted  crab, 
and  there's  an  end.  For  that  life  of  the  German  conjuror 
which  you  speak  of,  '  Colerus  de  Vita  Doctoris  vix-Inlelligi- 
bilis,'  I  perfectly  remember  the  last  evening  we  spent  with 

Mrs.  M and  Miss  B ,  in  London-street  (by  that  token 

we  had  rabbits  for  supper,  and  Miss  B ■  prevailed  upon  me 

to  take  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water  after  supper,  which  is  not 
my  habit) — I  perfectly  remember  reading  portions  of  that  life 
in  their  parlour^  and  1  think  it  must  be  among  their  packages. 
It  was  the  very  last  evening  wo  were  at  that  house.     What  is 

gone  of  that  frankhearted  circle,  M ,  and  his  gos-Iettuces  ■* 

He  ate  walnuts  better  than  any  man  I  ever  knew.  Friend- 
ehips  in  these  parts  stagnate. 

"  I  am  going  to  eat  turbot,  turde,  venison,  marrow  pudd. — 
cold  punch,  claret,  Madeira — at  our  annual  feast,  at  half  past 
four  this  day.  They  keep  bothering  me  (I'm  in  office},  and 
my  ideas  are  confused.  Let  me  know  if  I  can  be  of  any  ser 
vJfce  as  to  books.  God  forbid  iho  Architectonican  should  be 
sacrificed  to  a  foolish  scruple  of  some  book-proprietor,  as  if 
books  did  not  belong  with  the  highest  propriety  to  those  thai 
understand  'em  best.  C.  Lahb." 


"26th  August,  iei+, 

"  Let  the  hungry  soul  rejoice,  there  is  corn  in  Egypt. 
Whatever  thou  hast  been  told  to  the  contrary  by  designing 
friends,  who  perhaps  inquired  carelessly,  or  did  not  inquire  at 
^11,  in  hope  of  saving  their  money,  there  is  a  stock  of '  Re- 
morse'on  hand,  enough,  as  Pople  conjectures,  for  seven  years' 
consumption,  judging  from  experience  of  the  last  two  years. 
Methinks  it  makes  for  the  benefit  of  sound  literature,  that  the 
beat  books  do  not  always  go  off  best.  Inquire  in  seven  ysars' 
time  for  the  '  Rokebys'  and  the  '  Laras,'  and  where  shall  thev 
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is  gone  to  Pans.  I  prophesy  he  and  the  Parisians  will  part 
with  mutual  contempt.  His  head  has  a  t wist  ^ Hem agne,  like 
thine,  dear  mystic, 

"  1  have  been  reading  Madame  Stael  on  Germany.  An  im- 
pudent clever  woman.  But  if '  Faust'  be  no  better  than  in  het 
"abstract  of  it,  I  counsel  thee  to  let  it  alone.  How  canst  thou 
translate  the  language  of  cat-monkeys?  Fy  on  such  fanta 
sies !  But  1  wilt  not  forget  to  look  for  Proclus.  It  is  a  kind 
of  book,  when  one  meets  with  it,  one  shuts  the  lid  faster  than 
one  opened  it.  Yet  I  have  some  bastard  kind  of  recollection 
that  somewhere,  some  time  ago,  upon  some  stall  or  other,  I 
saw  it.  It  was  either  that,  or  Plotinus,  or  Saint  Augustine's 
'  City  of  God.'  So  little  do  some  folks  value  what  to  others, 
se,  to  you, '  well  used,'  had  been  the  '  Pledge  of  Immortality. 
Bishop  Bruno  I  never  touched  upon.  Stuffing  too  good  for 
the  brains  of  such  '  a  Hare'  as  thou  describes!.  May  it  burst 
his  pericranium,  as  the  gobbela  of  fat  and  turpentine  {a  nasty 
thought  of  the  seer)  did  that  old  dragon  in  the  Apocrypha  ! 
May  he  go  mad  in  trying  to  understand  his  author  !  May  he 
lend  the  third  volume  of  him  before  he  has  quite  translated  the 
second,  to  a  friend  who  shall  lose  it,  and  so  spoil  the  publica- 
tion, and  his  friend  find  it  and  send  it  him  just  as  thou  or  some 
Huch  less  dilatory  spirit  shall  have  annoimced  the  whole  for 
the  press !  lastly,  may  he  be  himted  by  reviewers,  and  he 
devil  jug  him !  Canst  think  of  any  other  queries  m  the  solu- 
tion of  which  I  can  give  thee  satisfaction  1  Do  you  want  any 
books  that  I  can  procure  for  you  t     Old  Jimm*'  Boyer  is  dead 
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di  last.  Trollope  has  got  his  living,  worth  1000/.  a  year  nett. 
See,  thou  sluggard,  thou  heretic  sluggard,  what  mightst  thou 
not  have  arrived  at.  Lay  thy  animosiiy  against  Jimmy  in  iha 
grave.     Do  not  entail  it  on  thy  posterity. 

"  Charles  Lamb" 


CH.il'TER  X. 


letters  lo  Wordswortli,  Soulhey  and  Manning 

It  was  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  lbl5  that  I  had  hrst 
the  happiness  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Lamb 
With  his  scattered  essays  and  poems  I  had  become  famil- 
iar a  few  weeks  before,  through  the  mstru mentality  ol  Mr 
Barron  Field,  now  chief-justice  of  Gibraltar,  who  had  been 
brought  into  ciose  intimacy  with  Lamb  by  the  association  ol 
his  own  family  with  Christ's  Hospital,  of  which  his  father  was 
the  surgeon,  and  by  his  own  participation  in  the  "  Reflector." 
Living  then  in  chambers  in  Inner  Temple-lane,  and  attending 
those  of  Mr.  Chitty,  the  special  pleader,  which  were  on  the 
next  staircase  to  Mr.  Lamb's,  I  had  been  possessed  some 
time  by  a  desire  to  become  acquainted  with  the  writings  ol 
my  gifted  neighbour,  which  my  friend  was  able  only  partially 
lo  gratify.  "  John  Woodvil,"  and  the  number  of  the  "  Reflec- 
tor" enriched  with  Lamb's  article,  he  indeed  lent  me,  but  he 
had  no  copy  of  "  Rosamund  Gray,"  which  I  was  most  anxious 
to  read,  and  which,  after  earnest  search  through  all  the  book- 
stalls within  the  scope  of  my  walks,  I  found,  exhibiting  prop- 
er marks  of  due  appreciation,  in  the  store  of  a  little  circula- 
ting library  near  Holborn.  There  was  something  in  this  little 
romance  so  entirely  new,  yet  breathing  the  air  of  old  ac- 
quaintance ;  a  sense  of  beauty  so  delicate  and  so  intense ;  and 
a  morality  so  benignant  and  so  profound,  that,  as  I  read  it, 
my  curiosity  to  see  its  author  rose  almost  lo  the  height  of 
pain.  The  commencement  of  the  new  year  brought  me  that 
gratification ;  1  was  invited  to  meet  Lamb  at  dinner,  at  the 
house  of  Mr.  William  Evans,  a  gentleman  holding  an  office 
in  the  India  House,  who  then  lived  in  Weymouth-street,  and 
who  was  a  proprietor  of  the  "  Pamphleteer,"  to  which  I  had 
contriljuted  some  idle  scribblinga.  My  duties  at  the  office 
did  not  allow  me  to  avail  myself  of  this  invitation  to  dinner 
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but  I  weni  up  at  ten  o  clock  through  a  deep  siion  pilpably 
congeiling  into  ii,e  and  wjs  amply  repaid  when  I  reached 
ihe  hospitable  abode  ol  my  fr  end  There  was  Lamb  pre 
paring  to  depart  but  he  sta}  ed  ha!f  an  hour  in  k  ndness  to 
me    and  then  accompanied  me  to  our  corimon  home — the 

Methinks  I  see  him  before  me  now  as  he  appeared  then 
and  ds  he  continued,  with  scarcely  any  perLept  He  ^lte^allon  to 
rae,  durfng  the  twenty  years  of  intimacy  which  followed,  and 
were  closed  by  his  death.  A  light  frame,  so  fragile  that  it 
seemed  as  if  a  breath  would  overthrow  it,  clad  in  clerkiike 
black,  was  surmounted  by  a  head  of  form  and  expression  the 
most  noble  and  sweet.  His  black  hair  curled  crisply  abont 
an  expanded  forehead  ;  his  eyes,  softly  brown,  twinkled  with 
varying  expression,  though  the  prevalent  feeling  was  sad ; 
md  the  nose  slightly  curved    and  delicately  carved  s 
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t,  called  Becky,  was 

ready  to  receive  us.     We  were  soi 

m  seated  beside  a  cheer- 

ful  fire ;  hot  water  and  its  better 

adjuncts  were  before  us; 

and  Lamb  insisted  on  my  sitting  w 

■ith  him  while  he  smoked 

"one  pipe,"  for — alas!    for  poor  h 

uman  naiure^he  had  re- 

Slimed  his  acquaintance  with  his  "  f 

air  traitress."     How  often 

the  pipe  and  the  glasses  were  replenished,  I  will  not  under- 
take lo  disclose;  but  I  can  never  forget  the  conversation; 
though  the  first,  it  was  more  solemn  and  in  higher  mood  than 
any  I  ever  after  had  with  Lamb  through  the  whole  of  our 
friendship.  How  it  took  such  a  turn  between  two  strangers 
one  of  them  a  lad  of  not  quite  twenty,  I  cannot  tell ;  but  so  II 
happened.  We  discoursed  then  of  life  and  death,  and  our 
anticipation  of  a  world  beyond  ihe  grave.     Lamb  siwke  of 
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kcse  awful  tliemes  with  the  eimplest  piety,  but  expressed  hia 
own  fond  cleavings  to  life — to  all  well-known  accustomed 
things — and  a  shivering  {not  shuddeniig)  sense  of  that  which 
Is  to  come,  which  he  so  finely  indicated  in  his  "  Newyeac'a 
Eve"  years  afterward.  It  was  two  o'clock  before  we  parted, 
when  Lamb  gave  ine  a  hearty  invitation  to  ?enew  my  visit  at 
pleasure ;  but  two  or  lliree  months  elapsed  before  I  saw  him 
again.  In  the  mean  lime,  a  number  of  the  "  Pamphleteer" 
contained  an  "  Essay  on  the  Chief  Living  Poets,"  among 
whom  on  the  title  appeared  the  name  of  Lamb,  and  some 
page  or  two  were  expressly  devoted  to  his  praises.  .  It  was 
a  poor  tissue  of  tawdry  eulogies — a  shallow  outpouring  of 
young  enthusiasm  in  iine  words,  which  it  mistakes  for  thoughts 
— yet  it  gave  Lamb,  who  had  hitherto  received  scarcely  civil 
notice  from  reviewers,  great  pleasure  to  find  that  any  one 
recognised  him  as  having  a  place  among  poets.  The  next  time 
I  saw  him,  he  came  almost  breathless  into  the  oflicc,  and  pro- 
posed to  give  me  what  I  should  have  chosen  as  the  greatest 
of  all  possible  honours  and  delights — an  introduction  to  Words- 
worth, who,  I  learned,  with  a  palpitating  heart,  was  actually  at 
the  next  door.  I  hurried  out  with  my  kind  conductQr,  and  a 
minute  after  was  presented  by  Lamb  to  the  person  whom  in 
all  the  world  I  venerated  most,  with  this  preface: — "Words- 
worth, give  me  leave  to  introduce  to  you  my  only  admirer," 


"OlhAug,  J8iS. 

"Dear  Wordsworth — Mary  and  I  felt  quite  queer  after 
your  taking  leave  (you  W.  W.)  of  us  in  St.  Giles's.  We 
wished  we  had  seen  more  of  you,  but  felt  we  had  scarce  been 
sufiiciently  acknowledging  for  the  share  we  had  enjoyed  o( 
your  company.  We  fell  as  if  we  had  been  not  enough  ex- 
pressive of  our  pleasure.  But  our  manners  he(k  are  a  little 
100  much  on  this  side  of  too-much -cordially.  We  want  pres- 
ence of  mind  and  presence  of  heart  What  we  feel  comes 
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fruit  from  my  young  friend,  &c.  There  is  something  inex- 
pressibly pleasant  to  rae  in  tkese  presents,  be  it  fruit,  or  fowl,  or 
brawn,  or  what  not.  Books  are  a  legitimate  cause  of  accept- 
ance. If  present  be  not  the  soul  of  friendship,  undoubtedly 
they  are  the  most  spiritual  part  of  the  body  of  that  intercourse. 
There  is  loo  much  narrowness  of  thinking  in  this  point.  The 
punctilio  of  acceptance,  mechinks,  is  too  confined  and  strait- 
laced.  I  couid  be  content  to  receive  money,  or  clothes,  or  a 
joint  of  meat  from  a  friend.  Why  should  he  not  send  me  a 
dinner  as  well  as  a  dessert  1  I  would  taste  him  in  the  beasla 
of  the  field,  and  through  all  creation.  Therefore  did  the  bas- 
ket of  fruit  of  the  juvenile  Talfourd  not  displease  me  ;  not  that 
I  have  any  thoughts  of  bartering  or  reciprocating  these  things. 
To  send  him  anything  in  return  would  be  to  reflect  suspicion 
of  mercinariness  upon  what  I  know  he  meant  a  free-will  of- 
fering. Let  him  overcome  me  in  bounty.  In  this  strife  a 
generous  nature  loves  to  be  overcome.  You  wish  me  some 
of  your  leisure.  I  have  a  glimmering  aspect,  a  chink-light  of 
liberty  before  me,  which,  I  pray  God,  prove  not  fallacious. 
My  remonstrances  have  stirred  up  others  lo  remonstrate,  and, 
altogether,  there  is  a  plan  for  separating  certain  parts  of  busi- 
ness from  oar  department ;  which,  if  it  take  placf ,  will  pro- 
duce me  more  time,  i.  e.,  my  evenings  free.  It  may  be  a 
means  of  placing  me  in  a  more  conspicuous  situation,  which 
will  knock  at  my  nerves  another  way,  but  I  wait  the  issue  in 
submission.  If  I  can  but  begin  my  own  (lay  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  I  shall  think  myself  to  have  Eden  days  of  peace 
and  liberty  to  what  I  have  had.  As  you  say,  how  a  man  can 
(ill  three  volumes  up  with  an  essay  on  the  drama  is  wonder- 
ful ;  I  am  sure  a  very  few  sheets  would  hold  all  I  had  to  say 
on  the  subject. 

Did  you  ever  read  '  Charon  on  Wisdom  V  or  '  Patrick's  Pil- 
grim?' If  neither,  you  have  two  great  pleasures  to  come.  I 
mean  some  day  to  attack  Caryl  on  Job,  six  folios.  What  any 
man  can  write,  surely  I  may  read.  If  I  do  but  get  rid  of  au- 
diting warehouse-keeper's  accounts,  and  get  no  worse-haras- 
sing task  in  the  place  of  it,  what  a  lord  of  liberty  I  shall  be ! 
I  shall  dance,  and  skip,  and  make  mouths  at  the  invisible 
event,  and  pick  the  thorns  out  of  my  pillow,  and  throw  'em  at 
rich  men's  nightcaps,  and  talk  blank  verse,  hoity,  toity,  and 
sing — '  A  clerk  I  was  in  London  gay,' '  Ban,  ban,  Ta-Caliban," 
like  the  emancipated  monster,  and  go  where  I  like,  up  this 
street  or  down  that  alley.     Adieu,  and  pray  that  it  may  be  my 

"  Good-by  to  you  ali  C   Lamf  " 
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The  following  letter  was  enclosed  in  the  same  parcel  with 
live  last 


"  Dear  Southey — Robinson  is  not  on  the  circuit,  as  I  erro- 
neously stated  in  a  letter  lo  W.  W.,  which  travels  whh  this 
but  is  gone  to  Brussels,  Osiend,  Ghent,  &c.  But  his  friends 
the  Colliers,  whom  I  consulted  respecting  your  friend's  fate 
remember  to  have  heard  him  say  that  Father  Pardo  had  ef 
fected  his  escape  (the  cunning  greasy  rogue),  and,  to  the  best 
of  their  belief,  is  at  present  in  Paris.  To  my  thinking,  it  is  a 
small  matter  whether  there  be  one  fat  friar  more  or  less  in  the 
world.  I  have  rather  a  taste  for  clerical  executions,  imbibed 
from  early  recollections  of  the  fate  of  the  excellent  Dodd.  I 
hear  Bonaparte  has  sued  his  habeas  corpus,  and  the  twelve 
jndges  are  now  sitting  upon  it  at  the  Rolls. 

'■  Your  boute-feu  (bonfire)  must  be  excellent  of  its  kind 
Poet  Settle  presided  at  the  last  great  thing  of  the  kind  in  Lon- 
don, when  the  pope  was  burnt  in  form.  Do  you  provide  any 
verses  on  this  occasion  1  Your  fear  for  Hartley's  intellectuals 
IS  juat  and  rational.  Could  not  the  chancellor  be  petitioned 
10  remove  him?  His  lordship  look  Mr.  Betty  from  under  the 
patenial  wing.  I  think,  at  least,  he  should  go  through  a  course 
of  matter-of-fact  with  some  sober  man  after  the  mysteries. 
Could  not  he  spend  a  week  at  Poole's  before  he  goes  back  lo 
Oxford  !  Tobin  is  dead.  But  there  is  a  man  in  my  office,  a 
Mr.  H.,  who  proses  it  away  from  morning  to  night,  and  never 
gets  beyond  corporeal  and  material  verities.  He'd  get  these 
crack-brain  metaphysics  out  of  the  young  gentleman's  head 
as  soon  as  any  one  I  know.  When  I  can't  sleep  o'  nights,  I 
imagine  a  dialogue  with  Mr.  H.  upon  any  given  subject,  and 
go  prosing  on  in  fancy  with  him,  till  I  either  laugh  or  fall  asleep. 
I  h        1*       lly  f      d  ■  I     m  g  ■  g  d  g  d 

I    h        Id        Ik     h    b  I  pd  m 

I       h  I    h  11  Id  b     f  I 

HI        m        g         dhdlk         h       b  (1 

Im        d        gh  m  Ayhg         fl 

mk  Ihlmbhd  f         111 

db         h  m  whp  dppf! 


and  1  should  not  mind  standing  bareheaded  at  his  table  to  do 
him  service  in  his  fall.     They  should  have  given  him  Hamp 
Vol.  I.— a 
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Ion  Couri  or  Kensington,  with  a  tether  extendit.g  forty  mile* 
round  London.     Qu.  Would  not  the  people  have  ejected  ilia 
Brunswicks  some  day  in  his  favour  ?     Weil,  we  shall  see. 
"  C.  Lamd." 

The  following  was  addressed  to  Southey  in  acknowledg- 
ment of  his  "  Roderick,''  the  most  sustained  and  noble  of  his 


"  Dear  Souihey — I  have  received  from  Longman  a  copy  of 
'  Roderick,'  with  the  author's  compliments,  for  which  I  much 
thank  you.  i  don't  know  where  I  shall  put  all  the  noble  pres- 
ents I  have  lately  received  in  that  way ;  the  '  Excursion,' 
Wordsworth's  two  last  vols.,  and  now  'Roderick,'  have  come 
IMDurJng  in  upon  me  like  some  irruption  from  Helicon.  The 
story  of  the  brave  Maccabee  was  already,  you  may  be  sure, 
familial  to  me  in  all  its  parts.  I  have,  since  the  receipt  of 
your  present,  read  it  quite  through  again,  and  with  no  dimin- 
ished pleasure.  I  don't  know  whether  I  ought  to  say  that  il 
has  given  me  more  pleasure  than  any  of  your  long  poems. 
'  Kehama'  is  doubtless  more  powerful,  but  I  don't  feel  that  firm 
footing  in  it  that  I  do  in  '  Roderick ;'  my  imagination  goes 
sinking  and  floundering  in  the  vast  spaces  of  unopened-before 
systems  and  faiths ;  1  am  put  out  of  the  paie  of  my  old  sym- 
pathies ;  my  moral  sense  is  almost  outraged  ;  1  canH  believe, 
or  with  horror  am  made  to  believe,  such  desperate  chances 
against  omnipotences,  such  disturbances  of  faith  to  the  centre  ; 
the  more  potent  the  moro  painful  the  spell.  Jove,  and  his 
brotherhood  of  gods,  tottering  with  the  giant  assaUings,  I  caa 
bear,  for  the  soul's  hopes  are  not  struck  at  in  such  contests  ; 
but  your  oriental  almighties  are  loo  much  types  of  the  intan- 
gible prototype  to  be  meddled  with  without  shuddering.  One 
never  connects  what  are  called  the  attributes  with  Jupiter.  ! 
mention  only  what  diminishes  ray  delight  at  the  wonder-work 
ings  of '  Kehama,'  not  what  impeaches  its  power,  which  I  con- 
fess with  trembling ;  but '  Roderick'  is  a  comfortable  poem.  It 
reminds  me  of  the  delight  I  took  in  the  first  reading  of  the '  Joan 
of  Arc'  It  is  maturer  and  better  than  that,  though  not  bettei 
to  me  now  than  that  was  then.  It  suits  me  better  than  Ma 
doc.  I  am  at  home  in  Spain  and  Christendom.  I  have  a 
timid  imagination,  I  am  afraid.  I  do  not  willingly  admit  of 
Strang*  beliefs,  or  out-of-the-way  creeds  or  places.  I  nevei 
read  books  of  travels,  at  least  not  farther  than  Paris  or  Rome 
I  can  just  endure  Moors,  because  of  their  connexion  as  foes 
with  Christians  ;  but  Abyssinians,  Elhiops,  Esquimaux,  Der 
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Tises,  aini  all  that  tribe,  I  hate.  I  believe  I  fear  them  ia  BOma 
manner.  A  Mohammedan  turban  on  the  stage,  though  envelop- 
ing some  weil-known  face  (Mr.  Cook  or  Mr.  Madtlox,  whom  I 
see  another  day  good  Christian  and  English  waiters,  inn-keep- 
ers, &;c.),  doea  not  give  me  pleasure  unalloyed.  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian, Englishman,  Londoner,  Templar.  God  help  me,  when  1 
come  to  put  off  these  snug  relations,  and  to  get  abroad  into 
the  world  to  come!  I  shall  be  like  the  crow  on  the  sand,  aa 
Wordsworth  has  it ;  but  I  won't  think  on  it;  no  need,  I  hope, 

"  The  parts  I  have  been  most  pleased  with,  both  on  first 
and  second  readings,  perhaps  are  Florinda's  palliation  of  Rod- 
erick's crime,  confessed  to  him  in  his  disguise — the  retreat  oi 
the  Palayos  family  first  discovered — his  being  made  king — 
'  For  acclamation  one  form  must  serve,  tnore  solemn  for  the 
breach  of  old  observances.'  Roderick's  tow  is  extremely  fine, 
and  his  blessing  on  the  vow  of  Alphonso : 

■  Towards  the  troop  he  spread  his  arms, 
As  if  the  expanded  Eoul  diffused  itself. 

Its  affluent  iospiration.' 

"  It  struck  me  forcibly  that  the  feeling  of  these  last  Imes 
might  have  been  suggested  to  you  by  the  Cartoon  of  Paul  at 
Athens.  Certain  it  is  diat  a  better  motto  or  guide  to  that  fa- 
mous attitude  can  nowhere  be  found.  I  shall  adopt  it  as  ex- 
planatory of  that  violent  but  tiignified  motion.  I  must  read 
again  Landor's  'Julian.'  I  have  not  read  it  some  time.  I 
think  he  must  have  failed  in  Roderick,  for  I  remember  nothing 
of  him,  nor  of  any  distinct  character  as  a  character— -only  fine- 
sounding  passages.  1  remember  thinking  also  he  had  cfiosen 
a  point  of  time  after  the  event,  as  it  were,  for  Roderick  sur- 
vives to  no  use ;  but  my  memory  is  weak,  and  I  will  not 
wrong  a  fine  poem  by  trusting  to  it.  The  notes  to  your  poem 
I  have  not  read  again  ;  but  it  will  be  a  take-downable  book 
on  my  shelf,  and  they  will  serve  sometimes  at  breakfast,  or 
.imes  too  light  for  the  text  lo  be  duly  appreciated.  Though 
some  of  'em,  one  of  the  serpent  penance,  is  serious  enou^, 
now  I  think  on't.  Of  Coletidgo  I  hear  nothing,  nor  of  the 
Morgans.  I  hope  to  have  him,  like  a.  reappearing  star,  stand 
;ng  up  before  me  some  time  when  least  expected  in  London 
as  has  been  tie  case  whylear. 

"  I  am  doing  nothing  (as  the  phrase  is)  but  reading  pres 
ents,  and  walk  away  what  of  the  day-hours  I  can  get  from 
hard  occupation.  Pray  accept  once  more  my  hearty  thank? 
and  expression  of  pleasure  foryour  remembrance  of  me.     Mj 
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sistei  desires  her  kind  respecW  to  Mrs,  S.  and  to  ail  at  Ke» 
wick. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

■■Lonilon,  6lhMay,  1815 

"  The  next  present  I  look  for  is  the  '  White  Doe.'  Have 
you  seen  Mat.  Bentham's  'Lay  of  Marie?'  I  think  it  very 
dehcately  pretty  as  to  sentiment,  ifcc." 

The  following  is  an  extract  of  a  Iclter  addressed  shortly 
afterward 


''  Since  I  saw  you  I  have  had  a  treat  in  the  reading  way 
which  comes  not  every  day ;  the  Latin  poems  of  Vincent 
Bourne,  which  were  quite  new  to  me.  What  a  heart  that 
man  had,  all  laid  out  upon  town-scenes,  a  proper  counterpart 
to  some  people's  extravagances.  Why  I  mention  him  is,  that 
your  '  Power    f  M     '  '     m'  d  d  f  h'    p  f  th    bal- 

lad-singer inil     S  DID)  b      h       pi- 

gram  on  the     Id        m  1  gl     N  h    A  B  0, 

which,  after  all   h        j     h    1  UN        n's. 

Principia  ? 

"  I  was  lately  f    gi     g     >     If       h  {,  1  me  ol 

fine  words  by 11       »    d  d    f  1     h  tild 

live  by  words  alone,  it  could  desire  no  better  regale  ;  but  what 
an  aching  vacuum  of  matter  '  I  don't  stick  at  the  madness  ol 
It,  for  that  IS  only  a  consequence  of  shutting  his  ejes  and 
thinking  he  is  in  the  age  ot  the  old  Elizabeth  poeta  From 
thence  I  turned  to  V  Bourne  ,  what  a  sweet,  unpretending, 
pretty-mannered,  matter  full  creature '  sucking  from  every 
flower,  making  a  flower  of  everj  thing  His  diction  all  Latin, 
and  his  thoughts  all  Engl  sli  Bless  him  '  J  atin  w  asn  t  good 
enough  for  him.  'V^hj  wa&ntho  conieni  wiib  thf-  knguage 
which  Gay  and  Prior  wroie  in' 

The  associations  of  Christmas  increased  the  fervour  ol 
Lamb's  wishes  for  Manning  s  return,  which  he  now  really 
'loped  for.  On  Christmas  day  he  addressed  a  letter  to  him  at 
Canton,  and  the  next  diy  another  to  meet  him  half  wdj  home, 
at  St.  Helena,  &c.  There  seems  the  distance  of  half  a  globe 
between  these  letters.  The  first,  in  which  Lamb  pictures  their 
dearest  common  friends  as  in  a  melancholy  future,  and  makes 
it  present — lying  like  dismal  truths— yet  with  a  relieving  con- 
of  a  pc'ver  to  dispel  the  sad  enchantments  ho  has 
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woven,  has  perhaps  more  of  what  was  peculiar  in  Lamb's  i 
of  thought  than  anything  of  the  same  length  which  he 


"Dear  old  friend  and  absentee — This  is  Christmas -day 
1815,  with  us ;  win",  it  may  be  with  you  I  don't  know,  the 
12th  of  June  next  year,  perhaps  ;  and  if  it  should  be  the  con 
secrated  season  with  you,  I  don't  see  how  you  can  keep  it. 
You  have  no  turkeys ;  you  would  not  desecrare  (he  festival  by 
offering  up  a  withered  Chinese  bantam  instead  of  the  savoury 
grand  Norfolcian  holocaust,  thit  smokes  all  aruund  my  nos- 
trils at  this  moment  from  a  thousand  firesides  Then  what 
puddings  have  you  1  Where  will  you  get  ho'ly  to  stick  in 
your  churches,  or  churches  to  stick  your  dried  lea  leaves  {that 
must  be  the  substitute)  in  ?  Whit  memorials  you  can  have 
of  the  holy  time,  I  see  not.  A  chopped  missionary  or  two 
may  keep  up  the  thin  idea  of  Lent  and  the  wilderness ;  but 
what  standing  evidences  have  you  of  the  Nativity  ?  'tis  our 
rosy-cheeked,  homestalled  divines,  whose  faces  siine  to  the 
tune  of  Christmas  ;  faces  fragrant  with  the  mince-pies  of  half 
a  century,  that  alone  can  authenticate  the  cheerful  mysteiy — 
I  feel,  I  feel  myself  refreshed  with  the  thought — my  zeal  ia 
great  against  the  unedified  heathen.  Down  with  the  pagodas — 
down  with  the  idols — Ching-chong-fo— and  his  foolish  priest- 
hood !  Come  out  of  Babylon,  oh  my  friend  !  for  her  time  is 
come,  and  the  child  that  is  native,  and  the  proselyte  of  her 
gates,  shall  kindle  and  smoke  together!  And,  in  sober  sense, 
what  makes  you  so  long  from  among  us.  Manning  1  You  must 
not  expect  to  see  the  same  England  again  which  you  left. 

"  Empires  have  been  overturned,  crowns  trodden  into  dust, 
the  face  of  the  western  world  quite  changed ;  your  friends 
have  all  got  old — those  yon  left  blooming — myself  (who  am  one 
of  the  few  that  remember  you)— those  golden  hairs  which  you 
recollect  my  taking  a  pride  in,  turned  to  silvery  and  gray 
Mary  has  been  dead  and  buried  many  years  ;  she  desired  to 
be  buried  in  the  silk  gown  you  sent  her.  Rickman,  that  you 
rememberactiveand  strong,  now  walks  out  supported  by  a  ser- 
vant-maid and  a  stick.  Martia  Bumey  is  a  very  old  man.  The 
other  day  an  aged  woman  knocked  at  my  door,  and  pretended 
to  my  acquaintance  ;  it  was  long  before  I  had  the  most  dis- 
tant cognition  of  her;  but  at  last,  together,  we  made  her  out 
to  be  Louisa,  the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Topham,  formerly  Mrs. 
Morton,  who  had  been  Mrs.  Reynolds,  formerly  Mrs.  Kenny 
whose  first  husband  was  Holcroft,  the  dramatic  writer  of  the 
last  century.      St.  Paul's  church  is  a  beap  of  ruins  ;  the  Mon 
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ument  IS  not  half  so  high  as  you  knew  it,  divers  parts  beiug 
successively  taken  down,  which  the  ravages  of  time  had  ren- 
dered dangerous ;  ihe  horse  at  Charing  Cross  is  gone,  no  one 
knows  whither;  and  all  this  has  taken  place  while  you  have 
been  settling  whether  Ho-hing-long  should  be  spelled  with 

a or  a .     For  aught  I  see,  you  had  almost  as  well 

remain  where  you  are,  and  not  come  like  a,  Sirulbug  into  a 
world  where  few  were  born  when  you  went  away.  Scarce 
here  and  there  one  will  be  able  to  make  out  your  face ;  all 
your  opinions  will  be  out  of  date,  your  jokes  obsolete,  youi 
puns  rejected  with  fastidiousness  aa  wit  of  the  last  age.  Your 
way  of  mathematics  has  already  ^ven  way  to  a  new  method, 

"    "'         h      idd       "       fM  claurin,new 

lb       w  d    f  h        oa        quantity  of 

p  i      tomb  h    other  day  iii 

rh  m  ea  upon  il 

wl     h     f  I    1       h  J  enough,  I 

w  I  h       vould   have 

lib  h  d  clamours, 

S       1  f     ph  1      pher  anxious 

1    d    g  to  h  pp         — but  his  sys- 
1  f      d    p       Cnpp]  gate  mould 

Coleridge  is  just  dead,  having  lived  just  long  enough  to  close 
the  eyes  of  Wordsworth,  who  paid  the  debt  to  nature  but  a 
week  or  two  before — poor  Col.,  but  two  days  bel'ore  he  died, 
he  wrote  to  a  bookseller  proposing  an  epic  poem  on  the 
'  Wanderings  of  Cain,'  in  twenty-four  books.  It  is  said  he 
has  left  behind  him  more  than  forty  thousand  treatises  in  crit- 
icism, metaphysics,  and  divinity,  bat  few  of  them  in  a  stale  of 
completion.  They  are  now  destined,  perhaps,  lo  wrap  up 
spices.  You  see  what  mutations  the  busy  hand  of  Time  has 
produced,  while  you  have  consumed  in  foolish  voluntary  exile 
that  time  which  might  have  gladdened  your  friends,  benefited 
your  country ;  but  reproaches  are  useless.  Gather  up  the 
wretched  relics,  my  friend,  as  fast  as  you  can,  and  come  to 
your  old  home.  I  will  rub  my  eyes  and  try  to  recognise  you. 
We  will  shake  withered  hands  together,  and  talk  of  old  thmgs 
— of  St.  Mary's  church  and  the  barber's  opposite,  where  the 
young  students  in  mathematics  used  to  assemble.  Poor  Crips, 
that  kept  it  afterward,  set  up  a  fruiterer's  shop  in  Trumping- 
ton-street,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  resides  there  still,  for  I  saw 
the  name  up  in  the  last  journey  I  look  there  with  my  sister, 
just  before  she  died.  I  suppose  you  heard  that  I  had'left  the 
India  House,  and  gone  into  the  Fishmonger's  Almshouses 
over  the  bridge.     I  have  a  little  cabin  there,  amill  and  home- 
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iy.  but  you  shall  be  welcome  to  it.     You  like  oysters,  and  to 
open  tbem  yourself;  I'll  get  you  some  if  you  come  in  oysier- 
lime.     Marshall,  Godwin's  friend,  is  still  alive,  and  talks  of 
the  faces  you  used  to  make. 
"Come  as  soon  as  you  can. 


Here  is  the  next  diiy'a  reverse  of  the  picture. 

TO   MR-   MANNING. 

"  Dec,  26, 1815. 

"  Dear  Manning — Following  your  brother's  example,  I  have 
just  ventured  one  letter  to  Canton,  and  am  now  hazarding  anoth- 
er (not  exactly  a  duplicate)  lo  St.  Helena.  The  first  was  full 
of  unprobable  romantic  fictions,  fitting  the  remoteness  of  the 
mission  it  goes  upon ;  in  the  present  I  mean  to  confine  my- 
self nearer  lo  truth  as  you  come  nearer  home.  A  corre- 
spondence with  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  necessarily  in- 
volves in  it  some  heat  of  fancy  ;  it  sets  the  brain  a  going ;  but 
I  can  think  on  the  half-way  house  tranquilly.  Your  friends, 
then,  are  not  all  dead  or  grown  forgetful  of  you  through  old 
aoe,  as  that  lying  letter  asserted,  anticipating  rather  what 
must  happen  if  you  kept  tarrying  on  for  ever  on  the  skirls  of 
creation,  as  there  seemed  a  danger  of  your  doing ;  but  they 
are  all  tolerably  well  and  in  full  and  perfect  comprehension 
of  what  is  meant  by  Manning's  coming  home  again.     Mrs. 

never  lets  her  tongue  run  riot  more  than  in  remembrances 

of  you.  Fanny  expends  herself  in  phrases  that  can  oiily  be 
justified  by  her  romantic  nature.  Mary  reserves  a  portion  of 
your  silk,  not  to  be  buried  in  (as  the  false  nuacio  asserts),  but 
lo  make  up  spick  and  span  into  a  bran-new  gown  to  wear 
when  you  come.  I  am  the  same  as  when  you  knew  me,  al- 
most to  a  surfeiting  identity.  This  very  night  I  am  going  to 
leave  off  tobacco  !  Surely  in  another  world  this  unconquerable 
purpose  shall  be  realized.  The  soul  hath  not  her  generous 
aspirings  implanted  in  her  in  vain.  One  that  you  knew,  and, 
I  think,  the  only  one  of  those  friends  we  knew  much  of  in 
common,  has  died  in  earnest.  Poor  Priscilla !  Her  brother 
Robert  is  also  dead,  and  several  of  the  grown-up  brothers  and 
sisters,  in  the  compass  of  a  very  few  years.  Death  has  not 
otherwise  meddled  much  in  families  that  I  know.  Not  but 
ho  has  his  horrid  eye  upon  us,  and  is  whetting  his  infernal 
feathered  dart  every  instant,  as  you  see  him  truly  pictured  in 
that  impressive  moral  picture, '  The  good  man  at  the  hour  of 
death.'  I  have  in  trust  to  put  in  the  post  four  letters  from  Diss, 
iind  one  from  Lynn,  lo  St.  Helena,  which,  I  hope,  will  accom- 
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paay  ihis  sale,  and  one  from  Lynn,  and  ihe  one  before  spoken 
of  from  me,  to  Canton,  But  we  all  hope  that  thesd  iettera 
may  be  wasle  paper.  I  dou'c  know  why  I  }iave  forborne  wri- 
ting so  long.  Bui  it  is  such  a  forlorn  hope  to  send  a  scrap  ol 
paper  straggling  over  wide  oceans.  And  yet  I  know,  when  yon 
come  h.ome,  I  shall  have  you  sitting  before  me  at  our  fireside 
just  as  if  you  had  never  bee..T  away.  In  such  an  instant  does  the 
return  of  a  person  dissipate  all  the  weight  of  imaginary  per- 
plexity from  distance  of  time  and  space !  I'll  promise  you 
good  oysters.  Cory  is  dead  that  kept  tlie  shop  opposite  St. 
Dunstan's,  but  the  tougher  materials  of  the  shop  survive  the 
perishing  fame  of  its  keeper.  Oysters  continue  to  flourish 
under  as  good  auspices.  Poor  Cory!  But  if  you  will  ab- 
sent yourself  twenty  years  together,  you  must  not  expect 
numerically  the  same  population  to  congratulate  your  return 
which  wetted  the  seabeacb  with  their  tears  when  you  went 
away.  Have  you  recovered  the  breathless  stone-staring  as- 
tonishment into  which  you  must  have  been  thrown  upon  learn- 
ing, at  landing,  that  an  Emperor  of  France  was  living  in  St, 
Helena  ?  What  an  event  in  the  solitude  of  the  seas,  like  find- 
ing a  fish's  bone  at  the  top  of  Plinlimmon ;  but  these  things 
are  nothing  in  our  western  world.  Novelties  cease  to  affect. 
Come  and  try  what  your  presence  can. 

"God  bless  you.     Your  old  friend, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  years  which  Lamb  passed  in  his  chambers  in  Inner 
Temple-lane  were,  perhaps,  the  happiest  of  his  life.  His 
salary  was  considerably  augmented,  his  fame  as  an  author 
was  rapidly  extending ;  he  resided  near  the  spot  which  he 
best  loved,  and  was  surrounded  by  a  motley  group  of  attached 
friends,  some  of  them  men  of  rarest  parts,  and  all  strongly  at 
tached  lo  him  and  to  his  sister.  Here  the  glory  of  his  Wed 
nesday  nights  shone  forth  in  its  greatest  lustre.  If  you  did 
not  meet  there  the  favourites  of  fortune,  authors  whose  works 
bore  the  highest  price  in  Paternoster  Row,  and  who  glittered 
in  the  circles  of  fashion,  you  might  find  those  who  had 
thought  most  deeply,  felt  most  keenly,  and  were  destined  to 
produce  the  most  lasting  influences  on  the  literature  and  man- 
ners of  the  age.  There  Hazlitt,  sometimes  kindling  into 
fierce  passion  at  any  mention  of  the  great  reverses  of  his  idol 
Napoleon,  at  other  times  bashfully  enunciated  the  finest  criti- 
cism on  art,  or  dwelt  with  genial  iteration  on  a  passage  in 
Chaucer;  or,  fresh  from  tlie-theatre,  expatiated  on  some  new 
instance  of  energy  in  Kean,  or  reluctantly  conceded  a  great- 
ness to  Kemble,  or  detected  some  popular  fallacy  with  the 
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fairest  and  the  subtlest  reasoning.  There  Godwin,  as  he 
played  his  quiet  rubber,  or  benignantly  joined  in  the  gossij)  o{ 
ihe  day,  sat  an  object  of  curiosity  and  wonder  to  the  stranger, 
who  had  been  at  one  time  shocked  or  charmed  with  his  high 
speculation,  and  at  another  awestruck  by  the  force  and  graphic 
power  of  his  novels.  There  Coleridge  sometimes,  thougn 
rarely,  took  his  seat ;  and  then  the  genial  hubbub  of  voices 
was  still;  critics,  philosophers,  and  poets  were  contentad  to 
listen ;  and  toilworn  lawyers,  clerks  from  the  India  House, 
and  members  of  the  Stock  Exchange,  grew  romantic  whilo  he 
spoke.  Lamb  used  to  say  that  he  was  inferior  then  to  what 
he  had  been  in  his  youth ;  but  I  can  scarcely  believe  it ;  at 
least  there  is  nothing  in  his  early  writing  which  gives  any 
idea  of  the  richness  of  his  mind  so  lavishly  pouied  out  at  this 
time  in  his  happiest  moods.  Although  he  looked  much  older 
than  he  was,  his  hair  being  silvered  all  over,  and  his  person 
tending  to  corpulency,  there  was  about  him  no  trace  of  bodily 
sickness  or  mental  decay,  but  rather  an  air  of  voluptuous  re- 
pose. His  benignity  of  manner  placed  his  auditors  entirely 
at  their  ease,  and  inclined  them  to  listen  delighted  to  the  sweet, 
low  lone  in  which  he  began  to  discourse  on  some  high  theme. 
Whether  he  had  won  for  his  greedy  listener  only  some  raw 
lad,  or  charmed  a  circle  of  beauty,  rank,  and  wit,  who  hung 
breathless  on  his  words,  he  talked  with  equal  eloquence ;  foi 
his  subject,  not  his  audience,  inspired  him.  At  first  his  tones 
were  conversational ;  he  seemed  to  dally  with  the  shallows  of 
the  subject  and  with  fantastic  images  which  bordered  it ;  but 
gradually  the  thought  grew  deeper,  and  the  voice  deepened 
with  the  thought ;  the  stream,  gathering  strength,  seemed  to 
bear  along  with  it  all  things  which  opposed  its  progress,  and 
blended  them  with  its  current;  and,  stretching  away  among 
regions  tinted  with  ethereal  colours,  was  lost  at  airy  distance 
ia  the  horizon  of  fancy.  His  hearers  were  unable  to  grasp 
his  theories,  which  were,  indeed,  too  vast  to  be  exhibited  in  the 
longest  conversation  ;  but  they  perceived  noble  images,  gen- 
erous suggestions,  affecting  pictures  of  virtue,  which  enriched 
their  minds  and  nurtured  their  best  affections.  Coleridge  was 
sometimes  induced  lo  recite  portions  of  "  Christabel,"  then 
enshrined  in  manuscript  from  eyes  profane,  and  gave  a  be- 
witching effect  to  its  wizard  lines.  But  more  peculiar  in  its 
beauty  than  this  was  his  recitation  of  Kubla  Khan.  As  he 
repeated  the  passage— 


t  was  an  Ab^inlan  maicl, 
d  on  her  dnicimer  ahs  played, 
iging  of  Mont  Abora . 
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his  voice  seemed  to  mount  and  melt  into  air  as  the  images 
grew  more  visionary,  and  the  suggested  associations  more  re- 
mote. He  usually  met  opposition  by  conceding  the  point  tc. 
the  objector,  and  then  went  on  with  his  high  argument  as  if  it 
had  never  been  raised ;  thus  saiisfying  tiis  antagonist,  him- 
self, and  all  who  heard  him ;  none  of  whom  desired  to  hear 
his  discourse  frittered  into  points,  or  displaced  by  the  near  en- 
counter even  of  the  most  brilliant  wits.  The  first  time  I  met 
him,  which  was  on  one  of  those  Wednesday  evenings,  we 
loft  the  party  together  between  one  and  two  in  the  morning ; 
Coleridge  took  my  arm,  and  led  me,  nothing  loath,  at  a  very 
gentle  pace,  to  his  lodgings,  at  the  Gloucester  Coffee-house, 
pouring  into  my  ear  the  whole  way  an  argument  by  which  lie 
sought  to  reconcile  the  doctrines  of  Necessity  and  Free-will, 
winding  on  through  a  golden  maze  of  exquisite  illustration ; 
but  finding  no  end,  except  with  the  termination  of  that  (to  me) 
enchanted  walk.  He  was  only  then  on  the  threshold  of  the 
Temple  of  Truth,  into  which  his  genius  darted  its  quivering  and 
uncertain  rays,  but  which  he  promised  shortly  to  light  up  with 
unbroken  lustre.  "  I  understood  a  beauty  in  the  words,  but  not 
the  words :" 


Deposited  upon  the  silent  shore 

Of  memory,  images  and  gentle  thoughts, 

Which  cannot  dia,  and  will  not  be  deatroy'd." 

Men  of  "  great  mark  and  likelihood"  attended  those  deligni- 
ful  suppers,  where  the  utmost  freedom  prevailed — including 
politicians  of  every  grade,  from  Godwin  up  to  the  editor  of  the 
"  New  Times." 

Hazlitt  has  alluded  con  amore  to  these  meetings  in  his  Es 
say  "  On  the  Conversation  of  Authors,"  and  has  reported  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  discussions  which  graced  them  in  his 
Essay  "  On  Persons  one  would  wish  to  have  seen,"  published 
by  his  son,  in  the  two  volumes  of  his  remains,  which  with  so 
affectionate  a  care  he  has  given  to  the  world.  In  this  was  a 
fine  touch  of  Lamb's  pious  feeling,  breaking  through  his  fan.^ 
cies  and  his  humours,  which  Hazlitt  has  recorded,  but  which 
cannot  be  duly  appreciated  except  by  those  who  can  recall  to 
memory  the  suffused  eye  and  quivering  lip  with  which  he 
stammered  out  a  reference  to  the  name  which  he  would  not 
utter.  "  There  is  only  one  other  person  I  can  ever  think  of 
after  this,"  said  he.  "  If  Shakspeare  was  to  come  into  the 
room,  we  should  all  rise  to  meet  him ;  but  if  That  Person 
were  to  come  into  it,  we  should  all  fall  down  and  kiss  tl. 
hem  of  his  garment  " 
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Aniting  the  irequent  guests  in  Inner  Temple-lane  was  Mr. 
Ayrton,  the  director  of  ihe  music  at  the  Italian  Opera.  To 
him  Lamb  addressed  the  following  rhymed  epistle  en  17th 
May,  1^17 

TO  WILLIAM  AYRTON,  ESQ. 

My  dear  friend, 
Before  I  end, 
Have  jou  anT 
More  orders  for  Don  Giovanni, 


Than  he  seen  ; 

Though  I'm  no  ill  eight 

Neither, 

Bj  candlelight. 

And  in  some  kinds  of  weather. 

You  might  pit  mo 

For  height 
Against  Kean ; 
But  in  a  grand  tragic  sceno 
I'm  nothing ; 
It  would  create  a  kind  of  loathing 
To  see  me  act  Hamlet; 
There'd  bo  many  a  damn  let 

Fly 
At  roy  presumption. 
If  I  should  try, 
Being  a  fellow  of  no  gumption. 

Bj4he-war.  tell  me  candidly  how  you  reliih 
This,  which  they  call 
The  lapidary  style ) 
Opinions  vary. 
The  late  Mr.  Melllsh 
Could  neyer  abide  it; 
He  thought  it  vile. 
And  CQicombical. 
My  friend  the  poet-laureate, 
Who  is  a  great  lawyer  at 

Anything  comical, 

Was  the  lirsc  who  tried  it ; 

6nl  Melliah  could  noYcr  abide  it ; 

But  it  signifies  very  little  what  MelUsh  wid. 

Because  he  is  dead. 

For  who  can  confute 
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Aq  impeDetrabls  old  goblinf 
That's  dead  and  eone, 
AndstilfaaRtoae, 
Ta  convince  him  nith  arguments  pro  and  con  t 

Bred  up  at  Merlon, 
Or  Mr.  Hazlilt,  the  metaphyBicLan— 
Hey,  Mr,  Ayrton ! 
With  all  jour  rare  tone  • 

For  tell  me  how  should  an  apparition 

List  to  jour  call, 

Thongh  you  talk'd  for  ever 

When  hia  ear  itself, 
By  which  he  must  hear,  or  not  hear  at  all, 
IslDldontheehelfT 
Or  put  the  case 
{For  more  grace), 
It  were  a  female  spectre — 
How  coold  jou  eipect  her 

"        t"" 

I  her  tongue  ac 
inas!ind)rplat_. 
Where  no  peaeheB, 

To  drop  on  the  drought  of  an  and  harangiie, 
Or  quench, 
With  their  Hweet  drench, 
The  fiery  pangs  which  the  wonns  inflict. 
With  their  endless  nibblinga, 
Like  quibblings. 
Which  the  corpse  may  dislike,  but  can  ne'er  contradicl- 
Hey.  Mr.  AyrlonT 
Wilh  all  your  rare  lone. 

C.  LAMB. 

One  of  Lamb's  most  intimale  friends  and  warmest  t  Jmi- 
rers,  Barron  Field,  disappeared  from  the  circle  on  beinj,  ap- 
pointed to  a  judicial  situation  in  New  South  Wales.  Isi  the 
following  letter  to  him  Lamb  renewed  the  feeling  with  which 
he  had  addressed  Manning  at  the  distance  of  a  hemisphere. 


"  My  dear  Barron — The  bearer  of  this  letter  so  far  across 
the  seas  is  Mr.  Lawrey,  who  comes  out  to  you  as  a  mission- 
ary, and  whom  I  have  been  strongly  importuned  to  recommend 
to  you  as  a  most  worthy  creature  by  Mr.  Fenwick,  a  very  old, 
bonest  friend  of  mine ;  of  whom,  if  my  memory  does  not  de- 

*  From  this  it  may  at  first  appear  that  the  author  meant  to  ascribe  vocal 
talents  to  his  friend,  the  director  of  the  Italian  Opera;  but  it  is  merely  a  "line 
for  rhyme."  For,  though  the  pnblic  were  indebted  to  Mr.  A.  for  many  fina 
foreign  Bingers,  we  believe  that  he  never  claimed  to  be  himself  a  singer. 
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ceive  me,  you  have  had  some  knowledge  heretofore  as  editor 
of  The  Statesman,' a  man  of  talent,  and  patriotic.  If  you  can 
show  him  any  facilities  in  his  arduous  undertaking,  you  will 
oblige  us  much.  Well,  and  how  does  the  land  of  thieves  use 
you  t  and  how  do  you  pass  your  time  in  your  extra-judicial 
intervals  ?  Going  about  the  streets  with  a  lantern^  like  Diog- 
enes, looking  for  an  honest  man  1  You  may  look  long  enough 
I  fancy.  Do  give  me  some  notion  of  the  manners  of  ihe  in- 
habitants where  you  are.  They  don't  thieve  ail  day  long,  do 
they!  No  human  property  could  stand  such  continuous  bat- 
tery.    And  what  do  they  do  when  they  ain't  stealing? 

"  Have  you  got  a  theatre  ?  What  pieces  are  performed  1 
Shakspeare's,  I  suppose ;  not  so  much  for  the  poetry  as  for 
his  having  once  been  in  danger  of  leaving  his  country  on  ac- 
count of  certain  '  small  deer.' 

"Have  you  poets  among  you  1  Cursed  plagiarists, I  fancy, 
if  you  have  any.  I  would  not  trust  an  idea  or  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief of  mine  among  'em.  You  are  almost  competent  to 
answer  Lord  Bacon's  problem,  whether  a  nation  of  atheists 
can  subsist  together.     You  are  practically  in  one ; 

'  So  thie'isti  'lis,  that  the  Eighth  Commandment  itself 
Scarce  seemeth  there  to  be.' 

Our  old  honest  world  goes  on  with  little  perceptible  variation, 

0-f  course  you  have  heard  of  poor 's  death,  and  that  G. 

D.  is  one  of  Lord  Stanhope's  reaiduaries.     I  am  afraid  he  has 

not  touched  much  of  the  residue  yet.     B is  going  to  Dem- 

erara  or  Essequibo,  I  am  not  quite  certain  which.     A is 

turned  actor.  He  came  out  in  genteel  comedy  at  Cheltenham 
this  season,  and  has  hopes  of  a  London  engagement. 

"  For  my  own  history,  I  am  just  in  the  same  spot,  doing  the 
same  thing  {videlicet,  little  or  nothing)  as  when  you  left  me  ; 
only  I  have  positive  hopes  that  I  shall  be  able  to  conquer  thai 
inveterate  habit  of  smoking  which  you  may  remember  I  in- 
dulged in.  I  think  of  making  a  beginning  this  evening,  viz., 
Sunday,  31st  Aug.,  1817,  not  Wednesday,  the  3d  Feb.,  1818, 
as  it  will  be,  perhaps,  when  you  read  this  for  the  first  time. 
There  is  the  difficulty  of  writing  from  one  end  of  the  globe 
(hemispheres  I  call  'em)  to  another.  Why,  half  the  truths  I 
have  sent  you  in  this  letter  will  become  lies  before  they  reach 
you,  and  some  of  the  lies  (which  I  have  mixed  for  variety's 
sake,  and  to  exercise  your  judgment  in  the  finding  of  them  out) 
may  be  turned  into  sad  realities  before  you  shall  be  called 
upon  to  detect  them.  Such  are  the  defects  of  going  by  differ, 
ent  chronologies.  Your  now  is  not  my  now;  and,- again, 
your  then  is  not  my  then ;  but  my  now  may  be  your  then,  and 
vice  vers3.     Whose  head  is  competent  to  these  things  ' 


^d  by  Google 


18; 


■lEIt   TO    MISS 


"  How  does  Mrs.  Field  get  on  in  her  geogi'aphy  ?  Doos 
ehe  know  where  she  is  by  this  time  ?  I  am  not  sure  some- 
times you  are  not  in  another  planet :  but  then  I  don't  like  to 
ask  Capt.  Burney,  or  any  of  those  that  know  anything  about 
it,  for  fear  of  exposing  my  ignorance. 

"  Our  kindest  remembrances,  however,  to  Mrs.  F.,  if  she 
will  accept  of  reminiscences  from  another  planet,  or  at  least 
another  hemisphere." 

Lamb's  intention  of  spending  the  rest  of  his  days  in  the 
Middle  Temple  was  not  to  be  realized.  The  inconveniences 
of  being  in  chambers  began  to  be  felt  as  he  and  his  sister 
grew  older,  and  in  the  autumn  of  this  year  they  removed  to 
lodgings  in  Russell-street,  Covent  Garden,  the  comer  house, 
delightfully  situated  between  the  two  great  theatres;  In  No- 
vember, 1817,  Miss  Lamb  announced  the  removal  to  Miss 
Wordsworth  in  a  letter,  to  which  Lamb  added  the  following  ; 


"Dear  Miss  Wordsworth — Here  we  are  transplanted  from 
our  native  soil.  I  thought  we  never  could  have  been  torn  up 
from  the  Temple.  Indeed,  it  was  an  ugly  wrench,  but  like  a 
tooth,  now 'tis  out,  and  I  am  easy.  We  never  can  strike  root 
so  deep  in  any  other  ground.  This  where  we  are  is  a  light 
bit  of  gardener's  mould,  and  if  they  take  us  up  from  it  it  will 
cost  no  blood  and  groans,  like  mandrakes  pulled  up.  We  are 
in  the  individual  spot  I  like  best  in  all  this  great  city.  The 
theatres,  with  all  their  noises.  Covent  Garden,  dearer  to  me 
than  any  gardens  of  Alcinous,  where  we  are  morally  sure  of 
the  earliest  peas  and  'sparagus.  liow-street,  where  the 
thieves  are  examined,  within  a  few  yards  of  us.  Mary  had 
not  been  here  fout-and-twenty  hours  before  she  saw  a  tliief 
She  sits  at  the  window  working ;  and  casually  throwing  on' 
her  eyes,  she  sees  a  concourse  of  people  coming  this  way, 
with  a  constable  to  conduct  the  solemnity.  These  incidents 
agreeably  diversify  a  female  life. 

****** 

"  Mary  has  brought  her  part  of  this  letter  to  an  orthodox 
and  loving  conclusion,  which  is  very  well,  for  I  have  no 
room  for  pansies  and  remembrances.  What  a  nice  holyday 
I  got  on  Wednesdav  by  favour  of  a  princess  dying ! 

"0  L." 
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Letlats  lo  Mrs.  Wordsworth,  Southey,  Maiining,  and  Coleridge. 

Lahb,  now  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  theatrea, 
renewed  the  dramatic  associations  of  his  youth,  which  the 
failure  of  one  experiment  had  not  chilled.  AKhough  he  rath 
er  loved  to  dwell  on  the  recollections  of  the  actors  who  had 
passed  from  the  stage  than  to  mingle  with  the  happy  crowds 
who  hailed  the  successive  triumphs  of  Mr.  Kean,  he  formed 
some  new  and  steady  theatrical  attachments.  His  chief  fa- 
vourites of  this  time  were  Miss  Kelly,  Miss  Burreli  of  the 
Olympic,  and  Munden.  The  first,  then  the  sole  support  ol 
the  English  Opera,  became  a  frequent  guest  in  Great  Russel- 
street,  and  charmed  the  circle  there  by  the  heartiness  of  her 
manners,  the  delicacy  and  gentleness  of  her  remarks,  and  her 
unafiected  sensibility,  as  much  as  she  had  done  on  the  stage. 
Miss  Burreli,  a  lady  of  more  limited  powers,  but  with  a  frank 
and  noble  style,  was  discovered  by  Lamb  on  one  of  the  visits 
which  he  paid,  on  the  invitation  of  his  old  friend  Elliston,  to 
the  Olympic,  where  the  lady  performed  the  hero  of  that  happy 
parody  of  Moncrieff's,  Giovanni  in  London.  To  her  Lamb 
devoted  a  little  article,  which  he  sent  to  the  Examiner,  in 
which  he  thus  addresses  her :  "  But  Giovanni,  free,  fine, 
frank-spirited,  single-hearted  creature,  turning  all  tlie  mischief 
into  fun  aa  harmless  as  toys,  or  children's  maie  believe,  what 
praise  can  we  repay  to  you  adequate  to  the  pleasure  which 
you  have  given  us  t  We  had  belter  be  silent,  for  you  have 
no  name,  and  our  mention  will  but  be  thought  fantastical. 
You  have  taken  out  the  sting  from  the  evU  thing,  by  what 
magic  we  know  not,  for  there  are  actresses  of  greater  merit 
and  likelihood  than  you.  With  you  and  your  Giovanni  our 
spirits  will  hold  communion,  whenever  sorrow  or  suffering 
shall  be  our  lot.  We  have  seen  you  triumph  over  the  infernal 
powers ;  and  pain  and  Erebus,  and  the  powers  of  darkness, 
are  shapes  of  a  dream."  Miss  Burreli  soon  married  a  person 
named  Gold,  and  disappeared  from  the  stage.  To  Munden 
in  prose,  and  Miss  Kelly  in  verse,  Lamb  has  done  ample 
justice. 

Lamb's  increasing  celebrity  and  universal  kindness  rapidly 
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increased  the  number  of  his  visiters.     He  thus  complained 
in  wayward  mood,  of  them  to  Mrs  W    1         h 


"Ea  H 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Wordsworth— 1 1  p       dly     k      p 

in  hand  to  answer  your  kind  lelt         My  h    !d 

properly  have  done  it,  but  she  hav    gfldl  d     mjl 

answerable  for  her  debts.     I  am      w    j    g       d  h 

midst  of  commercial  noises,  and       h       q    11     h    h 
more  ready  to  glide  into  aritKme      1  d       m         t 

gourds,  cassia,  cardemoms,  aloes         g  h 

kindly  responses  and  friendly  recoil  Tl  why 

I  cannot  write  letters  at  home         him  I 

Plato's— (I   write   to  W.    W.   no    )— PI  d    bl         ml 

parted  never  longed  more  to  be        p        Uj      un     d         1 
system  of  its  first  creation,  than  I      m  d        b    b     f 

a  moment  single  and  separate.  L  p  ymmgftlk 
to  the  office,  which  is  like  treading  d     f  g   d  f       h 

but  some  officious  friend  offers  h  I    m 

accompany  me.     Al!  the  morning  I        p  d      I        Id 

and  gravely  cast  up  sums  in  great  b    k  p  m  w  h 

sum,  and  write  '  paid'  against  this,  and  '  unpaid'  against  t'other, 
and  yet  reserve  in  some  corner  of  my  mind  '  some  darling 
thoughts  all  my  own' — faint  memory  of  some  passage  in  a 
book,  or  the  tone  of  an  absent  friend's  voice — a  snatch  of 
Miss  Burrell's  singing,  or  a  gleam  of  Fanny  Kelly's  divine 
plain  face.  The  two  operations  might  be  going  on  at  ihe 
same  time  without  thwarting,  as  the  sun's  two  motions  (earth's, 
I  mean),  or,  as  1  sometimes  turn  round  till  I  am  giddy  in  my 
back  parlour,  while  my  sister  is  walking  longitudinally  in  the. 
front;  or,  as  the  shoulder  of  veal  twists  round  with  the  spit, 
while  the  smoke  wreathes  up  the  chimney.  But  there  are  a 
set  of  amateurs  of  the  Belles  Lettres — the  gay  science — who 
come  to  me  as  a  sort  of  rendezvous,  putting  questions  of  crit- 
icism, of  British  Institutions,  Lalla  Eookhs,  &c. — what  Cole- 
ridge said  at  the  lecture  last  night — who  have  the  form  ot 
reading  men,  but,  for  any  possible  use  reading  can  he  to  them 
but  to  talk  of,  might  as  well  have  been  Ante-Cadmeans  bom, 
oc  have  lain  sucking  out  the  sense  of  an  Egyptian  hieroglyph 
as  long  as  the  pyramids  will  last  before  they  should  find  'it. 
These  peats  worrit  me  at  business  and  in  all  its  intervals, 
perplexing  my  accounts,  poisoning  my  little  salutary  warming- 
time  at  the  fire,  puzzling  my  paragraphs  if  I  take  a  newspaper, 
cramming  in  between  my  own  free  thoughts  and  a  column  of 
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lurns  into  stone  when  any  one  dines  with  me  if  1  have  not 
wine.  Wine  can  mollify  stones;  then  thai  wine  turns  into 
acidity,  acerbity,  misanthropy,  a  hatred  of  my  interrupters 
(God  bless  'em!  I  love  some  of  'em  dearly),  and,  with  the 
hatred,  a  Rtill  greater  aversion  to  their  going  away.  Bad  is 
the  dead  sea  ihey  bring  upon  me,  choking  and  deadening,  but 
1  is  the  deader  dry  sand  they  leave  me  on  if  they  g() 
"  "I  would  say  to  these  spoilers 

r  go!  The  fact  is,  this 
y  olYen,  bnt  every  time  it 
)  of  my  life,  orange  mine, 
q  ices,  follows.  Evening 
h  d  I  any  mornings,  but  I  am 
forsooth!)  and  voices  all 
ngianmn^,  un  ee  gsina  week  would  be 
as  much  as  I  should  covet  to  be  in  company,  but  I  assure  you 
that  is  a  wonderful  week  in  which  I  can  get  two.  or  one  to 
myself.  I  am  never  C.  L.,but  always  C.I..  &  Co!  He  who 
thought  it  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,  preserve  me  from  the 
more  prodigious  monstrosity  of  being  never  by  myself.  I  for- 
get bedtime,  but  even  there  these  sociable  frogs  clamber  up 
to  annoy  me.  Once  a  week,  generally  some  singular  evening 
that !  being  alone,  I  go  to  bed  at  the  hour  I  ought  always  lo 
be  abed  ;  just  close  lo  my  bedroom  window  is  the  clubroora 
of  a  public  house,  where  a  sec  of  singers,  I  take  them  to  be 
chorus  singers  of  the  two  theatres  (it  must  bo  both  of  them), 
begin  their  orgies.  They  are  a  set  of  fellows  (as  I  conceive) 
who,  being  limited  by  their  talents  to  the  burden  of  the  song 
at  the  playhouses,  in  revenge,  have  got  the  common  popular 
airs  by  Bishop,  or  some  cheap  composer,  arranged  for  cho- 
ruses, that  is,  to  be  sung  all  in  chorus.  At  least,  I  never  can 
catch  any  of  the  text  of  the  plain  song,  nothing  but  the  Babylo- 
nish choral  how!  at  the  tail  on't.  'That  fury  being  quench'd' — 
the  howl,  I  mean — a  burden  succeeds  of  shouts  and  clApping 
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and  knocking  of  the  table.  At  length  overtasked  nature  dropi 
under  ii,  and  escapes  for  a  few  hours  iiito  the  socieiy  of  ths 
sweet  silent  creatures  of  dreams,  which  go  away  with  mocks 
and  mows  at  cockcrow.  And  then  1  think  of  the  words 
Christabel's  father  used  (bless  me,  I  have  dipped  in  the  wrong 
ink)  to  say  every  morning  by  way  of  variety  when  he  awoke : 

'  Every  knell  the  Baron  saitli. 
Wakes  ue  up  lu  a  world  of  death'— 

or  something  like  it.  All  I  mean  by  this  senseless  interrupted 
tale  is,  that,  bj'  my  central  situation,  I  am  a  little  over-com- 
panicd.  Not  that  I  have  any  animosity  against  the  good 
creatures  that  are  so  anxious  to  drive  away  the  happy  solitude 
from  me.  I  Jike  'em,  and  cards,  and  a  cheerful  glaiss,  but  I 
mean  merely  to  give  yon  an  idea  between  office  confinement 
and  after-ofEce  society,  how  little  time  I  can  call  my  own.  I 
mean  only  to  draw  a  picture,  not  to  make  an  inference.  I 
would  not,  that  I  know  of,  have  it  otherwise.  I  only  wish 
sometimes  1  could  exchange  some  of  my  faces  and  voices  for 
the  faces  and  voices  which  a  late  visitation  brought  most  wel- 
come, and  carried  away,  leaving  regret  but  more  pleasure, 
even  a  kind  of  gratitude,  at  being  so  often  favoured  with  that 
kind  northern  visitation.  My  London  faces  and  noises  don't 
hear  me — I  mean  no  disrespect,  or  I  should  explain  myself, 
that,  instead  of  their  return  two  hundred  and  twenty  times  a 
year,  and  the  return  of  W.  W.,  &c.,  seven  times  in  one  hun- 
dred and  four  weeks,  some  more  equal  distribution  might  be 
found.  I  have  scarce  room  to  put  in  Mary's  kind  love,  and 
my  poor  name, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

" goes  on  lecturing,     t  mean  to  hear  some  of  the, 

course,  but  lectures  are  not  much  lo  my  taste,  whatever  the 
lecturer  may  be.  If  read,  they  are  dismal  flat,  and  you  can't 
think  why  you  are  brought  together  to  hear  a  man  read  hie 
works,  which  you  could  read  so  much  better  at  leisure  your- 
self; if  delivered  extempore,  I  am  always  in  pain,  lest  the 
gift  of  utterance  should  suddenly  fail  the  orator  in  the  middle, 
as  it  did  me  at  the  dinner  given  in  honour  of  me  at  the  Lon- 
don Tavern.  '  Gentlemen,'  said  I,  and  there  I  stopped ;  tho 
rest  my  feelings  were  under  the  necessity  of  supplying.  Mrs. 
Wordsworth  will  go  on,  kindly  haunting  us  with  visions  of 
seeing  the  lakes  once  more,  which  never  can  be  realized. 
Between  us  there  is  a  great  gulf,  not  of  inexplicable  moral 
entipathies  and  distances,  I  hope,  as  there  seemed  to  be  be- 
tween me  and  that  gentleman  concerned  in  the  stamp-office, 
that  I  80  strangely  recoiled  from  at  Haydon's.     I  think  I  had 
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an  instinct  that  he  was  the  head  of  an  office.  I  hate  all  such 
people — accountants'  deputy  accountants.  The  dear  abstract 
notion  of  the  East  India  Company,  as  long  as  she  is  nnaeen, 
is  pretty,  rather  poetical ;  but,  as  she  makes  herself  manifest  by 
the  persons  of  such  beasts,  I  loathe  and  detest  her  as  the  scarlet 
whatdo-you- call- her  of  Babylon.  I  thought,  after  abridging  us 
of  all  our  red-lettet  days,  ihey  had  done  their  worst,  but  I  was 
deceived  in  the  length  to  which  heads  of  offices,  those  true  lib- 
erty-haiers,  can  go.  They  are  the  tyrants,  not  Ferdinand,  nor 
Nero ;  by  a  decree  passed  this  week,  they  have  abridged  us 
of  the  immemori ally-observed  custom  of  goiug  at  one  o'clock 
of  a  Saturday,  the  little  shadow  of  a  holyday  left  us.  Dear 
W.  W.,  be  thankful  for  liberty." 

Among  Iiamb's  new  acquamtances  was  Mr.  Charles  Oilier, 
a  young  bookseller  of  considerable  literary  talent,  which  he 
has  since  exhibited  in  the  original  and  beautiful  tale  of  "  Ine- 
silla,"  who  proposed  to  him  the  publication  of  his  scattered 
writings  in  a  collected  form.  Lamb  acceded ;  and  nearly  all 
he  had  then  written  in  prose  ^nd  verse  were  published  this 
year  by  Mr.  Oilier  and  his  br    h  m  II      d    legant 

volumes.  Early  copies  wer  d  p  h  d  S  h  •  and 
Wordsworth;  the  acknowiedj,m  f    i      f  f   vhora 

nroduced  a  replv,  from  which  h    f  II  ra  t  l — 


"  Dear  Soulhey — I  am  plea    d       h  j  lu'  f      dly     mem- 
5  of  my  little  things.     Id  k     w     h    !      I  have 

done  a  silly  thing  or  a  wise  o       I  f        g  onse- 

quence.     I  rmi  no  risk,  and  c       f  My  bread 

and  cheese  is  stable  as  the  fo     d  1  L    d    h  11  street, 

and,  if  it  hold  out  as  long  as  th      f      d  f  mpiro  in 

the  East,"  I  shaU  do  pretty       11      Y  d  W    W      hould 

have  had  your  presentation  copies  more  ceremoniously  sent, 
but  1  had  no  copies  when  I  was  leaving  town  for  my  holydays, 
and,  rather  than  delay,  commissioned  my  bookseller  to  send 
them  thiis  nakedly.  By  not  hearing  from  W,  W.  or  you,  I 
began  to  be  afraid  Murray  had  not  sent  them.  I  do  not  see  S. 
T.  C.  so  often  as  I  could  wish.  I  am  better  than  I  descrne  to  be. 
The  hot  weather  has  been  such  a  treat !  Mary  joins  in  this 
!ittlo  comer  in  kindest  remembrance  to  you  all. 

"  C.  L." 

Lamb's  interest  was  strongly  excited  for  Mr.  Kenney  on 
the  production  of  Ms  comedy,  eniiiled  "  A  Word  in  the  La- 
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dies."  Lamb  had  engaged  to  contribute  the  prologue;  bui 
the  promise  pressed  hard  upon  him,  and  he  procured  the  re- 
quisite quantity  of  Terse  from  a,  very  inferior  hand.  Kenaey, 
who  had  married  Holcroft's  widow,  had  more  than  succeeded 
to  him  in  Lamb's  regards.  Ilolcroft  had  considerable  dra 
raatic  skill;  great  fore        d  f     yl         d      hi 

sincerity  and  uprightnes        dp  b     h    w 

observer  of  morals  and  m        rs  and  h  h 

acters  were  hardly  and  p      f  Hy       Ip       d       Ilk 
with  as  line  a  percept         f   h    1  d  d    h     p      1 

was  more  airy,  more  ind  1  g       f  1       d      h  b  e*. 

more  frequent  glimpse      f      h        y       h  pp  d 

things."     The  comedy  hi  h       Vi 

tadon  of  the  author  and  b   11  p  f    '     P  i 

rendered  probable,  and  L  mb   h  d        p    f  h       fli        f 

comforter,  as  he  had  do  1  1    kj  (    d 

win.  To  this  play  Lamb  refers  in  the  following  note  to  Cole- 
ridge, who  was  contemplating  a  course  of  lectures  on  Shak- 
speare,  and  who  sent  Lamb  a  ticket  with  sad  forebodings  thai 
the  course  would  be  his  last. 


"  My  dear  Coleridge — I  have  been  in  a  state  of  incessant 
hurry  ever  since  the  receipt  of  your  ticket  It  found  me  in 
capable  of  attending  yo        b  1        gh     f  K  n 

comedy.     You  know  my  J      1     p  tud  1  1 

h^ve  been  a  thorough       d  z  f       II  1  my 

head  begins  to  clear     p      lib  h      1    d  b  II 

Thank  you  kindly  for  j  k       1      gl     1     m        f  i  p    g 

noetic  which  aceompan  Id  p    m 

pretensions  leas  marketable  ,  but  I  trust  to  hear  many  a  course 
yet.  You  excepted  Christmas  week,  by  which  I  understood 
next  week ;  I  thought  Christmas  week  was  that  which  Christ- 
mas Sunday  ushered  in.  We  are  sorry  it  never  lits  in  your 
way  to  come  lo  us ;  but,  dear  Mohammed,  we  will  cume  to  you. 
Will  it  be  convenient  to  all  the  good  people  at  kiighgato  if 
we  take  a  stage  up,  not  next  Sunday,  but  the  foruwing,  viz., 
3d  January,  1819 — shall  we  be  too  late  to  catch  a  akirt  of  the 
old  outgoer?  how  the  years  crumble  from  undtr  us!  We 
shall  hope  to  see  you  before  then ;  bui,  if  not,  let  ub  know  (f 
then  will  be  convenient.  Can  we  secure  a  coach  home  1 
"  Believe  me  es';r  yours, 
"C.  Lamb. 

"I  have  but  one  holyday,  which  is  Chris.inas  day  iiseK 
nakedly,  no  pretty  garnish  and  fringes  of  St.  J  jhn's  day.  Holy 
Innocents',  &c.,  thai  used  to  bestud  it  all  E,rcand  in  the  cal- 
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endac.  Jmprohe  labor  !  I  write  six  hours  every  day  in  this 
eandleliglit  fog-den  at  Leadeiihall," 

In  the  next  year  [I8I9]  I.umb  was  greatly  pleased  by  the 
dedication  to  him  of  WordBwortli's  poem  of  "  The  Wagoner," 
which  Wordsworth  had  read  to  him  in  MS.  thirteen  years  be- 
fore. On  receipt  of  the  little  volume  Lamb  acknowledged  it 
Es  follows, 

TO    MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"  My  dear  Wordsworth — You  cannot  imagine  how  proud 
we  are  here  of  the  dedication.     We  read  it  twice  for  once 
that  we  do  the  poem,     I  mean  all  through ;  yet  '  Benjamin' 
imon  favourite  ;  there  is  a  spirit  of  beautiful  tolerance 
is  as  good  as  it  was  in  1806  ;  and  will  be  as  good  in 
Dur  dim  eyes  shall  be  awake  to  peruse  it.     Methinks 
a  kind  of  shadowing  affinity  between  the  subject  of 
tive  and  the  subject  of  the  dedication;  but  I  will  not 
enter  into  personal  themes,  else,  substituting  •*"•••    ••••  for 

Ben,  and  the  Honourable  United  Company  of  Merchants, 
trading  to  the  East  Indies,  for  the  master  of  the  misused  team, 
it  might  seem,  by  no  far-fetched  analogy,  to  point  its  dim  warn- 
ings hitherward  ;  but  I  reject  the  omen,  especially  as  its  im- 
port seems  to  have  been  diverted  lo  another  victim. 

"  I  will  never  write  another  letter  with  alternate  inks,  t  ou 
cannot  imagine  how  it  cramps  the  flow  of  the  style.  I  can 
conceive  Pindar  (I  do  not  mean  to  compare  myself  lo  him), 
by  the  command  of  Hiero,  the  Sicilian  tyrant  (was  not  he  the 
tyrant  of  some  place  1  fy  on  my  neglect  of  history)— I  can 
conceive  him,  by  command  of  Hiero  or  Perillus,  set  down  to 
pen  an  Isthmian  or  Nemean  panegyric  in  lines,  alternate  red 
and  black.  I  maintain  he  coddn't  have  done  it ;  it  would  have 
been  a  strait-laced  torture  to  his  muse ;  he  would  have  called 
for  the  bull  for  a  relief.  Neither  could  Lycidas  nor  the  Chro- 
rica  (how  do  you  like  the  wordt)  of  Samson  Agonisles  have 
been  written  with  two  inks.  Your  couplets  with  points,  epi- 
logues to  Mr.  H.'s,  &c.,  might  be  even  benefited  by  the  twy- 
fount,  where  one  line  {the  second)  is  for  point,  and  the  first  for 
rhyme.  I  think  the  alternation  would  assist,  like  a  mould.  I 
maintain  it,  you  could  not  have  written  your  stanzas  on  pre- 
existence  with  two  inks.  Try  another ;  and  Rogers,  with  his 
silver  slandish,  having  one  ink  only,  I  will  bet  my  '  Ode  on 
Tobacco'  against  the  '  Pleasures  of  Memory' — and  '  Hope,' 
too,  shall  put  more  fervour  of  enthusiasm  into  the  same  subject 
than  you  can  with  your  two;  he  shall  do  it  stans pede  iit  >ino. 
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"The  'Wagoner'  is  very  ill  put  up  in  boards,  at  least  i 
seems  to  me  always  to  open  at  the  dedication  ;  but  that  is  a 
mechanical  fault.  I  reread  the  '  White  Doe  of  Rylstoue ; 
the  title  should  be'  always  wriilen  at  length,  as  Mary  Sabilla 

N^ -,  a  very  nice  woman  of  our  acquaintance,  always  signs 

hers  at  the  bottom  of  the  shortest  note.     Maty  told  her,  if  her 

name  had  been  Mary  Ann,  she  would  have  signed  M.  A.  N , 

or  M.  only,  dropping  the  A.,  which  makes  me  think,  with  some 
other  trifles,  that  she  understands  something  of  human  nature 
My  pen  goes  galloping  on  moat  rhapsodic  ally,  glad  to  have 
escaped  the  bondage  of  two  inks. 

"  Manning  had  just  sent  it  home,  and  it  came  as  fresh  to  me 
as  the  immortal  creature  it  speaks  of.  M.  sent  it  home  with 
a  note,  having  this  passage  in  it :  'I  cannot  help  writing  to  you 
while  I  am  reading  Wordsworth's  poem.  I  have  got  into  ihe 
third  canto,  and  say  that  it  raises  my  opinion  of  him  very  much 
indeed.*  'Tis  broad,  noble,  poetical,  with  a  masterly  scanning 
of  htimaa  actions,  absolutely  above  common  readers.  What 
a  manly  (implied)  interpretation  of  (bad)  party- actions,  as 
trampling  the  Bible,  &c.,'  and  so  he  goes  on. 

"I  do  not  know  which  I  like  best,  the  prologue  (the  latter 
part  especially)  to  P.  Bell,  or  the  epilogue  to  Benjamin.  Yes, 
I  tell  stories ;  I  do  know  I  like  the  last  best ;  and  the  '  Wag- 
oner' altogether  is  a  pleasanter  remembrance  lo  me  than  the 
'  Itinerant,'  If  it  were  not,  the  page  before  the  first  page  would 
and  ought  lo  make  it  so. 

"If,  as  you  say,  the  '  Wagoner,'  in  some  sort,  came  at  my 
call,  oh  for  a  potent  voice  to  call  forth  the  '  Recluse'  from  his 
profound  dormitory,  where  he  sleeps  forgetful  of  his  foolish 
charge — the  world. 

"  Had  I  three  inks,  I  would  invoke  him !  Talfourd  has 
written  a  most  kind  review  of  J.  Woodvil,  &c.,  in  the  '  Cham- 
pion.' He  is  your  most  zealous  admirer,  in  solitude  and  in 
crowds.  H.  Crabbe  Robinson  gives  me  any  dear  prints  that  I 
happen  to  admire,  and  I  love  him  for  it  and  for  other  things. 
Alsager  shall  have  his  copy,  but  at  present  I  have  lent  hfor  a 
day  only,  not  choosing  to  part  with  my  own.  Mary's  love 
How  do  you  all  do,  amanuenses  both — marital  and  sororal  ? 

"  C.  IiAHB  " 

The  next  letter  which  remains  is  addressed  to  Manning  (re 
turned  to  England,  and  domiciled  in  Hertfordshire),  in  the 
spring  of  1819. 
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:er  to  manning. 


"  My  dear  M. — I  want  to  know  how  your  brother  ia,  if  you 
/lave  heard  lately.  I  want  to  know  about  you.  I  wish  you 
were  nearer.  How  are  my  cousins,  the  Gladmans,  of  Wheat- 
hametead,   and  farmer  Brulon  ?     Mrs.  Bruton  is  a  glorioui 

"  Hail,  Mackery  End." 

This  is  a  fragment  of  a  blank  verse  poem  whicb  I  once  med- 
itated, bill  got  no  further.*     The  E.  I.  H.  has  been  thrown  into 

a  quandary  by  the  strange  phenomenon  of  poor , 

whom  I  have  known  man  and  madman  twenty-seven  years,  he 
being  elder  here  than  myself  by  nine  years  and  more.  He 
was  always  a  pleasant,  gossiping,  half-headed,  muzzy,  dozing, 
dreaming,  walk-about,  inoffensive  chap ;  a  little  loo  fond  of  the 

creature ;  who  isn't  at  times  ?  but had  not  brains  to  work 

off  an  overnight's  surfeit  by  ten  o'clock  nest  morning,  and,  un- 
fortunately, in  he  wandered  the  other  morning  drunk  with  last 
night,  and  with  a  superfetation  of  drink  taken  in  since  he  sel 
out  from  bed.  He  came  staggering  under  his  double  burden, 
like  trees  in  Java,  bearing  at  once  blossom,  fruit,  and  falling 
fruit,  as  I  have  heard  you  or  some  other  traveller  tell,  with  his 
face  literally  as  blue  as  the  bluest  firmament ;  some  wretched 
calico  that  he  had  mopped  his  poor  oozy  from  with  had  ren- 
dered up  its  native  die,  and  the  devil  a  bit  would  he  consent  to 
wash  it,  but  swore  it  was  characteristic,  for  he  was  going  to 
the  sale  of  indigo,  and  set  up  a  laugh  which  I  did  not  think  the 
lungs  of  mortal  man  were  competent  to.  It  was  like  a  thou- 
sand people  laughing,  or  the  Goblin  Page.  He  imagined  after- 
ward that  the  whole  office  had  been  laughing  at  him,  so  strange 

did  his  own  sounds  strike  upon  his  Mnsensorium.     But 

has  laughed  his  last  laugh,  and  awoke  the  next  day  to  find  him- 
self reduced  from  an  abused  income  of  600i.  per  annum  to 
one  sixth  of  the  sum,  after  thirty-six  years'  tolerably  good  ser- 
vice. The  quality  of  mercy  was  not  strained  in  his  behalf; 
the  gentle  dews  dropped  not  on  him  from  heaven.  It  just  came 
across  me  that  I  was  writing  to  Canton.  Will  you  drop  in  to- 
morrow night  ?  Fanny  Kelly  is  coming,  if  she  does  not  cheat 
us.  Mrs.  Gold  is  well,  but  proves  'imcoin'd,'  as  the  lovers 
sbout  Wli5athamstead  would  say". 

"  I  have  not  had  such  a  quiet  half  hour  to  sit  down  to  a 
quiet  letter  for  many  years.     1  have  not  been  interrupted 

*  Sec  "  Mackery  End,  in  Hertfordshire,"  toI.  ii.,  p.  91,  for  a  diormiiij  ap. 
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above  four  times.  I  wrote  a  letter  the  other  day  in  ahemate 
lines,  black  ink  and  red,  and  you  cannot  think  how  it  chilled 
the  flow  of  ideas.  Nest  Monday  is  Whit-Monday.  What  a 
reflection '.  Twelve  years  ago,  and  I  should  have  kept  that 
and  the  following  holyday  in  the  fields  a  Maying.  All  of 
those  pretty  pastoral  delights  are  over.  This  dead,  everlast- 
ing dead  desk— how  it  weighs  the  spirit  of  a  gentleman  down ! 
This  dead  wood  of  the  desk,  instead  of  your  living  trees  !  Diit 
then,  again,  I  hate  the  Joskins,  a  name  for  HcrlfoTdsIdre  bump- 
kins. Each  state  of  life  has  its  inconvenience ;  but  then, 
again,  mine  has  more  than  one.  Not  that  I  repine,  or  grudge, 
or  murmur  at  my  destiny.  1  have  meat  and  drink,  and  decent 
appare! ;  I  shall,  at  ieast,  when  I  get  a  new  hat. 

"  A  redhaired  man  just  interrupted  me.  lie  has  broke  the 
current  of  my  ihoughis.  I  haven't  a  word  to  add.  I  don't 
know  why  I  send  this  letter,  but  I  have  had  a  hankering  to 
hear  about  you  some  days.  Perhaps  it  will  go  ofi'  before  your 
reply  comes.  !f  it  don't,  1  assure  you  no  letter  was  ever 
welcomer  from  you,  from  Paris  or  Macao. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  letter,  oated  35th  November,  1819,  is  ad- 
dressed to  Miss  Wordsworth,  on  Wordsworth's  youngest  son 
visiting  Lamb  in  London 

TO    M1S3   WORDSWORTH. 

"Dear  Miss  Wordsworth — You  will  think  me  negligent; 
mt  I  wanted  lo  see  more  of  William  before  I  ventured  to  ex- 
jress  a  prediction.  Till  yesterday  I  had  barely  seen  him — 
Virgilium  tantvm  vidi — but  yesterday  he  gave  us  his  small 
lompany  to  a  bullock's  heart,  and  I  can  pronounce  him  a  lad 
)f  promise.  He  is  no  pedant  nor  bookworm ;  so  far  I  can 
inswer.  Perhaps  he  has,  hitherto,  paid  too  little  attention  to 
other  men's  inventions,  preferring,  like  Lord  Foppington,  the 
natural  sprouts  of  his  own.'  But  he  lias  observation,  and 
seems  thoroughly  awake.  I  am  ill  at  remembering  other 
people's  bans  mots,  but  the  following  are  a  few ; — Being  taken 
over  Waterloo  Bridge,  he  remarked,  that  if  we  had  no  mount- 
ains, we  had  a  fine  liver  at  least ;  which  was  a  touch  of  the 
comparative  r  but  then  he  added,  in  a  strain  which  augured 
less  for  his  future  abilities  as  a  political  economist,  that  he 
supposed  they  must  take  at  least  a  pound  a  week  toll.  Like 
a  curious  naturalist,  he  inquired  if  the  lide  did  not  come  up 
a  little  sally.  This  being  satisfactorily  answered,  he  put 
another  question,  as  to  the  flux  and  reflux ;  which,  being  rath- 
er ciinningly  evaded  than  artfully  solved  by  thai  she-Aristotle 
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Mary,  who  mut'ered  something  about  its  getting  i.p  an  hour 
sooner  and  sooner  every  day,  he  sagely  replied,  '  Then  it  must 
come  lo  the  same  tiling  at  last;'  which  was  a  speecli  worthy 
of  an  infant  Halley !  The  lion  in  the  'Change  by  no  means 
came  up  to  his  ideal  standard ;  so  impossible  is  it  for  IVaturct, 
in  any  of  her  works,  to  come  up  to  the  standard  of  a  child's 
imagination !  The  whelps  (lionets)  he  was  sorry  to  find  were 
dead;  and,  on  particular  inquiry,  his  old  friend  the  ourang- 
outang  had  gone  the  way  of  all  flesh  also.  The  grand  tigei 
was  also  sick,  and  expected  in  no  short  time  to  exchange  lhi& 
transitory  world  for  another,  or  none.  But,  again,  there  was 
a  golden  eagle  (I  do  not  mean  that  of  Charing)  which  dii? 
much  arride  and  console  him.  William's  genius,  I.  take  it 
leans  a  little  lo  the  figurjitive ;  for,  being  at  play  at  tricktrack 
(a  kind  of  minor  billiard-table  which  we  keep  for  smallei 
wights,  and  sometimes  refresh  our  own  mature  fatigues  with 
taking  a  hand  at),  not  being  able  to  hit  a  ball  be  had  iterate 
aimed  at,  he  cried  out,  '  I  cannot  hit  ihat  beast,'  Now  the 
balls  are  usually  called  men,  but  he  felicitously  hit  upon  a 
middle  term ;  a  term  of  approximation  and  imaginative  recon 
ciliation  ;  a  something  where  the  two  ends  of  tlie  brute  maltet 
(ivory),  and  their  human  and  rather  yiolent  personification 
into  men,  tnight  meet,  as  I  take  it,  illustrative  of  that  excel 
lent  remark,  in  a  certain  preface  about  imagination,  explaining 
'  Like  a  seabeasl  that  had  crawled  forth  to  sun  himself.'  Not 
that  I  accuse  William  Minor  of  hereditary  plagiary,  or  con- 
ceive the  image  to  have  come  from  the  paternal  store.  Rath- 
er he  seemeth  to  keep  aloof  from  any  source  of  imitation, 
and  purposely  to  remain  ignorant  of  what  mighty  poets  have 
done  in  this  kind  before  him;  for,  being  asked  if  his  father 
had  ever  been  on  Westminster  Bridge,  he  answered  that  he 
"lid  not  know ! 

"It  is  hard  to  discern  the  oak  in  the  acorn,  or  a  temple 
like  St.  Paul's  in  the  first  stone  which  is  laid  ;  nor  can  1  quite 
prefigure  what  destination  the  genius  of  William  Minor  hath 
lo  take.  Some  few  hints  I  have  set  down  to  guide  my  future 
observations.  He  hath  the  power  of  calculation  in  no  ordi- 
nary degree  for  a  chit.  He  combineth  figures,  after  the  first 
boggle,  rapidly ;  as  in  the  tricktrack  board,  where  the  hits 
are  figured,  at  first  he  did  perceive  that  15  and  7  made  83, 
but  by  a  little  use  he  could  combine  8  with  35,  and  33  again 
with  16,  which  approacheth  something  in  kind  (far  let  me  be 
from  flattering  him  by  saying  in  degree)  to  that  of  the  famous 
American  boy.  I  am  sometimes  inclined  to  think  I  perceive 
the  future  satirist  in  him,  for  he  hath  a  sub-sardonic  smile 
which  bursteth  out  upon  occasion :  as  when  he  was  asked  if 

Vol.  I.~9 
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London  were  aa  big  as  Ambleside ;  and,  indeed,  no  other  answei 
was  given  or  proper  to  be  given  to  so  eDsnaring  and  piovoking 
a  question.  In  the  contour  of  scull,  certainly,  I  discern  some- 
ihing  paternal.  But  whether  in  all  respects  the  future  man 
shall  transcend  his  father's  fame,  Time,  the  trier  of  Geniuses, 
must  decide.  Be  it  pronounced  peremptorily  at  present  that 
William  is  a  well-mannered  child,  and,  though  no  great  student, 
Wth  yet  a  lively  eye  for  things  that  lie  before  Mm. 
*  Given  in  haste  from  my  desk  at  Leadenhall, 

"  Yours,  and  yours  most  sincerely, 

"  C.  Lame." 


CHAPTER  Xir. 

[1830  to  1823,] 
Letters  to  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Field,  WilsMi,  nnd  Barton. 

The  widening  circle  of  Lamb's  literary  friends  now  em 
braced  additional  authors  and  actors — famous,  or  just  bursting 
into  fame.  He  welcomed  in  the  author  of  the  "Dramatic 
Scenes,"  who  chose  to  appear  in  print  as  Barry  Cornwall,  a 
spirit  most  congenial  with  his  own  in  its  serious  moods — one 
whose  genius  he  had  ^ssisted  to  irapel  tow-irds  its  kindred 
models,  the  gre     dram  f  El      b    h      m        d         h 

Buccesa  he  rec       d    h     firs        d  b  d    f   h      ff 

he  had  made  1         p  f       h         Id  f  1 

manity.     Mr.  M  dyhhdj  m        pdh        If 

from  the  dnidg  ry    f     p  h       11  f       g  dy  by 

his  splendid  plm  fftArfw  ddl 

by  his  old  friend  Cli    1      LI  )  d      h    li  d  d  L     d      f 

change  of  scei  d      <n        dp  fp  Jlyd 

owed  a  debt  of  g         d        M  dj      1     1         mpl  fa  d  1 

ijue  uses  of  the        d  dram         h     f        wl     h  Id     k 

many  sermons    1  pp  w  y 

deep  gloom  had  g    d    lly  h  1       d    h 

wholly  to  encir  1  li      1  d      d      1    k  G 

ent  Garden  Ti  d  1     p    f  (  R  b  R  y 

The  picture  wlhlh      bhldfhg  I     — 

the  frank,  galla  t,      bl    b         g—  h  d  m      m 

of  one  "  free  of  1     d      —  1  If         Jj 

pathos  and  irre       bl  dlydlghl      dmldh 

won  him  from  1      p      f  1  j  d  I         1        h  re 
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the  unwonted  relief  of  tears.  He  went  home  "  a  gayci  and  a 
wiser  man;"  returned  again  to  the  theatre  whenever  the 
healing  enjoyment*  could  be  renewed  there ;  and  sought  the 
acquaintance  of  the  actor  who  had  broken  the  melancholy 
spell  in  which  he  was  enthralled,  and  had  restored  the  pulses 
of  his  nature  to  their  healthful  beatings.  The  year  1820 
gave  Lamb  an  interest  in  Macready  beyond  that  which  he 
had  derived  from  the  introduction  of  Lloyd,  arising  from  the 
power  with  which  he  animated  the  first  production  of  one  of 
his  oldest  friends — "  Virginius,"  Knowles  had  been  a  friend 
and  disciple  of  Hazlitt  from  a  boy  ;  and  Lamb  had  liked  and 
esteemed  him  as  a  hearty  companion  ;  but  he  had  not  guessed 
at  the  extraordinary  dramatic  power  which  lay  ready  for  kind- 
ling in  his  brain,  and  still  less  at  the  dehcacy  of  tact  with  which 
he  had  unveiled  the  sources  of  the  most  profound  affections. 
Lamb  had  almost  lost  his  taste  for  acted  tragedy,  as  the  sad 
realities  of  life  had  pressed  more  nearly  on  him  ;  yet  he  made 
an  exception  in  favour  of  the  first  and  happiest  part  of  "  Vir- 
ginius," those  paternal  scenes  which  stand  alone  in  the  mod- 
em drama,  and  which  Macready  informed  with  the  fulness  of 
a  father's  affection. 

The  establishment  of  the  "London  Magazine,"  under  the 
auspices  of  Mr.  John  Scott,  occasioned  Lamb's  introduction  lo 
the  public  by  the  name,  under  colour  of  which  ho  acquired  his 
most  brilliant  reputation — "  Eiia,"  The  adoption  of  this  sig- 
nature was  purely  accidental.  His  first  contribution  to  the 
magazine  was  a  description  of  the  Old  South  Sea  House,  where 
Lamb  had  passed  a  few  months'  novitiate  as  a  clerk  thirty 
years  before,  and  of  its  inmates  who  had  long  passed  away  ; 
and  remembering  the  name  of  a  gay,  Ught-hearled  foreigner, 
who  fluttered  there  at  that  time,  he  subscribed  his  name  to  the 
essay.  It  was  afterward  affixed  to  subsequent  contributions 
and  Lamb  used  it  until,  in  his  "  Last  Essays  of  Elia,"  he  bads 
it  a  sad  farewell. 

The  perpetual  influx  of  visiters  whom  he  could  not  repel, 
whom,  indeed,  he  was  always  glad  lo  welcome,  but  whose  visits 
unstrung  him,  induced  him  to  take  lodgings  at  Dalston,  to  which 
he  occasionally  retired  when  he  wished  for  repose.  The  deaths 
of  some  who  were  dear  to  him  cast  a  melancholy  tinge  on  his 
mind,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  following ; — 

TO   MR.   WORDSWORTH. 

"  My  dear  Wordsworth-— A  letter  from  you  is  very  grateful ; 
[  have  not  seen  a  Kendal  postmark  so  long!  We  are  pretty 
well, save  colds  and  rheumatics,  and  acertain  deadncssfo  evcry- 
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ihiiig,  which,  I  think,  I  may  date  from  poor  Johu's  loss  md 
another  accident  or  two  at  the  same  time,  that  has  made  me 
almost  bury  myself  at  Dalston,  where  yet  I  see  more  faces  than 
T  could  wish.  Deaths  overset  one,  and  put. one  out  long  after 
the  recent  grief.  Two  or  three  have  died  within  this  last  two 
twelvemonths,  and  bo  many  parts  of  me  have  been  numbed. 
One  sees  a  picture,  reads  an  anecdote,  starts  a  casual  fancy, 
and  thinks  to  tell  of  it  to  this  person  in  preference  to  every 
other :  the  person  is  gone  whom  it  would  have  peculiarly  suited. 
It  won't  do  for  another.  Every  departure  destroys  a  class  of 
sympathies.  There's  Captain  Burney  gone  !  What  fun  has 
whist  now  ?  what  matters  it  what  you  lead,  if  you  can  no  longer 
fancy  him  looking  over  you  1  One  never  hears  anything,  but 
the  image  of  the  particular  person  occurs  with,  whom  alone  al- 
most you  would  care  to  share  the  intelligence — thus  one  dis- 
tributes one's  self  about — and  now  for  so  manypartsof  melhave 
lost  the  market.     Common  natures  do  not  suffice  me.     Good 

I  am  made  up  of  queer  points,  and  I  want  so  many  answering 
needles.  The  going  away  of  friends  does  not  make  the  re- 
mainder more  precious.  It  takes  so  much  from  them  as  there 
was  a  common  link.  A.  B.  and  C.  make  a  party.  A.  dies. 
B.  not  only  loses  A.,  but  all  A.'s  part  in  C.  C.  loses  A.'s  part 
in  B.,  and  so  the  alphabet  sickens  by  subtraction  of  inter- 
changeables.  I  espress  myself  muddily,  capite  dolente.  I  have 
a  dulling  cold.  My  theory  is  to  enjoy  life,  but  my  practice  is 
against  it.  I  grow  ominously  tired  of  official  confinement. 
Thirty  years  have  I  served  the  Philistines,  and  my  neck  is  not 
subdued  to  the  yoke.  You  don't  know  how  wearisome  it  is  to 
breathe  the  air  of  four  penc  walls,  without  relief,  day  after  day, 
all  the  golden  hours  of  the  day  between  ten  and  four,  without 
ease  or  interposition.  Tmdet  me  harum  quotidianaTum  forma- 
rum,  these  pestilential  clerk-faces  always  in  one's  dish.  Oh 
for  a  few  years  between  the  grave  and  the  desk !  they  are 
the  same,  save  that  at  the  latter  you  are  the  outside  machine. 

The  foul  enchanter  , '  letters  four  do  form  his  name' — 

Busirare  is  his  name  in  hell — that  has  curtailed  you  of  some 
domestic  comforts,  hath  laid  a  heavier  hand  on  nie,  not  in  pres- 
ent infliction,  but  in  the  taking  away  the  hope  of  enfranchise 
menl.  I  dare  not  whisper  to  myself  a  pension  on  this  side  of 
absolute  incapacitation  and  infirmity,  till  years  have  sucked  me 
dry  ;  Olium  cum  indignitate.  I  had  thought,  in  a  green  old  age 
(oh  green  thought !),  to  have  retired  to  Fender's  End,  emble- 
matic name,  how  beautiful !  in  the  Ware  road,  there  to  have 
made  up  my  accounts  with  Heaven  and  the  company,  toddling 
about  between  it  and  Cheshunt,  anon  stretching  on  some  fina 
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Izaac  Walton  moniing  to  Hoddesdon  or  Amwell,  careless  as  a 
beggar;  but  walking,  walking  ever  till  I  fairly  walksd  myself 
off  my  legs,  dying  walking !  The  hope  is  gone.  I  sit  like 
Philomel  all  day  (but  not  singing),  with  my  breast  against  this 
thorn  of  a  desk,  with  the  only  hope  that  some  pulmonary  af- 
fliction may  relieve  me.  Vide  Lord  Palmerston's  report  of  the 
clerks  in  the  war-office  {Debates  this  morning'a  'Times'),  by 
which  it  appears-,  in  twenty  years  as  many  clerks  have  been 
coughed  and  calarrhed  outof  it  Into  their  freer  graves.  Thank 
you  for  asking  about  the  pictures.  Milton  hangs  over  my  fire- 
side in  Covent  Garden  (when  1  am  there),  the  rest  have  been 
sold  for  an  old  song,  wanting  the  eloquent  tongue  that  should 
have  set  them  off!  You  have  gratified  me  with  liking  my 
meeting  with  Dodd.*  For  the  Maivolio  story,  the  thing  is  be- 
come in  verity  a  sad  task,  and  1  eke  it  out  with  anything,  if 
I  could  slip  out  of  it  I  should  be  happy,  but  our  chief  reputed 
assistants  have  forsaken  us.  The  Opium-eater  crossed  us 
once  with  a  dazzling  path,  and  hath  as  suddenly  left  us  dark- 
ling ;  and,  in  short,  1  shall  go  on  from  dull  to  worse,  because 
I  cannot  resist  the  booksellers'  importunity — the  old  p!ea,  you 
know,  of  authors  ;  but,  I  believe,  on  ray  part,  sincere.  Hartley 
I  do  not  so  often  see,  but  I  never  see  him  in  unwelcome  hour. 
I  thoroughly  love  and  honour  him.  I  send  you  a  frozen  epistle, 
but  it  is  winter  and  dead  time  of  the  year  with  me.  May 
Heaven,  keep  something  like  spring  and  summer  up  with  you. 
strengthen  your  eyes,  and  make  mine  a  little  lighter  to  en- 
counter with  them,  as  I  hope  they  shall  yet  and  again  before 
all  are  closed. 

"  Yours,  with  every  kind  remembrance, 

"  C.  L, 
"  1  had  almost  forgot  tc  say  I  think  you  tliorouglily  right 
about  presentation  copies.     I  should  like  to  see  you  print  t 
book  1  should  grudge  to  purchase  for  its  size.     Hang  me,  but 
I  would  have  it,  though  !" 

The  following  letter,  containing  the  germe  of  the  well-knowii 
"  Dissertation  on  Roast  Pig,"  was  addressed  to  Coleridge,  who 
had  received  a  pig  as  a  present,  and  attributed  it  erroneously 


"  Dear  C. — It  gives  me  great  satisfaction  to  hear  iha)  iho 
pig  turned  out  so  wpII — thej  are  interesting  creatures  at  a 

•  See  the  account  of  the  meeting  between  Dodd  «nJ  Jem  White,  in  Elia 
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certain  ago — what,  a  pity  such  buds  sliould  blow  out  into  the 
maturity  of  ranlt  bacon !  You  had  all  some  of  the  crackling — 
and  brain  sauce — did  you  lemeraber  to  rub  it  with  butter,  and 
gently  dredge  it  a  little,  just  before  the  crisis?  Did  the  eyes 
come  away  kindly,  with  no  CEdipean  avulsion?  Was  the 
crackling  the  colour  of  the  lipe  pomegranate  ?  Had  you  ;io 
cursed  compliment  of  boiled  neck  of  mutton  before  it,  to 
blunt  the  edge  of  delicate  desire?  Did  you  fiesh  maiden 
tseth  in  it  ?  Not  that  I  sent  the  pig,  nor  can  form  the  remo- 
test guess  what  part  O could  play  in  the  business.     1 

never  knew  him  give  anything  away  in  my  life.  He  would 
not  begin  with  strangers.  1  suspect  the  pig,  aAer  all,  was 
meant  for  me  ;  but,  at  the  unlucky  juncture  of  time  being  ab- 
sent, the  present  somehow  went  reund  to  Highgate.  To  con- 
fess an  honest  truth,  a  pig  is  one  of  those  things  I  could  never 
think  of  sending  away.  Teals,  widgeons,  snipes,  bam-door 
fowl,  ducks,  geese — your  tame  villalio  things — Welsh  mutton, 
collars  of  brawn,  sturgeon,  fresh  or  pickled,  your  potted  char, 
Swiss  cheeses,  French  pies,  early  grapes,  muscadines,  I  imparl 
as  freely  unto  my  friends  as  to  myself.  They  are  but  self- 
extended  ;  but  pardon  me  if  I  stop  somewhere — where  the 
ane  feeling  of  benevolence  giveth  a  higher  smack  than  the 
ensual  rarity,  there  my  friends  (or  any  good  man)  may  com- 
mand me ;  but  pigs  are  pigs,  and  1  myself  therein  am  nearest 
to  myself.  Nay,  I  should  think  it  an  affront,  an  undervaluing 
done  to  Nature  who  bestowed  such  a  boon  upon  me,  if,  in  a 
churlish  mood,  I  parted  with  the  precious  gift.  One  of  the 
bitterest  pangs  I  ever  felt  of  remorse  was  when  a  child — my 
kind  old  aunt  had  strained  her  pocket-strings  to  bestow  a 
sixpenny  whole  plumcake  upon  me.  In  my  way  home 
through  the  borough  I  met  a  venerable  old  man,  not  a  mendi- 
cant, but  thereabout ;  a  look-beggar,  not  a  verba!  petiiionist ; 
and  in  the  coxcombry  of  taught-charily  I  gave  away  the  cake 
to  him.  I  walked  on  a  little  in  all  the  pride  of  an  evangelical 
peacock,  when,  of  a  sudden,  my  old  aunt's  kindness  crossed 
me  ;  the  sum  it  was  to  her  ;  the  pleasure  she  had  a  right  to 
expect  that  I,  not  the  old  impostor,  should  take  in  eating  her 
cake  ;  the  cursed  ingratitude  by  which,  under  the  colour  of  a 
Christian  virtue,  I  had  frustrated  her  cherished  purpose.  I 
sobbed,  wept,  and  took  it  to  heart  so  grievously,  that  I  think 
I  never  suffered  the  like — and  I  was  right.  It  was  a  piece  ot 
unfeeling  hypocrisy,  and  proved  a  lesson  to  me  ever  after. 
The  cake  has  long  been  masticated,  consigned  to  dunghill 
with  the  ashes  of  that  unseasonable  pauper. 

"But  when  Providence,  who  is  better  to  us  all  than  out 
aunts,  gives  me  a  pig.  remembering  my  temptation  and  my 
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fall,  I  shaU  endeavour  to  act  towards  it  more  in  the  spirit 
the  donor's  purjwse. 

"Yours  (shtjrt  of  pig)  to  command  in  everything, 

"  C.  L. 

In  the  summer  of  1823  Lamb  and  his  sister  visited  Pan. 
The  following  is  a  hasty  letter  addressed  to  Field  on  his  r. 


"  My  dear  F.— 1  scribble  hastily  at  office.  Frank  wants 
my  letter  presently  I  and  sister  are  just  returned  from  Paris! ! 
We  have  eaten  frogs.  It  has  been  such  a  treat !  Frogs  are 
the  nicest  little  delicate  things — rabbity-flavoured !  Imagine 
a  Lilliputian  rabbit !  They  fricassee  them  ;  but,  in  my  mind, 
dressed,  seethed,  plain,  with  parsley  and  butter,  would  have 
been  the  decision  of  Apicius.  Paris  is  a  glorious,  picturesque 
aid  city.  London  looks  mean  and  new  to  it,  as  the  town  of 
Washington  would  seen  after  it.  But  they  have  no  St.  Paul's 
or  Westminster  Abbey.  The  Seine,  so  much  despised  by 
Cockneys,  is  exactly  the  size  to  run  through  a  magnificent 
street ;  palaces  a  mile  long  on  one  side,  lolly  Edinbro'  stone 
{oh  the  glorious  antiquities !)  houses  on  the  other.  The 
Thames  disunites  London  and  Southwark.  I  had  Talma  to 
supper  with  me.  He  has  picked  up,  as  I  believe,  an  authen- 
tic portrait  of  Shakspeare.  He  paid  a  broker  about  40/.  Eng- 
lish for  it.  It  is  painted  on  the  one  half  of  a  pair  of  bellows 
— a  lovely  picture,  corresponding  with  the  folio  head.  The 
bellows  has  old  carved  wings  round  it,  and  round  the  visnomy 
is  inscribed,  as  near  as  I  remember,  not  divided  into  rhyme — 
I  found  out  the  rhyme — 


At  top — 

OhbaBeaiidcowar( 
To  be  here  stuck. 


"  This  IS  all  in  old  carved  wooden  letters, 
nance  smiling,  sweet,  and  intellectual  beyond  n 
IS  he  was  immeasurable.     It  may  be  a  forgery.     They  laugh 
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at  me,  uiid  tell  me  Ireland  is  in  Paris,  and  has  been  ]>iiititig 
"off  a  portrait  of  the  Black  Prince,  How  far  old  wood  may 
be  imitated  I  cannot  say.  Ireland  was  not  found  out  by  his 
parchments,  but  by  his  poetiy.  I  am  confident  no  painter  on 
either  side  the  channel  could  have  painted  anything  near  like 
the  face  I  saw.  Again,  would  such  a,  painter  and  forger  have 
taken  40/.  for  a  thing,  if  amhen  tic,  worth  4000Z. '  Talma 
is  not  in  the  secret,  for  he  l.ad  not  even  found  out  the  rhymes 
in  the  first  inscription.  He  is  coming  over  with  it  q.nd,  my 
life  to  Southey's  'I'halaba,  it  will  gain  universal  h'Aii 

"  The  letter  is  wanted,  and  I  am  wanted.  Imagine  the 
blank  iilled  up  with  all  kind  things. 

"Our  joint  hearty  remembrances  to  both  of  you.     Yours, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"Sept.  22, 1823." 

Soon  after  Lamb's  return  from  Paris  he  became  acquainted 
with  the  poet  of  the  Quakers,  Bernard  Barton,  who,  like  him- 
self, was  engaged  in  (he  drudgery  of  figures.  'I'be  pure  and 
gentle  tone  of  the  poems  of  his  new  acquaintance  was  wel- 
come to  Lamb,  who  had  more  sympathy  with  the  truth  of  na- 
ture in  modest  guise  than  in  the  affected  futy  of  Lord  Byron, 
or  the  dreamy  extravagances  of  Shelley.  Lamb  had  written 
in  "  Elia"  of  the  Society  of  Friends  with  the  freedom  of  one 
who,  with  great  respect  for  the  principles  of  the  founders  of 
their  faith,  had  little  in  common  with  a  sect  who  shunned  the 
pleasures  while  they  mingled  in  the  business  of  the  world ; 
and  a  friendly  expostulation  on  the  pan  of  Mr.  Barton  led  to 
such  cordial  excuses  as  completely  won  the  heart  of  the 
Quaker  bard.  Some  expression  which  Lamb  let  fall  at  their 
meeting  in  London,  from  which  Mr.  Barton  had  supposed  thai 
Lamb  objected  to  a  Quaker's  writing  poetry  as  inconsistent 
with  his  creed,  induced  Mr.  Barton  to  write  to  Lamb  on  his  re- 
lum  to  Woodbridge,  who  replied  as  follows ; — 


■'  India  House,  lllti  Sept.,  1323. 

"  Dear  Sir— You  have  misapprehended  me  sadly  if  yoii 
suppose  that  I  meant  to  impute  any  inconsistency  in  your 
writing  poetry  with  your  religious  profession.  I  do  not  re- 
member what  I  said,  but  it  was  spoken  sportively,  I  am  sure 
— one  of  m>  levities,  which  you  are  not  so  used  to  as  my 
older  friends  I  probably  was  thinking  of  the  light  in  which 
your  so  indulging  yourself  would  appear  to  Quakers,  and  put 
the ir  objection  into  my  own  mouth.     I  would  eat  my  word* 
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{provided  they  should  be  written  on  not  very  coarse  paper) 
rather  ihan  1  would  throw  cold  water  upon  your,  and  my  once, 
harmless  occupation. 

"  I  have  read  Napoleon  and  the  rest  with  delight.  I  hke 
them  for  what  ihey  are  and  for  what  they  are  not.  I  have  sick- 
ened on  the  modern  rhodomontade  and  Byrotiism,  and  your 
plain  Quakerish  beauty  has  captivated  me.  It  is  all  wholesome 
cates,  ay,  and  toothsome  too,  and  withal  Quakerish.  If  i 
were  George  Fox,  and  George  Fox  licenser  of  the  press,  they 
should  have  my  absolute  imprimatur.  1  hope  I  have  removed 
the  impression. 

"I  am,  like  yoii,  a  prisoner  to  the  desk.  I  have  been 
chained  to  that  galley  thirty  years  ;  a  long  shot.  I  have  al- 
most grown  to  the  wood.  If  no  imaginative,  I  am  sure  I  am 
A  figurative  writer.  Do  Friends  allowpuns?  verbal  equivoca- 
tions ?  they  are  unjustly  accused  of  it,  and  I  did  my  best  in 
the  '  Imperfect  Sympathies'  to  vindicate  them.  I  am  very 
tired  of  clerking  it,  but  have  no  remedy.  Did  you  see  ;  *.on 
net  to  this  purpose  in  the  Examiner  ? 

'  Who  first  invented  work,  and  bound  tho  free 
And  holyday  rejoicing  spirit  down 
To  the  eret-baunting  importunity 
Of  business,  in  the  greca  lieids  and  the  town, 
To  plough,  loom,  anvil,  spade  \  and  oh,  most  sad. 
To  that  dry  draogety  at  the  desk's  dead  wood? 
Who  but  the  being  iinbless'd.  alien  froni  good, 
Sabbalhleaa  Satan !  hewho  hisunglad 
Task  ever  plies  mid  rotatory  burnings, 
That  round  and  round  incalculably  reel ; 
P'or  wrath  Dirine  hath  made  him  like  a  wheel 
Tn  that  red  realm  from  which  ate  no  retutnings ; 
Where,  toiling  and  tumioiling,  ever  and  aye, 
He  and  his'  thonghts  keep  pensive  working-da j,' 

"  I  fancy  the  sentiment  expressed  above  will  be  nearly  your 
uwn.  The  expression  of  it,  probably,  would  not  so  well  suil 
with  a  follower  of  John  Woolmao.  But  I  do  not  know  wheth- 
er diabolism  is  a  part  of  your  creed,  or  where,  indeed,  to  find 
an  exposition  of  your  creed  at  all.  In  feelings  and  matters 
not  dogmatical,  I  hope  I  am  half  a  Quaker.  Believe  me,  wiik 
great  respect,  yours, 

"  I  shall  always  be  liappy  to  see  or  hear  from  you." 

Encouraged  by  Lamb's  kindness,  Mr.  Barton  continued  tho 
correspondence,  which  became  the  most  frequent  in  which 
Lamb  had  engaged  for  many  years.  The  following  letter  is 
in  acknowledgment  of  a  publication  of  Mr.  Barton's,  chiefly 
directed  to  oppose  the  theories  and  tastes  of  Lord  Byron  and 
his  friends. 
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TO  BERNRAD  BARTON. 


East  ln^lia  House,  Dtli  Oct ,  lS2fl. 

'  Dear  Sir — 1  am  aihanied  not  sooner  lo  have  acknowledged 
your  letter  and  poem.  I  think  the  latler  very  temperate,  very 
serious,  and  very  seasonable.  I  do  not  think  it  will  convert 
the  club  at  Pisa,  neither  do  I  think  it  will  satisfy  the  bigots 
on  our  side  the  water.  Something  like  a  parody  on  the  song 
of  ArieJ  would  please  them  better: 


"1  want  time  and  fancy  lo  fill  up  the  rest,  I  sincerely 
sympathize  with  you  in  your  confinement.  Of  time,  health, 
and  riches,  the  first  in  order  is  not  last  in  excellence.  Riches 
are  chiefly  good,  because  they  give  vs  time.  What  a  weight 
of  wearisome  prison-hours  have  I  to  look  back  and  forward 
lo,  as  quite  cut  out  of  life  ;  and  the  sting  of  the  thing  is,  that 
for  sis  hours  every  day  I  have  no  business  which  I  could  not 
contract  into  two,  if  they  would  let  me  work  task-work. 

"  I  am  returning  a  poor  letter.  I  was  formerly  a  great 
scribbler  in  that  way,  but  my  hand  is  out  of  order.  If  1  said 
my  head  too,  I  should  not  be  very  much  out,  but  I  will  tell 
no  tales  of  myself ;  I  will  therefore  end  (after  my  best  thanks, 
with  a  hope  to  see  you  again  some  time  in  London),  begging 
you  to  accept  this  letteret  for  a  letter— a  leveret  makes  a  bel- 
ter present  than  a  grown  hare,  and  short  troubles  (as  the  old 
excuse  goes)  are  best. 

"  I  remain,  dear  sir,  yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb," 

The  next  letter  will  speak  for  itself. 

TO    BERN Ann    BARTON. 

■■23d  Dee,,  1823. 

"  Dear  Sir — 1  have  been  so  distracted  with  business  and 
one  thing  or  other,  I  have  not  had  a  quiet  quarter  of  an  hour 
for  epistolary  purposes,  Christmas,  too,  is  come,  which  al- 
ways puts  a  rattle  into  my  morning  scull.  It  is  a  visiting, 
unquiet,  unquakerish  season.  I  get  more  and  more  in  love  with 
solitude,  and  proportionately  hampered  with  company.  I  hope 
you  have  some  liolydays  at  this  period.  I  have  one  day- 
Christmas  day  J  alas !  loo  few  to  commemorate  the  season. 
All  wotk  and  no  play  dulls  me.  Company  is  not  play,  but 
many  times  hard  work.  To  play  is  for  a  man  to  do  what  he 
pleases,  or  to  do  nothing — to  go  about  soothing  his  particular 
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lancies.  I  have  lived  to  a  time  of  life  to  have  outlived  the 
good  hours,  the  nine  o'clock  suppers,  with  a  bright  hour  or 
two  to  clear  up  in  afterward.  Now  you  cannoi  get  lea  before 
that  hour,  and  then  sit  gaping,  music-bothered,  perhaps,  till 
half  past  twelve  brings  up  the  tray ;  and  what  you  steal  of 
convivial  enjoyment  after  is  heavily  paid  for  in  the  disquiet 
of  to-morrow's  head. 

"I  am  pleased  with  your  liking  'John  Woodvil,'  and 
amused  with  your  knowledge  of  our  drama,  being  confined  to 
Shakspeare  and  Miss  Baillie.  What  a  world  of  fine  tertilory 
between  Land's  End  and  Johnny  Groat's  have  you  missed 
traversing  i  I  could  almost  envy  you  to  have  so  much  to 
read.  I  feel  as  if  1  had  read  all  the  books  I  want  to  read. 
Oh  !  10  forget  Fielding,  Steele,  &c.,  &c.,  and  read  'em  new  ! 

"  Can  you  tell  me  a  likely  place  where  1  could  pick  up, 
cheap.  Fox's  Journal?  There  are  no  Quaker  circulating  li- 
braries !     Elwood,  too,  I  must  have.     I  rather  grudge  that 

S has  taken  up  the  history  of  your  people  ,  I  am  afraid 

he  will  put  in  some  levity.  I  am  afraid  I  am  not  quite  exempt 
from  that  fault  in  certain  magazine  articles,  where  I  have  in- 
troduced mention  of  them.  Were  they  to  do  again,  I  would 
reform  them.  Why  should  not  you  write  a  poetical  account 
of  your  old  worthies,  deducing  them  from  Fox  to  Woolman  1 
but  I  remember  you  did  talk  of  something  of  that  kind,  as  a 
counterpart  to  the  'Ecclesiastical  Sketches.'  But  would  not 
a  poem  bo  more  consecutive  than  a  string  of  sonnels  1  You 
have  no  martyrs  quite  to  the  fire,  I  think,  among  you ;  but 
plenty  of  heroic  confessors,  spirit-martyrs,  lamb-lions.  Think 
of  it ;  it  would  be  batter  than  a  series  of  sonnets  on  '  Eminent 
Bankers.'  I  like  a  hit  at  our  way  of  life,  though  it  does  well 
for  me,  better  than  anything  short  of  all  one's  time  to  one's 
self;  for  which  alone  I  rankle  with  envy  at  the  rich.  Books 
ate  good,  and  pictures  are  good,  and  money  to  buy  them  there- 
fore good,  but  lo  buy  time !  in  other  words,  life ! 

"  The  '  Compliments  of  the  Time'  to  you  should  end  my 
letter;  to  a  Friend,  I  suppose  I  must  say  the  *  Sincerity  of 
the  Season :'  I  hope  they  both  mean  the  same.     With  excuses 
for  this  hastily-penned  note,  believe  me,  with  great  respect, 
"  C.  Lamb," 

In  this  winter  Mr,  Walter  Wilson,  one  jf  the  friends  of 
Lamb's  youth,  applied  to  him  for  information  respecting  Do 
Foe,  whose  life  he  was  about  to  write.  The  renewal  of  the 
kcquainlance  was  very  pleasant  to  Lamb,  who  many  years 
before  used  lo  take  daily  walks  with  Wilson,  and  to  call  hira 
"  brother."     The  following  is  Lamb's  reply. 
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TO  MR.   WALTER  WILSON. 

"E.  I.  H.,  IGth  Deceinbet,  1822. 

"Dear  Wilson — Lightning  I  was  going  to  call  you.  Yon 
must  have  thought  me  negligent  in  not  answering  yonr  letter 
sooner.  But  I  have  a  habit  of  never  writing  letters  but  at  the 
office ;  'lis  so  much  lime  cribbed  out  of  the  Company ;  and  I 
am  but  just  got  out  of  the  thick  of  a  tea-sale,  in  which  most 
of  the  entry  of  notes,  deposites,  &t-.,  usually  falls  to  my  share. 
'■  I  have  nothing  of  De  Foe's  but  two  or  three  novels,  and 
the  '  Plague  History.'  I  can  give  you  no  information  about 
him.  As  a  slight  general  character  of  what  I  remember  of 
itiem  (for  I  have  not  looked  into  them  latterly),  I  would  say 
that,  in  the  appearance  of  truth,  in  all  the  incidents  and  con 
versations  that  occur  in  them,  they  exceed  any  works  of  fie 
tion  I  am  acquainted  with.  It  is  perfect  illusion.  The  author 
never  appears  in  these  self-narratives  (for  so  they  ought  to  be 
called,  or  "rather  autobiographies),  but  the  narrator  chains  us 
down  to  an  imphcit  belief  in  eveiything  he  says.  There  is 
all  the  minute  detail  of  a  logboolc  in  it.  Dates  are  painfully 
pressed  upon  the  memory.  Facts  are  repealed  over  and  over 
in  varying  phrases,  till  you  cannot  choose  but  beheve  them. 
It  is  like  reading  evidence  in  a  court  of  justice.  So  anxious 
the  story-teller  seems  that  the  truth  should  be  clearly  com- 
prehended that  when  he  has  told  us  a  matter-of-fact  or  a  mo- 
ve a  1  ne  or  two  farther  down  he  repeals  it,  with  his  fa- 
vo  r  e  ligure  of  speech,  '  I  say,'  so  and  so,  though  he  had 
mide  t  abu  dantly  plain  before.  This  is  ia  imitation  of  the 
omnron  people's  way  of  speaking,  or  rather  of  the  way  in 
h  ch  thej  are  addressed  by  a  master  or  mistress,  who  wishes 
o  mpress  sonething  upon  iheir  memories,  and  has  a  wonder 
f  1  effect  upon  matter-of-fact  readers.  Indeed,  it  is  to  sum 
pr  nc  pally  tl  at  he  writes  His  style  is  everywhere  beauti- 
ful but  pla  n  and  komtli/  Robinson  Crusoe  is  delightful  to 
all  ra  ks  and  classes,  but  it  is  easy  to  see  that  It  is  written  in 
phraseology  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  lower  conditions  of 
readers ;  hence  tt  is  an  especial  favourite  with  seafaring  men, 
poor  boys,  servant  maids  &c  His  novels  are  capital  kitch- 
en-reading, while  they  are  worthy,  from  their  deep  interest, 
to  find  a  shelf  in  the  libraries  of  the  wealthiest  and  the  most 
learned.  His  passion  for  matter-of-fact  narrative  sometimes 
betrayed  him  into  a  long  relation  of  common  incidents,  which 
might  happen  to  any  man,  and  have  no  interest  but  the  intense 
appearance  of  truth  in  them  tc  recommend  them.  'I'he  whole 
laiter  half  or  two  thirds  of '  Colonel  Jack'  is  of  this  descrip- 
tion. 'ITie  beginning  of  'Colonel  Jack'  is  the  most  affectinj 
natural  picture  of  a  young  thief  that  was  ever  drawn      His 
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.osing  ihe  stolen  money  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  and  finding  il 
again  when  he  was  in  despair,  and  then  being  in  equal  dis- 
tress at  not  knowing  how  to  dispose  of  it,  and  several  similar 
touches  in  the  early  history  of  the  colonel,  evince  a  deep  knowl- 
edge of  human  nature  ;.and,  putting  out  of  question  the  supe- 
rior romantic  interest  of  the  latter,  in  my  mind,  very  much  ex- 
ceed Crusoe.  '  Roxana'  (first  edition)  is  the  next  in  interest, 
though  he  left  out  the  best  part  of  it  in  subsequent  editions 
from  a  foolish  hypercriticiam  of  his  friend  Southcme  But 
'  Moll  Flanders,'  the  'Account  of  tKe  Plague,'  &c.,  are  all  of 
one  family,  and  have  the  same  stamp  of  charaeier.  Believe 
me,  with  friendly  recollections,  Brother  (as  I  used  to  call 

you). 


How  bitterly  Lamb  felt  his  East  India  bondage  has  abun- 
dantly appeared  from  his  letters  during  many  years.  Yet  there 
never  was  wanting  a  secret  consciousness  of  tlie  benefits 
which  it  ensured  for  him,  the  precious  independence  which  he 
won  by  his  hours  of  toil,  and  the  freedom  of  his  mind,  io  work 
only  "  at  its  own  sweet  will,"  which  his  confinement  lo  the 
desk  obtained.  This  sense  of  the  blessings  which  a  fixed  in- 
come, derived  from  ascertained  duties,  confers,  broke  out  on 
the  wish  of  his  fellow-labourer,  Bernard  Barton,  lo  cast  off  the 
trammels  of  the  banking-house,  and  rely  on  literature  for  sub- 
sistence i  and  in  the  generous  dissuasion  of  his  friend  from  an 
act  of  folly,  which  he  had  perhaps  been  tempted  to  contem- 
plate by  Lamb's  own  complainings,  made  a  noble  amends  lo 
his  leger  for  all  his  unjust  reproaches.  The  references  to 
the  booksellers  have  the  colouring  of  fantastical  exaggeration, 
by  which  he  delighted  to  give  effect  to  the  immediate  feeling ; 
but,  making  allowance  for  this  mere  play  of  fancy,  how  juat  is 
the  following  advice — how  wholesome  for  every  youth  who 
hesitates  whether  he  shall  abandon  the  certain  reward  of 
plodding  industry  for  the  splendid  miseries  of  authorship  \* 

'  it  is  singular  that,  some  years  before,  Mr,  Barton  had  received  similar  ad 
vice  from  a  very  diflerent  poet — Lord  Byron.  As  llie  letter  has  never  been 
published,  and  it  may  bo  interesting  to  compare  the  expressions  of  two  me» 
>o  different  on  the  same  subject,  I  subjoin  it  here  :— 


"  St.  James's-street,  June  1, 1812. 
"  Sii~The  moat  satisfactrry  answer  to  the  concluding  pari  of  your  letlei 
s  that  Mr  Murray  will  republish  your  volume  if  you  still  retain  your  tncjl 
nation  for  the  eiperimcnt,  which,  I  trust,  wiU  be  successful.  Some  weeks  age 
my  friend  Mr.  Rogers  showed  me  some  of  the  stanzas  m  MS.,  anl  I  then  ex 
presseil  my  opinion  of  their  merit,  which  a  further  cerusal  of  the  piwe* 
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"  9th  January,  i8-i3. 

■'  Tlirow  yourself  on  the  world  withoQi  any  rational  plan  of 
Buppor;  beyond  what  the  chance  employ  of  booksellera  would 
aflbrd  you ! 

"  Throw  yourself  rather,  my  dear  sir,  from  the  steep  Tar- 
peian  rock,  slap-dash  headlong  upon  iron  spikes.  If  you  have 
but  five  consolatory  minutes  between  the  desk  and  the  bed, 
make  much  of  them,  and  live  a  century  in  them  rather  than 
turn  slave  to  the  booksellers.  They  are  Turks  and  Tartars 
when  they  have  poor  authors  at  their  beck.  Hitherto  you  have 
been  at  arm's  length  from  them.  Come  not  within  their  grasp. 
[  have  known  many  authors  want  for  bread,  some  repining-, 
others  enjoying  the  blessed  security  of  a  sputiging-house,  ali 
agreeing  they  had  rather  have  been  tailors,  weavers — what 
not  ?  rather  than  the  things  they  were.  I  have  known  some 
starved,  some  to  go  mad,  one  dear  friend  literally  dying  in 
a  workhouse.  You  know  not  what  a  rapacious  set  these 
booksellers  are.  Ask  even  Southey,  who  (a  single  case  al- 
most) has  made  a  fortune  by  book-drudgery,  what  he  has  found 
them.  Oh,  you  know  not,  may  you  never  know,  the  miseries 
of  subsisting  by  authorship !     'Tis  a  pretty  appendage  to  a 

volume  has  gneo  me  no  reason  to  revoke.  I  mention  this,  as  it  may  not  b« 
disagreeable  to  you  to  learn  that  1  entertained  a  very  latourahJe  opuiion  of 
your  powers  before  I  was  aware  that  such  sentiments  were  reciprocal.  Wa. 
ling  your  obll^ng  eipressions  as  lo  my  own  productions,  for  which  1  thank  you 
very  suicerely,  and  asaare  you  that  I  think  not  lightly  of  the  praise  of  one 
wliose  approbation  is  valuable,  will  you  allow  me  to  talk  to  you  candidly,  not 


J,-..- subject  of  yours !    You  willnotsuepectm.  ._ 

courage,  since  I  pointed  out  to  the  publisher  the  propriety  of  complying  witb 
your  wishes.  I  think  more  highly  of  your  noatieal  talents  than  it  would  per. 
haps  gratify  you  to  have  expreSed;  for  1  lielieve,  from  what  I  observe  of  your 
mind,  that  yon  are  above  flattery.  To  come  to  the  point,  you  deserve  suc- 
cess i  hut  we  knew  before  Addison  wrote  his  Cato  that  desert  does  not  always 
command  it.    But  suppose  it  attained, 


Do  not  renounce  writing,  ftuf  never  trust  entirely  to  authorship.    If  you  have  a 

Ciinipare  Mr.  Rogers  with  other  authors  of  the  day ;  assuredly  he  is  among 
the  tirst  of  living  poets,  but  is  it  to  that  he  owes  his  station  in  society,  and  his 
intimacy  in  the  best  circles  T— no,  it  is  to  bis  prudence  and  respeetabiUty.  The 
world  <a  had  one,  I  own)  courts  him  because  he  has  uo  occasion  to  court  it. 
He  is  a  poet,  nor  is  he  less  so  because  he  is  something  more.  I  am  not  sorry 
to  hear  thai  you  were  not  tempted  by  tho  vicinity  of  Gapei  Lofll,  Esq.— 
Ihoughi  if  he  had  done  for  you  what  he  has  for  the  Bloomficlds,  i  should  novel 
have  laughfd  at  his  rage  for  patronising.  But  a  truly  well  constituted  minJ 
will  ever  be  independent.  That  you  may  be  so  is  my  sincere  wish  ;  and  il 
"■  ■  '■    '  '  '  'I  havenocause  tocomplail 


"  Your  obliged  and  i>bedient  serva 
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tituation  like  yours  or  mine ;  but  a  slavery,  worse  than  all 
slavery,  lo  be  a  bookseller's  dependanl,  to  drudge  your  brains 
for  pois  of  ale  and  breasts  of  mutton,  to  change  your  fkei; 
TKODOHTg  and  voluntary  numbers  _/or  ungracious  taskwork. 
The  booksellers  hale  us>  The  reason  I  take  to  be,  that  con- 
trary to  other  trades,  in  which  the  master  gets  all  the  credit 
(a  jeweller  or  silversmith,  for  instance),  and  the  journeyman, 
who  really  does  the  fine  work,  is  in  the  background ;  in  our 
work  the  world  gives  all  the  credit  lo  us,  ivhom  they  consider 
as  their  journeymen,  and  therefore  do  they  hate  us,  and  cheat 
us,  and  oppress  us,  and  would  wring  the  blood  of  us  out,  to 
put  another  sixpence  in  their  mechanic  pouches  ! 

"  Keep  to  your  bank,  and  tlie  bank  will  keep  you.  Trust 
not  to  the  public  ;  you  may  hang,  starve,  drown  yourself  for 
anything  that  worthy  personage  cares.  I  bless  every  star,  that 
Providence,  not  seeing  good  lo  make  me  independent,  has  seen 
it  next  good  to  settle  me  upon  the  stable  foundation  of  Leaden- 
hall.  Sit  down,  good  B.  li.,  in  the  banking-office ;  what !  is 
there  not  from  six  lo  eleveii,  p.m.,  six  days  in  the  week,  and  is 
there  not  al!  Sunday  ?  Fy.  what  a  superfluity  of  man's  time, 
if  you  could  think  so !  Enough  for  relaxation,  mirth,  con- 
verse, poetry,  good  thoughts,  quiet  thoughts.  Oh  ihe  cor- 
roding, torturing,  tormenting  thoughts  that  disturb  the  brain  of 
the  unlucky  wight  who  must  draw  ujon  it  for  daily  sustenance  ! 
Henceforth  I  retract  all  my  fond  complaints  of  mercantile  em- 
ployment; look  upon  them  as  lover's  quarrels,  I  was  but 
half  in  earnest.  Welcome  dead  timber  of  the  desk,  that  gives 
me  life.  A  little  grumbling  is  a  wholesome  medicine  for  the 
spleen,  but  ia  my  inner  heart  do  I  approve  and  embrace  this 
our  close  but  unharassing  way  of  life.  I  am  quite  serious. 
If  you  can  send  me  Fox,  I  will  not  keep  it  six  toeeis,  and  will 
return  it,  with  warm  thanks  to  yourself  and  friend,  without 
blot  or  dog's-ear.  You  will  much  oblige  me  by  this  kindness. 
"  Yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

Lamb  thus  communicated  to  Mr.  Barton  his  prosecution  rl 
Ills  researches  into  Primitive  Quakerism. 


"  February,  1823. 

"  My  dear  Sir — I  have  read  quite  through  the  ponderous 
folio  of  George  Fox.  Pray  how  may  I  return  it  to  Mr.  Skew- 
ell,  at  Ipswich?  I  fear  to  send  such  a  treasure  by  a  stage- 
'loach  ;  not  that  I  am  afrairl  of  the  coachman  or  the  guard 
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reading  it,  but  it  migbt  be  lost.  Can  you  put  me  in  a.  wwy  ot 
sending  it  safely  ?  The  kind-hearted  owner  trusted  it  to  me 
for  six  months ;  1  think  I  was  about  as  many  days  in  getting 
through  it,  and  I  do  not  think  that  I  skipped  a  word  of  it.  I 
have  quoted  G.  F.  in  my  '  Quaker  Meeting,'  as  having  said 
he  was  '  liiied  up  in  spirit*  (which  1  felt  at  the  time  to  be  not 
a  Quaker  phrase),  *  and  the  judge  and  the  jury- were  as  dead 
men  under  his  feet.'  I  find  no  such  words  in  his  journal,  and 
[  did  not  get  them  from  Sewell,  and  the  ]atter  sentence  I  am 
sure  1  did  not  mean  to  invent ;  I  must  have  put  some  other 
Quaker's  words  into  his  mouth.  Is  il  a  fatality  in  me,  that 
everything  I  touch  turns  into  a  ■  a  lye  f  I  once  quoted  two 
lines  from  a  translation  of  Dante,  which  Hazlitl  very  greatly 
admired,  and  quoted  in  a  book  as  proof  of  the  stupendous 
power  of  that  poet,  but  no  such  lines  are  to  be  found  in  the 
translation,  which  has  been  searched  for  the  purpose.  I 
must  have  dreamed  them,  for  I  am  quite  certain  I  did  not 
forge  them  knowingly.     What  a  misfortune  to  have  a  lying 

memory !     Your  description  of  Mr.  M 's  place  makes  me 

long  for  a  pippin,  and  some  carraways,  and  a  cup  of  sack,  in 
his  orchard,  when  the  sweets  of  the  night  came  in.     Farewell 
"  C.  Lamb." 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1823,  the  "  Essays  of  Ejia," 
collected  in  a  volume,  were  published  by  Messrs.  Taylor  and 
Hessey,  who  had  become  the  proprietors  of  the  "  London 
Magazine."  'I'he  book  met  with  a  rapid  sale,  while  the  mag- 
azine in  which  its  contents  had  appeared  declined.  The  an- 
ecdote of  the  three  Quakers  gravely  walking  out  of  the  inn 
where  they  had  taken  tea  on  the  road,  on  an  extortionate  de- 
mand, one  after  the  other,  without  paying  anything,*  had  ex- 
cited some  gentle  remonstrance  on  the  part  of  Barton's  sister. 
10  ivhich  Lamb  thus  replied. 


"  Dear  Sir — The  approbation  of  my  little  book  by  your 
sister  is  very  pleasing  to  me.  The  Quaker  incident  did  not 
happen  to  me,  but  to  Carlisle  the  surgeon,  from  whose 
mouth  I  have  twice  heard  it,  at  an  interval  of  ten  or  twelve 
years,  with  little  or  no  variation,  and  have  given  it  exactly 
as  I  could  remember  il.  The  gloss  which  your  sister  oi 
you  have  put  upon  it  does  not  strike  me  as  correct.  Car- 
lisle drew  no  inference  from  it  against  the  honesty  of  the 
Quakers,  but  only  in  avour  of  their  surprising  coolness ;  that 
they  should  be  capable  of  committing  a  good  joke,  with  an  ur. 

'  See  Elia's  "  Imperfect  SyrapaLhios,-  vol.  ii.,  d  -J 
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ler  insfensibility  lo  its  being  any  jest  at  all.  I  have  reason  to 
believe  in  the  irutii  of  it,  because,  as  I  have  said,  I  heard  him 
repeat  it  without  variation  at  such  an  interval.  The  story 
loses  sadly  in  print,  for  Carlisle  is  the  best  storyteller  I  ever 
beard.  The  idea  of  the  discovery  of  roasting  pigs  I  also 
borrowed  from  my  friend  Manning,  and  am  willing  to  confess 
both  my  plagiarisms.  Should  fate  so  order  it  that  you  shall 
be  in  town  with  your  sister,  mine  bids  me  say  that  she  shall 
.".avj  great  pleasure  in  being  introduced  to  Iter. 

"■  They  have  dragged  me  again  into  the  magazine,  but  i 
feel  the  spirit  of  the  lliing  in  my  own  mind  quite  gone. 
'  Some  brains'  {I  think  Ben  Jonson  says  it)  '  will  endure  but 
one  skinning.'  We  are  about  to  have  an  inundation  of  poetry 
from  the  Lakes — Wordsworth  and  Southey  are  coming  up 
strong  from  (he  north.  How  did  you  like  Hartley's  sonnets  ? 
The  first,  at  least,  is  vastly  tine.  I  am  ashamed  of  the  shabby 
letters  I  send,  but  I  am  by  nature  any  thing  but  neat.  Therein 
my  mother  bore  me  no  Quaker.  I  never  could  seal  a  letter 
without  dropping  the  wax  on  one  side,  besides  scalding  my 
fingers.  I  never  had  a  seal,  too,  of  my  own.  Writing  to  a 
great  man  lately,  who  is  moreover  very  heraldic,  I  borrowed 
a  se^l  of  a  friend  who,  by  the  female  side,  claims  the  protec- 
toral  arras  of  Cromwell.  How  tiiey  must  have  puzzled  my 
correspondent  I  My  letters  are  generally  charged  as  double 
at  the  poatotRee,  from  their  inveterate  clumsiness  of  foldure  , 
so  you  must  not  take  it  disrespectful  to  yourself  if  I  send  you 
such  ungainly  scraps.  I  think  1  lose  lOOJ.  a  year  at  the  In- 
dia House,  owing  solely  to  my  want  of  neatness  in  making 
up  accounts.  How  1  puzzle  'em  out  at  last  is  the  wonder.  I 
have  to  do  with  millions  \ 

"It  is  time  to  have  done  my  incoherences, 

"Believe  me  yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamp  " 

Lamb  thus  records  a  meeting  with  the  poets. 

TO    BEBNARD    BARTON. 

"  April,  182a. 

"  Dear  Sir — I  wished  for  you  yesterday.  I  dined  in  Par- 
nasiiis,  with  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Rogers,  and  Tom  Moore 
— h  i.f  the  poetry  of  England  constellated  and  clustered  in 
Gloucester  Place  !  It  was  a  deligltful  evening'.  Coleridge 
was  in  his  finest  vein  of  talk — had  ail  the  talk  ;  and  let  'em 
talk  as  they  will  of  the  envy  of  poets,  I  am  sure  not  one  thern 
but  was  content  to  be  nothing  but  a  listen(;r.     The  Muses 
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ivere  tlumb  while  Apollo  lectured  on  his  and  their  fine  art 
It  is  a  lie  that  poets  are  envious  ;  I  have  known  ihe  best  oi 
them,  and  can  speak  to  it,  that  they  give  each  other  their 
merits,  and  are  the  kindest  critics  as  well  as  the  best  authors. 
[  am  scribbling  a  muddy  epistle  with  an  aching  head,  for  wo 
did  not  quaff  Hippocrene  last  night ;  marry,  it  was  hippft- 
ciasa  rather.     Pray  accept  this  as  a  letter  in  the  mean  time." 


Hufi  s  an  apology  for  a  letter,  referring  to  ihe  vignette  on 
the  titlepage  of  one  of  his  friend's  books. 

TO   BEBXARD   BARTON. 

"Dear  Sir — I  am  vexed  to  be  two  letters  in  your  debt,  but 
i  have  been  quite  out  of  the  vein  lately.  A  philosophical 
treatise  is  wanting  of  the  causes  of  the  backwardness  with 
which  persons,  after  a  certain  lime  of  hfe,  set  about  writing  a 
letter.  I  always  feel  as  if  I  had  nothing  to  say,  and  the  per 
formance  generally  justifies  the  presentiment. 

"  I  do  not  exactly  see  why  the  goose  and  hide  goslings 
should  emblematize  a  Quaker  pod  that  has  no  children  or  but 
one.  But,  after  all,  perhaps  it  is  a  pelican.  The  'Mene, 
Mene,  Tckel  Vpharsin'  around  it  I  cannot  decipher.  The 
songster  of  the  night  pouring  out  her  effusions  amid  an  au- 
dience of  madge  owlets  would  be  at  least  intelligible.  A  full 
pause  here  comes  upon  me  as  if  I  had  not  a  word  more  left. 
I  will  shake  my  brain.  Once !  Twice  ! — nothing  comes 
up.  George  Fox  recommends  waiting  on  these  occasions.  I 
wait.  Nothing  comes.  G.  Fox — that  sets  me  off  again.  I 
have  finished  the  '  Journal,'  and  400  more  pages  of  the  '  Doc- 
trinah,'  which  I  picked  up  for  7s.  6d.  If  I  get  on  at  this 
rate,  the  society  will  be  in  danger  of  having  two  Quaker  poets 
lo  patronise." 


The  following  letter  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Procter,  in  ac- 
e  of  Pope  which  he  had  presented 


"  Dear  Lad — You  must  think  me  a  brute  beast,  a  rhinoce- 
ros, never  to  have  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  your  precious 
present.  But,  indeed,  I  am  none  of  those  shocking  things, 
but  have  arrived  at  that  indisposition  to  letter-writing  which 
would  make  it  a  hard  exertion  to  write  three  lines  to  a  king 
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.0  spare  a  friend's  life.  WliL-lher  it  is  that  the  Magazine 
paying  me  so  much  a  page,  I  am  loaih  to  throw  away  compo- 
sition— how  much  a  sheet  do  you  give  your  correspondents  ? 
I  have  hung  up  Pope,  and  a  gem  it  is,  in  my  town  room ;  I 
hope  for  your  approval.  Though  it  accompanies  the  '  Essay 
on  Man,'  I  think  that  was  not  the  poem  he  is  here  medita- 
ting. He  would  have  looked  up,  somehow  affectedly,  as  if 
he  were  just  conceiving  'Awake,  my  St.  John.'  Neither  is 
he  in  the  'Rape  of  the  Lock'  mood  exactly,  I  think  he  has 
just  made  out  the  last  lines  of  the  '  Epistle  to  Jervis,'  between 
gay  and  tender, 

'  And  other  beaulics  envy  Wottley's'eyea.' 

"I'll  be  hanged  if  that  isn't  the  line.  He  is  brooding  oier 
it  with  a  dreamy  phantom  of  Lady  Mary  floating  before  him. 
He  is  thinking  which  is  the  earliest  possible  day  and  hour 
that  she  will  first  see  it.  What  a  miniature  piece  of  gentility 
it  ia  !  Why  did  you  give  it  me?  i  do  not  like  you  enough 
to  give  you  anything  so  good. 

"  I  have  dined  with  T.  Moore  and  breakfasted  with  Rogers 
since  I  saw  you;  have  much  to  say  about  them  when  we 
meet,  which,  I  (rust,  will  be  in  a  week  or  two.  I  have  been 
overwatched  and  overpoeted  since  Wordsworth  has  been  in 
town.  I  was  obliged,  for  health  sake,  to  wish  him  gone ;  but, 
now  he  is  gone,  I  feel  a  great  loss.  I  am  going  to  Dalston  lo 
recruit,  and  have  serious  thoughts  of — altering  my  condition, 
that  is,  of  taking  to  sobriety.     What  do  you  advise  me  ? 

"  Rogers  spake  very  kindly  of  you,  as  everybody  does, 
and  none  with  so  much  reason  as  your 

"C.  L," 


CHAPTER  Xin. 

[1823.] 
Lamb's  Controversy  with  Soulhcy. 

In  the  year  1823  Lamb  appeared,  for  ihe  first  and  only 
ume  of  his  life,  before  the  public  as  an  assailant ;  and  the  ob- 
ject of  his  attack  was  one  of  his  oldest'  and  fastest  friends, 
Mr.  Southey,  It  might,  indeed,  have  been  predicted  of  Lamb, 
fliat  if  ever  he  did  enter  the  arena  of  personal  controversy,  it 
would  be  with  one  who  had  obtained  a  place  in  his  affection ; 
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for  no  motive  less  powerful  than  the  resentment  of  frienilship 
which  deemed  itself  wonnded  couid  place  him  in  a  situation 
so  abhorreut  to  his  habitual  thoughts.  Lamb  had,  up  to  this 
time,  Uttle  reason  to  love  reviews  or  reviewers  ;  and  the  con- 
nexion of  Southey  with  "  The  Quarterly  Review,"  while  bo 
fek  that  it  raiseO,  and  softened,  and  refined  the  tone  of  thai 
powerful  organ  of  a  great  party,  sometimes  vexed  him  lor  his 
friend.  His  indignation  also  had  been  enlisted  on  behalf  of 
Hazlitc  and  Hunt,  who  had  been  attacked  in  Uiis  work  in  a 
manner  which  he  regarded  as  unfair;  for  the  critics'  had  not 
been  content  wiih  descanting  on  the  peculiarities  in  the  style 
and  taste  of  the  one,  or  reprobating  the  political  or  personal 
vehemence  of  the  other — which  were  fair  subjects  of  contro- 
versy— but  spoke  of  them  with  a  contempt  which  every  man  of 
letters  had  a  right  to  resent  as  unjust.  He  had  been  much 
annoyed  by  an  allusion  to  himself  in  an  article  on  "  Hazlitt's 
Political  Essays,''  which  appeared  in  the  Review  for  Novem- 
ber, 1819,  as  "one  whom  we  should  wish  to  see  in  more  re- 
spectable company ;"  for  he  felt  a  compliment  paid  him  at 
tile  expense  of  a  friend  as  a  grievance  far  beyond  any  direct 
attack  on  himself.  He  was  also  exceedingly  hurt  by  a  refer- 
ence made  in  an  article  on  Dr.  Eeid's  work  "  On  Nervous  Af- 
fections," wliicb  appeared  in  July,  1822,  to  an  essay  which 
he  Iiad  contributed  some  years  before  to  a  collection  of  tracts 
published  by  his  friend,  Mr.  Bazil  Montague,  on  the  efTect  of 
spirituous  liquors,  entitled  "  The  Confessions  of  a  Drunkard." 
The  contribution  of  this  paper  is  a  striking  proof  of  the  prev- 
alence of  Lamb's  personal  regards  over  all  selfish  feelings  and 
tastes ;  foi  no  one  was  less  disposed  than  he  lo  Montague's 
theory  or  practice  of  abstinence  ;  yet  he  was  willing  to  grati- 
fy his  friend  by  this  terrible  picture  of  the  extreme  effects  of 
intemperance,  of  which  his  own  occasional  deviations  from 
the  right  ]ine  of  sobriety  had  given  him  hints  and  glimpses. 
The  reviewer  of  Dr.  Reid,  adverting  to  this  essay,  speaks  oi 
it  as ."  a  fearful  picture  of  the  consequences  of  intemperance; 
which  WE  happen  to  know  is  a  true  tale."  How  far  it  was 
from  actual  truth,  the  "  Essays  of  Elia,"  the  production  of  a 
later  day,  in  which  the  maturity  of  his  feeling,  humour,  and 
reason  is  exliibited,  may  sufficiently  show.  These  articles 
were  not  written  by  Mr.  Southey,  but  they  prepared  Lamb 
lo  feel  acutely  any  attack  from  the  Review ;  and  a  paragraph 
in  an  article  in  the  number  for  July,  1823,  entitled  "  Progress 
of  Infidelity,"  in  which  he  recognised  the  hand  of  his  old 
friend,  gave  poignancy  to  all  the  painful  associations  which 
had  arisen  from  the  same  work,  and  concentrated  them  in 
one  bitter  feeling.     After  recording  some  of  (he  confessions 
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of  unbulievers  of  ihe  wretchedness  which  their  infidelity 
brought  on  them,  Mr.  Southey  thus  proceeded  : — 

"  Unbehevers  have  not  always  been  honest  enough  thus  lo 
express  their  real  feehngs  ;  but  this  we  know  concerning  them, 
that  when  they  have  renounced  their  birtliright  of  hope,  they 
have  not  been  able  to  divest  themselves  of  fear.  From  the 
nature  of  the  human  mind,  this  might  be  presumed,  and,  in 
fact,  it  is  so.  They  may  deaden  the  heart  and  stupify  ihe 
conscience,  but  they  cannot  destroy  the  imaginative  faculty. 
There  is  a  remarkable  proof  of  this  in  '  Elia's  Essays,'  a  book 
which  wants  only  a  sounder  religious  feeling  to  be  as  delight- 
ful as  it  is  original.  In  that  upon  '  Witches  and  the  other 
Night  Fears,'  he  says,  '  It  is  not  book,  or  picture,  or  the 
stories  of  foolish  servants  which  create  these  terrors  in  chil- 
dren ,  they  can,  at  most,  but  give  them  a  direction.  Dear  lit- 
tle T,  H.,  who,  of  all  children,  has  been  brought  up  with  the 
most  scrupulous  exclusion  of  every  taint  of  superstition,  who 
was  never  allowed  to  hear  of  goblin  or  apparition,  or  scarcely 
to  be  told  of  bad  men,  or  to  hear  or  read  of  any  distressing 
story,  finds  all  this  world  of  fear  from  whicn  he  has  been  so 
rigidly  excluded  ab  extra,  in  his  own  "  thicn-coming  fancies," 
and  from  his  little  midnight  pillow  this  nursechiid  of  optimism 
will  start  at  shapes,  unborrowed  of  tradition,  in  sweats  to 
which  the  reveries  of  the  well-damned  murderer  are  tranquil- 
lity.' This  poor  child,  instead  of  being  trained  up  in  the  way 
he  should  go,  had  been  bred  in  the  ways  of  modem  philoso- 
phy ;  he  had  systematically  been  prevented  from  knowing 
anything  of  that  Saviour  who  said,  '  Suffer  little  children  to 
come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
Heaven ;'  care  had  been  taken  that  he  should  not  pray  to  God, 
nor  lie  down  at  night  in  reliance  upon  his  good  providence ! 
Nor  lei  it  be  supposed  that  terrors  of  imagination  belong  to 
childhood  alone.  The  reprobate  heart,  which  has  discarded 
all  love  of  God,  cannot  so  easily  rid  itself  of  the  fear  of  the 
devil ;  and  even  when  il  succeeds  in  that  also,  it  will  then 
create  a  heil  for  itself.  W«i  have  heard  of  unbelievers  who 
thought  it  probable  that  they  should  be  awake  in  their  graves ! 
and  this  was  the  opinion  for  which  they  had  exchanged  a 
Christian's  hope  of  immortality !" 

The  allusion  in  this  paragraph  was  really,  a=  Lamb  was 
afterward  convinced,  intended  by  Mr.  Southey  lo  assist  the 
sale  of  the  book.  In  haste,  having  expunged  a  word  which 
he  thought  improper,  he  wrote  "  sounder  religious  feeling," 
not  satisfied  with  the  epithet,  but  meaning  to  correct  it  in  the 
l>'oof,  which,  unfortunately,  was  never  sent  him.     Lamb  saw  it 
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on  his  return  froin  a  month's  pleasant  holidays  al  Hastings 
and  expressed  his  first  impression  respecting  it  in  a  letter 


"  Dear  Sir — I  have  just  returned  from  Hastings,  where  are 
exquisite  views  and  walks,  and  where  I  have  given  up  my 
sonl  to  walking,  and  I  am  now  suiTering  sedentary  contrasts. 

I  am  a  long  lime  reconciling  to  town  after  one  of  these  ex- 
cursions. Home  is  become  strange,  and  will  remain  so  yei 
a  while  ;  home  is  the  most  unforgiving  of  friends,  and  always 
resents  absence  ;  1  know  its  old  cordial  looks  wilt  return,  but 
they  are  slow  in  clearing  up.  Thai  is. one  of  the  features  of 
this  our  galley-slavery,  that  peregrination  ended  makes  things 
worse.  I  felt  out  of  water  (with  all  ihe  sea  about  me)  at 
Hastings ;  and,  just  as  I  had  learned  lo  domicilitate  tliere,  I 
must  come  back  to  find  a  home  which  is  no  home.  I  abused 
Hasiinga,  but  learned  its  value.  There  are  spots,  inland  bayp, 
Sic,  which  realize  the  notions  of  Juan  Fernandez.  The  best 
thing  I  lit  upon  by  accident  was  a  small  country  church  (by 

II  horn  or  when  built  unknown),  standing  hare  and  single  in 
the  midst  of  a  grove,  with  no  house  or  appearance  of  habita- 
tion within  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  only  passages  diverging  from  it 
through  beautiful  woods  to  so  many  farmhouses.  There  it 
stands,  like  the  first  idea  of  a  church,  before  parishioners  were 
thought  of,  nothing  but  birds  for  its  congregation  ;  or  like  a 
hermit's  oratory  (the  hermit  dead),  or  a  mausoleum  ;  its  effects 
singularly  impressive,  like  a  church  found  in  a  desert  isle  to 
startle  Crusoe  with  a  home  image :  you  must  make  out  a  vicar 
and  a  congregation  from  fancy,  for  surely  none  come  there ; 
yet  it  wants  not  its  pulpit,  and  its  font,  and  all  the  seemly  ad- 
ditaments  of  our  worship. 

"  Southey  has  attacked  '  Ella'  on  the  score  of  infidelity,  in 
the  Quarterly  article,  '  Progress  of  Infidelity.'  He  might  have 
spared  an  old  friend  such  a  construction  of  a  few  careless 
flights,  that  meant  no  harm  to  religion  ;  bui  I  love  and  respect 
Southey,  and  will  not  retort.  I  hate  his  review,  and  his  being 
a  reviewer.  The  hint  he  has  dropped  will  knock  the  sale  of 
(he  book  on  the  head,  which  was  almost  at  a  stop  before. 
Let  it  stop— there  is  corn  in  Egypt  wliile  there  is  cash  a. 
Leadenhall !  You  and  1  are  something  besides  being  writers 
hank  God ! 

"Yours  truly, 

"  C.  L." 

This   feeling  was  a  little  diverted   by 
echome,  rather  suddenly  adopted  "f  remo 
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lage  at  Islington,  where  Lamb  first  found  himself  in  dialled  in  th< 
dignity  of  a  householder.     He  thus  describes  his  residence 


"3r)  September,  1823. 

"  Dsar  B.  B, — What  will  you  say  to  my  not  writing  1  You 
^allnot  say  I  do  not  write  now.  When  you  come  London- 
ward,  you  i^ill  find  me  no  longer  in  Covent  Garden  ;  I  have  a 
cottage  in  Colebrook  Row,  Islington  ;  a  cottage,  for  it  is  de- 
tached; a  white  house,  with  six  good  rooms  in  it ;  the  New 
River  {rather  elderly  by  this  time)  runs  (if  a  moderate  walk- 
ing pace  can  be  so  termed)  close  to  the  foot  of  the  house  ;  and 
behind  is  a  spacious  garden,  with  vines  {I  assure  you),  pears, 
strawberries,  parsnips,  leeks,  carrots,  cabbages,  to  delight  ihc 
heart  of  old  Alcinous.  You  enter  without  passage  into  a 
cheerful  dining-room,  all  studded  over  and  rough  with  old 
books  ;  and  above  is  a  lightsome  drawing-room,  three  windows, 
full  of  choice  prints.  I  feel  like  a  great  lord,  never  having  had 
a  house  before. 

"  The  '  London,'  I  fear,  falls  off.  I  linger  among  its  creak  ■ 
ing  rafters  like  the  last  rat ;  it  will  topple  down  if  they  don't 
get  some  buttresses.     They  have  pulled  down  three  ;  Hazliit, 

Procter,  and  their  best  stay,  kind,  light-hearted  W ,  theii 

Tanns.     The  best  is,  neither  of  our  fortunes  is  concerned  in  it, 

"  I  heard  of  you  from  Mr.  P this  morning,  and  thai 

gave  a  fillip  to  iny  laziness,  which  has  been  intolerable  ;  bu> 
I  am  so  taken  up  with  pruning  and  gardening,  quite  a  new 
sort  of  occupation  lo  me.  1  have  gathered  my  jargonels,  bul 
my  Windsor  pears  are  backward.  1'he  former  were  of  exqui- 
site raciness.  I  do  now  sit  under  my  own  vine,  and  contem- 
plate the  growth  of  vegetable  nature.  I  can  now  understand 
in  what  sense  they  speak  of  father  Adam.  1  recognise  the 
paternity  while  I  watch  my  tulips.  I  almost  feel  with  him  too  ; 
for  the  first  day  I  turned  a  drunken  gardener  (as  he  let  in  the 
serpent)  into  my  Eden,  and  he  laid  about  him.  lopping  off  some 
choice  boughs,  &.c.,  which  hung  over  from  a  neighbour's  gar- 
den, and,  in  his  blind  zeal,  laid  waste  a  shade  which  had  she! 
tered  their  window  from  the  gaze  of  passers  by.  The  old 
gentlewoman  (fury  made  her  not  handsome)  could  scarcely  be 
reconciled  by  all  my  fine  words.  There  was  no  buttering  her 
parsnips.  She  talked  of  the  law.  What  a  lapse  to  commit 
on  the  first  day  of  my  happy  '  garden  state !' 

"  I  hope  you  transmitted  the  Fox  Journal  to  its  owner,  with 
suitable  thanks.  Pray  accept  this  foraletler,  and  believe  me 
with  sincere  regards, 

"C  I^" 
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In  the  next  leller  to  Barton  Lamb  referrei!  lo  an  inlcnrled 
letter  10  Southey  in  the  Magazine, 

TO    BERNARD    BARTON 

"  Seplember,  1823. 

"Dear  Sir — I  have  again  been  reading  your  '  Stanzas  on 
Bloomfield,'  which  are  the  most  appropriate  that  can  be  ima- 
gined— sweet  with  Doric  delicacy.     I  like  that— ^ 

'  Our  own  more  chaste  Theocritua'— 

just  hinting  at  rhe  fanlt  of  the  Grecian.     I  love  fhat  sianza 


'  Words,  phraeea,  faahicHia  pass  awjiy ; 

But  I  shall  omit  in  my  own  copy  the  one  stanza  which  alludes 
to  Lord  B.,  I  suppose.  It  spoils  the  sweetness  and  continuity 
of  the  feeling.  Cannot  we  think  of  Bums,  or  Thomson, 
without  sullying  the  thought  with  a  reflection  out  of  place  upon 
Lord  Rochester?  These  verses  mighc  have  been  inscribed 
upon  a  tomb ;  are,  in  fact,  an  epitaph ;  satire  does  not  look 
pretty  upon  a  tombstone.  Besides,  there  is  a  quotation  in  it, 
ilways  bad  in  verse,  seldom  advisable  in  prose.  I  doubt  if 
their  having  been  in  a  paper  will  not  prevent  T.  and  H.  from 
insertion ;  but  I  shall  have  a  thing  to  send  in  a  day  or  two,  and 
shall  try  them.  Omitting  that  stanza,  a  very  little  alteration 
is  wanting  in  the  beginning  of  the  next.  You  see  I  use  free- 
dom, Howhappily{[  flatter  not)  you  have  brought  in  his  sub- 
jects ;  and  (I  suppose)  his  favourite  measure,  though  I  am  not 
acquainted  with  any  of  his  writings  but  the  'Fanner's  Boy.' 
He  dined  with  me  once,  and  his  manners  took  me  exceed- 
ingly. 

"  I  rejoice  that  you  forgive  my  long  silence.  I  continue  lo 
estimate  my  own  roof  comforts  highly.  How  could  I  remain 
■di  my  life  a  lodger?  My  garden  thrives  (I  am  told),  though 
I  have  yet  reaped  nothing  but  some  tiny  salads  and  withered 
carrots.  But  a  garden's  a  garden  anywhere,  and  twice  a  gar- 
den In  London. 

"  Do  you  go  on  with  your  '  Quaker  Sonnets  I'  have  'em 
ready  with  '  Souihey's  Book  of  ihe  Church.'  I  meditate  a 
letter  to  S,  in  the  '  London,'  which,  perhaps,  will  meet  iiie  fate 
of  the  sonnet. 

"Excuse  my  brevity,  for  I  write  painfully  at  ofiice,  liable 
to  a  hundred  callings  ofl";  and  I  can  never  sit  down  to  ar 
1  read  or  walk.     If  vou  return  this  letter 
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to  the  postofBce,  I  ihink  they  will  return  fourpence,  seeing  it 
is  but  half  a  one.     Bolieve  me,  though, 

"  Entirely  yosrs, 

"  C.  L." 

The  contemplated  expostulation  with  Southey  was  written; 
and  appeared  in  the  "London  Magazine  for  October,  1823." 
Lamb  did  not  print  it  in  any  subsequent  collection  of  his  es- 
says ;  but  I  give  it  now,  as  I  have  reason  to  know  that  its 
publication  will  cause  no  painful  feelings  in  the  mind  of  Mr. 
Southey,  and  as  it  forms  the  only  rippie  on  the  kindliness  nf 
Lamb's  personal  and  Jiteraiy  life. 

LETTER   OF   ELIA   TO   ROBERT   SOUTHEY,  ESQ. 

"  Sir — You  have  done  me  an  unfriendly  office,  without,  per- 
haps, much  considering  what  you  were  doing.  You  have 
given  an  ill  name  to  my  poor  lucubrations.  In  a  recent  paper 
on  Infidelity,  you  usher  in  a  conditional  commendation  of  them 
with  an  exception ;  which,  preceding  the  encomium,  and 
taking  up  nearly  the  same  space  with  it,  must  impress  your 
readers  with  the  notion  that  the  objectionable  parts  in  them 
are  at  least  etiiial  in  quantity  to  the  pardonable.  The  censure 
is,  in  fact,  the  criticism ;  die  praise — a  concession  merely. 
Exceptions  usually  follow,  to  qualify  praise  or  blame.  But 
Ihere  stands  your  reproof,  in  the  very  front  of  your  notice,  in 
ugly  characters,  like  some  bugbear,  to  frighten  all  good  Chris- 
tians from  purchasing.  Through  you  I  am  become  an  object 
of  suspicion  to  preceptors  of  youth  and  fathers  of  families 
'A  book  lokich  wants  only  a  sounder  religious  feeling  to  he  as 
delightful  as  it  is  original'  With  no  fimher  explanation,  what 
must  your  readers  conjecture,  but  that  my  little  volume  is 
some  vehicle  for  heresy  or  infidelity  ?  The  quotation,  which 
you  honour  me  by  subjoining,  oddly  enough,  is  of  a  character 
which  bespeaks  a  temperament  in  the  writer  the  very  reverse 
of  that  your  reproof  goes  to  insinuate.  Had  you  been  taxing 
me  with  superstition,  the  passive  would  have  been  per!;jient 
to  the  censure.  Was  it  worth  yon-  while  to  go  so  far  out  of 
your  way  to  affront  the  feelings  of  an  old  friend,  and  commit 
yourself  by  an  irrelevant  quotation,  for  .he  pleasure  of  reflect- 
ing upon  a  poor  child,  an  exile  at  Genoa  ? 

"  I  am  at  a  loss  what  particular  essay  you  had  in  view  (if 
my  poor  ramblings  amount  to  that  appellation)  when  you  were 
.  such  a  hurry  to  thrust  in  your  objection,  like  bad  news, 
'oremost.  Perhaps  the  paper  on  '  Saying  Graces'  was  the 
obnoxious  feature.  I  have  endeavoured  there  to  rescue  a 
voluntary  duty — gooil  in  place,  but  never,  as  I  remember,  liu 

Vol.  I.— 10 
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erally  commanded — from  the  charge  of  an  undeccnt  formalny. 
Uightly  labeii,  sir,  that  paper  was  not  against  graces  but 
want  of  grace ;  not  against  the  ceremony  but  the  cireless 
iiess  and  slovenhness  so  often  observed  n  le  perfur  nance 
of  it. 

"  Or  was  i:  that  on  the  '  New  Year' — m  vh  ch  I  have  le 
scribed  the  feehngs  of  the  merely  natural  m<tn  on  i  cons  der 
ation  of  the  amazing  change  which  is  upposable  o  ake 
place  on  our  removal  from  this  fleshly  scene  t  If  men  would 
honestly  confess  their  misgivings  (which  few  men  will),  there 
are  times  when  the  strongest  Christian  of  us,  I  believe,  has 
reeled  under  questionings  of  such  staggering  obscurity.  I  do 
not  accuse  you  of  this  weakness.  There  are  some  who 
tremblingly  reach  out  shaking  hands  to  the  guidance  of  Faith 
— others  who  stoutly  venture  into  the  dark  (their  Human 
Confidence  their  leader,  whom  they  mistake  for  Faith)  ;  and, 
investing  themselves  beforehand  with  cherubic  wings,  as  ihoy 
fancy,  find  their  new  robes  as  familiar,  and  fitting  to  iheir  sup- 
posed growth  and  stature  in  godhness,  as  the  coat  they  left 
off  yesterday — some  whose  hope  loiters  upon  crutches — 
others  who  stalk  into  futurity  upon  stilts. 

"  The  contemplation  of  a  Spiritual  World— which,  without 
the  addition  of  a  misgiving  conscience,  is  enough  to  shake 
some  natures  to  their  foundation — is  smoothly  got  over  by 
others,  who  shall  float  over  the  black  billows,  in  their  little 
boat  of  No-distrust,  as  unconcernedly  as  over  a  summer  sea. 
The  difference  is  chiefly  constitutional. 

"  One  man  shall  love  his  friends  and  his  friends'  faces ; 
and,  under  the  uncertainty  of  conversing  with  them  again,  in 
the  same  manner  and  familiar  circumstances  of  sight,  speech, 
i&c.,  as  upon  earth— in  a  moment  of  no  irreverent  weakness 
— for  a  dream-while — no  more — would  be  almost  content,  for 
a  reward  of  a  hfe  of  virtue  (if  he  could  ascribe  such  accept- 
ance to  his  lame  performances),  to  take  up  his  portion  with 
those  he  loved,  and  was  made  to  love,  in  tliis  good  world, 
which  he  knows — which  was  created  so  lovely,  beyond  his 
deservings.  Another,  embracing  a  more  exalted  vision — so 
that  he  might  receive  indefinite  additamenls  of  power,  knowl- 
edge, beauty,  glory,  iic. — is  ready  to  forego  the  recognition 
of  humbler  individuahties  of  earth,  and  the  old  familiar  faces. 
The  shapings  of  oui  heavens  are  the  modifications  of  our  con- 
stitution ;  and  Mr.  Feeble  Mind  or  Mr.  Great  Heart  is  bom 
in  every  one  of  us. 

"  Some  (and  such  have  been  accounted  the  safest  divines) 
have  shrunk  from  pronouncing  upon  ihe  final  stale  of  any 
man  ;  nor  daTe  they  pronounce  the  case  of  Judas  to  be  dcs 
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peraie.  Others  (with  stronger  optics),  as  plainly  as  witli  the 
eye  of  flesh,  shall  behold  n  given  king  in  bliss,  and  ^  given 
chamberlain  in  torment ;  even  lo  the  eternizing  of  a  cast  of 
the  eye  in  the  latter,  his  own  self-mocked  and  good-humour- 
edly-borne  deformity  oh  earth,  but  supposed  to  aggravate  the 
uncouth  and  hideous  expression  of  his  panga  in  the  other 
place.  That  one  man  can  presume  so  far,  and  that  another 
would,  with  shuddering,  disclaim  such  confidences,  is,  I  be- 
lieve, an  effect  of  the  nerves  purely. 

"If  in  either  of  these  papers  or  elsewhere  1  have  been 
betrayed  into  some  levities — not  affronting  the  sanctuary,  but 
glancing,  perhaps,  at  some  of  the  outskirts  and  extreme  edges, 
the  debaleable  land  between  the  holy  and  the  profane  regions 
— {for  the  admixture  of  man's  inventions,  twisting  themselves 
with  the  name  of  the  religion  itself,  has  artfully  made  it  dif- 
ficult to  touch  even  the  alloy  without,  in  some  men's  estima- 
tion, soiling  tl  g  Id)—  f  1 1  p       d      lip] 
of  serious  ma      —             Id           y      h  m      — I 
tied,  sir— -wl     hlh            w         Idndf        y  It 
You  have  ally       Ifb            kgj         fhdlN 
of  the  script      1  m         g    f   h      d    k.               — p  rs      ! 
allegorical ;  f       h                            h        pi     ly  d  1         d      I 
acquit  you  of                  1  rr                    B         d     d  y      h 
.•nade  wonderf  lly  f       w  h       d  b        m  gh  y  pi              po 
the  popular  id          d         b           fh          Ablldy 
oroiher vision    y  h                1kg           lb               h  h 
material  keys,  and  merely  Catholic  notion  of  &t.  Peter.     You 
have  flattered  him  in  prose  ;  you  have  chanted  him  in  goodly 
odes.     You  have  been  his  jester ;  volunteer  laureate,  and 
self-elected  court  poet  lo  Beelzebub. 

"You  have  never  ridiculed,  I  believe,  what  you  thought 
to  be  religion,  but  you  are  always  girding  at  what  some  pious, 
but  perhaps  mistaken,  folks  think  to  be  so.  For  this  reason 
1  am  sorry  to  hear  that  you  are  engaged  upon  a  life  of  George 
Fox.  I  know  you  will  fall  into  the  error  ol  mtermixmg  some 
comic  stuff  with  your  seriousness.  The  Quakers  tremble  at 
the  subject  in  your  hands.  The  Methodists  are  shy  of  you 
upon  account  of  their  founder.  But,  above  all,  our  popish 
brethren  are  most  in  your  debt.  The  errors  of  that  church 
have  proved  a  fruitful  source  to  your  scoffing  vein  Then 
legend  has  been  a  golden  one  to  yoii.  And  here  jour  friends, 
sir,  have  noticed  a  notable  inconsistency.  To  the  imposing 
riles,  the  solemn  penances,  devout  austerities  of  that  commu- 
nion ;  the  affecting  though  erring  piety  of  their  hermits ;  thc 
Bilence  and  solitude  of  the  Cbartreux — their  crossings,  their 
holy  waters — their  Virgin,  and  their  saints — to  these,  thev 
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say,  you  have  been  inJebted  for  the  best  feelings  and  tne 
richest  imagery  of  your  Epic  poelry.  You  have  drawn  co- 
pious draughts  upon  Loretto.  We  thought  at  one  time  you 
were  going  post  to  Rome ;  but  that,  in  the  facetious  commen- 
taries  which  it  is  your  custom  to  append  so  pleutifully,  and 
(some  say)  injudiciously, to  your  loftiest  performances  in  tliia 
kind,  you  spurn  the  uplifted  toe,  which  you  but  just  now 
seemed  to  court;  leave  his  holiness  in  tlie  lurch  ;  and  show 
him  a  fair  pair  of  Protestant  heels  under  your  Komish  vest- 
ment. When  we  think  you  already  at  the  wicket,  suddenly  a 
violent  cross  wind  blows  you  transverse — 

'  Ten  thousand  loagnes  awry.        *        » 
»        .        •        '        Then  might  we  see 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits,  with  their  wearers,  loss' 
And  fluMer'd  into  rags ;  then  relics,  beads, 
Indulgences,  disjienses,  pardons,  bulls, 
The  sport  of  wmds.' 

You  pick  up  pence  by  showing  the  hallowed  bones,  slirine, 
and  crucifix ;  and  you  take  money  a  second  time  by  exposing 
the  trick  of  them  afterward.  You  carry  your  verse  to  Cas- 
tle Angelo  for  sale  in  a  morning ;  and,  swifter  than  a  pedlar 
can  transmute  his  pack,  you  are  at  Canterbury  with  your  prose 
ware  before  night, 

"  Sir,  is  it  that  I  dislike  you  in  this  merry  vein  ?  The  re 
verse.  No  countenance  becomes  an  intelligent  jest  better 
than  your  own.  It  is  your  grave  aspect,  when  you  look  awful 
upon  your  poor  friends,  which  I  would  deprecate, 

"  In  more  than  one  place,  if  I  mistake  not,  you  have  been 
pleased  to  compliment  me  at  tlie  expense  of  my  companions. 
I  cannot  accept  your  compliment  at  such  a  price.  The  up- 
braiding a  man's  poverty  naturally  makes  him  look  about  him. 
to  see  whether  he  be  so  poor  indeed  as  he  is  presumed  to 
be.  You  have  put  me  upon  counting  my  riches.  Really,  sir, 
I  did  not  know  1  was  so  wealthy  in  the  article  of  friendships. 

There  is  ,  and  . — — ,  whom  you  never  heard  of,  but 

exemplary  characters  both,  and  excellent  churchgoers;  and 
N.,raine  and  my  father's  friend  for  nearly  half  a  century  ;  and 
the  enthusiast  for  Wordsworth's  poetry, ,  a  little  taint- 
ed with  Socinianism,  it  is  to  be  feared,  but  constant  in  his 

attachments,  and  a  capital  critic  ;   and  ,  a   sturdy  old 

Athanasian,  so  that  sets  all  to  rights  again ;  and  W.,  the 
light,  and  warm-as-light  hearted,  Janus  of  the  London ;  and 
the  translator  of  Dante,  still  a  curate,,  modest  and  amiable 
0.;  and  Allan  C,  the  large-headed  Scot;  and  P — r,  can- 
did and  affectionate  as  his  own  poetry  ;  and  A— p,  Cole- 
ridge's  friend ;  and  G~n,  his  more  than  friend  ;  and  Cole- 
ridge himself,  the  same  to  me  still  as  in  those  old  evemngs 
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when  we  used  to  sit  and  speculate  (do  you  remember  them 
sir?)   at  our  old   Salutation   tavern,  upon  Pantisocracy  and 

goiden  days  lo  come  on  earih ;  and  W th  (why,  sir,  I 

might  drop  my  rent-roll  here  ;  sucii  goodly  farms  and  manors 
have  I  reckoned  up  already.  In  what  possessions  has  nol 
this  last  name  alone  estated  me  ! — hut  1  will  go  on) — and  M., 

the  noble-minded  kinsman,  by  wedlock,  of  W ih  ;  and  H. 

C.  R.,  unwearied  in  the  offices  of  a  friend  ;  and  Clarkson,  al- 
most above  the  narrowness  of  that  relation,  yet  condescend- 
ing not  seldom  heretofore  from  the  labour  of  his  world-em- 
bracmg  charity  to  biess  my  humble  roof;  and  the  galless  and 
single-minded  Dyer ;  and  the  high-minded  associate  of  Cook, 
the  veteran  colonel,  with  his  lusty  heart  still  sending  cartels 
of  defiance  to  old  Time  ;  and,  not  least,  W.  A,,  the  last  and 
steadiest  left  to  me  of  that  little  knot  of  whist-players  that  used 
(o  assemble  weekly,  for  so  many  years,  at  the  Queen's  Gale 
(you  remember  them,  sir?),  and  called  Admiral  Burney  friend. 

"  I  will  come  to  the  point  at  once.  I  believe  you  will  nol 
make  many  exceptions  to  my  associates  so  far.  But  I  have 
purposely  omitted  some  intimacies,  which  I  do  not  yet  repent 
of  having  contracted,  with  two  gentlemen,  diametrically  op- 
posed to  yon  in  principles.  You  will  understand  me  to  allude 
lo  the  authors  of '  Rimini'  and  of  the  '  Table  Talk.'  And  first, 
of  the  former. 

"  It  is  an  error  mo     p  I    Ij  1  p  1    h 

correctest  principles      d  h  b  1  d      h  m    I        1 

ihe  rest  of  mankind        f    m  1         p  dim 

knots  and  clubs.     Th    b       p    pi     h    d         h  I         ly 

are  in  danger  of  con  g  H  d      Id 

dryness  and  moisture        h  1        Id  d  fly         d 

to  split  the  globe  into  sectarian  parts  and  separations ;  but 
mingling,  as  they  best  may,  correct  the  malignity  of  any  sin- 
gle predominance.  The  analogy  holds,  I  suppose,  in  the 
moral  world.  If  all  the  good  people  were  to  ship  themselves 
off  to  Terra  Incognita,  what,  in  humanity's  name,  is  to  become 
of  the  refuse  ?  If  the  persons  whom  I  have  chiefly  in  view 
have  not  pushed  matters  to  this  extremity  yet,  they  cairy 
them  as  far  as  they  can  go.  Instead  of  mixing  with  the  in- 
fidel and  the  freethinker — in  the  room  of  opening  a  negovia- 
tion,  lo  try  at  least  to  find  out  at  which  gate  the  error  entered 
— they  huddle  close  together,  in  a  weak  fear  of  infection,  like 
that  pusillanimons  underling  in  Spenser — 

'  This  h  the  wandering  wood,  this  Error's  den  : 
A  ntonster  viJe.  whom  God  and  man  does  hate : 
'I'herefore,  I  reed,  beware      Fly,  fly,  quoth  then 
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And,  if  ihey  be  writers  in  orthodox  journals — addressing  them- 
Belves  only  to  the  irritable  passions  o/  i!ie  imbeiiever — they 
proceed  in  a  safe  system  of  strengthening  the  strong  handa 
and  confirming  the  valiant  knees ;  of  converting  the  already 
converted,  and  proselyting  their  own  party.  I  am  the  more 
convinced  of  this  from  a  passage  in  the  very  treatise  which 
occasioned  this  letter.  It  is  where,  having  recommended  to 
he  doubter  the  writings  of  Michaelis  and  Lardner,  you  ride 
triumphant  over  the  necks  of  all  infidels,  skeptics,  and  dissent- 
ers from  this  time  to  the  world's  end,  upon  liie  wheels  of  two 
unanswerable  deductions.  1  do  not  hold  it  meet  to  set  down, 
in  a  miscellaneous  compilation  like  this,  such  religious  words 
as  you  have  thought  fit  to  introduce  into  the  pages  of  a  petu- 
lant literary  journal.  I  therefore  beg  leave  to  substitute  nu- 
merals, and  refer  to  the  '  Quarterly  Review'  (for  July)  for  fill- 
ing of  them  up.  '  Here,'  say  you, '  as  in  the  history  of  7,  if 
these  books  are  aulheniic,  the  events  which  they  relate  must 
be  true ;  if  they  were  written  by  8,  9  is  10  and  11.'  Your 
first  deduction,  if  it  means  honestly,  rests  upon  two  identical 
propKisitions ;  though  I  suspect  an  unfairness  in  one  of  the 
terms,  which  this  would  not  be  quite  the  proper  place  for  ex- 
plicating. At  all  events,  yov  have  no  cause  to  triumph ;  you 
have  not  been  proving  the  premises,  but  refer  for  satisfaction 
therein  to  very  long  and  laborious  works,  which  may  well 
employ  the  skeptic  a  twelvemonth  or  two  to  digest  before  he 
can  possibly  be  ripe  for  your  conclusion.  When  he  has  sat- 
isfied himself  about  the  premises,  he  will  concede  to  you  the 
inference,  I  dare  say,  most  readily.  But  your  latter  deduction, 
viz.,  that  because  8  has  written  a  book  concerning  9,  there- 
fore 10  and  11  was  certainly  his  meaning,  is  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  conclusions  per  saltum  that  I  have  had  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  with.  As  far  as  10  is  verbally  asserted  in 
the  writings,  all  sects  must  agree  with  you ;  but  you  cannot 
be  ignorant  of  the  many  various  ways  in  which  the  doctrine 
of  the  •••••••  has  been  understood,  from  a  low  figurative  ex- 
pression (with  the  Unitarians)  up  to  the  most  mysterious  ac- 
tuality ;  in  which  highest  sense  alone  you  and  your  church 
take  it.  And  for  11,  and  that  there  is  no  other  possible  con' 
elusion — to  hazard  this  in  the  face  of  so  many  thousands  of 
Ariatis  and  Socinians,  &c.,  who  have  drawn  so  opposite  a 
one,  is  such  a  piece  of  theological  hardihood  as,  I  think, 
warrants  me  in  concluding  that,  when  you  sit  down  to  pen 
theology,  you  do  not  at  all  consider  your  opponents ;  but  have 
in  your  eye,  merel)'  and  exclusively,  readers  of  the  same  way 
of  thinking  with  yourself,  and  therefore  have  no  occasion  to 
trouble  yourself  with  the  quality  of  the  logic  to  which  you 
treat  them 
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"  Neither  can  I  think,  if  you  had  had  ihe  welfare  of  the 
poor  child — over  whose  hopeless  condition  you  whine  so  lam- 
entably and  (I  must  think)  unseasonably— seriously  at  heart, 
that  you  could  have  taken  the  step  of  sticking  him  up  Oy  name 
— T.  n.  is  as  good  as  naming  him — lo  perpetuate  an  outrage 
upon  the  parental  feelings,  as  long  as  the  '  Quarterly  Review' 
shall  last.  Was  il  necessary  to  specify  an  individual  case, 
and  give  to  Christian  compassion  the  appearance  of  personal 
attack  ?  Is  this  the  way  to  conciliate  unbelievers,  or  not,  ra- 
ther, to  widen  the  breach  irreparably? 

"  I  own  I  could  never  think  so  considerably  of  myself  as 
to  decline  the  society  of  an  agreeble  or  worthy  man  upon  dif- 
ference of  opinion  only.  The  impediments  and  the  facilita- 
tions to  a  sound  belief  are  various  and  inscrutable  aa  the  heart 
of  man.  Some  believe  upon  weak  principles.  Others  can- 
not feel  the  efficacy  of  the  strongest.  One  of  the  most  can 
did,  most  upright,  and  single-meaning  men  1  ever  knew,  was 
the  late  Thomas  Holcroft.  I  believe  he  never  said  one  thing 
and  meant  another  in  his  life ;  and,  as  near  as  I  can  guess, 
he  never  acted  otherwise  than  with  the  most  scrupulous  at- 
tention to  conscience.  Ought  we  to  wish  the  character  falsp 
for  the  sake  of  a  hollow  compliment  to  Christianity  ? 

"  Accident  introduced  me  to  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  L,  H., 
and  the  experience  of  his  many  friendly  qualities  confirmed  a 
friendship  between  us.  You,  who  have  been  misrepresented 
yourself,  I  should  hope  have  not  lent  an  idle  ear  to  the  cal- 
umnies which  have  been  spread  abroad  respecting  this  gen- 
tleman. I  was  admitted  to  his  household  for  some  years,  and 
do  most  solemnly  aver  that  I  believe  him  to  be  in  his  domes- 
tic relations  as  correct  as  any  man.  He  chose  an  ill-judged 
subject  for  a  poem  ■  the  peccant  humours  of  which  have  been 
d  h  m  i  Id  by  h  f  1  wl  h  his  adversaries 
h        m  d       f     n    ?  I  rh        bject   itself  was 

dljD  bb         b      ulfl         eated  of.     But 

h         mfhl  nhllndh     English  poet, 

h         gg  d         m  y    f        urn  s  not  of  a  kind 

(       h  I    h     1  11  k     w)       1    those  conjunc- 

nfwhlN  h       Ifh      poddno  excuse,  be- 

empta     n      I    h  In  romon  with  the 

blkh  lyFddM         g         The  familiari- 

z  ng    f       n     1        1  bl    jn  y  b    f      h  on  incidentally 

m  1      p         f  R  m       I  look  upon  its 

h  m        f  1     po         H        better  than  so ; 

]  f   h     m  d    1        d  d  I    ver  knew,  and 

u     bl  h       d        mp  I         n    ot  to  affront  ot 

wou  dy        flgl        I  h  hs  more  genial 
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moods,  he  has  often  reminded  me  of  you.  There  is  the  sanio 
air  of  mild  dogmatism — the  same  condescending  lo  a  boyish 
sporliveness — in  both  your  conversations.  His  handwriting 
is  so  much  the  same  with  your  own,  that  I  have  opened  more 
than  one  letter  of  his,  hoping,  nay,  not  doubting,  but  it  was 
from  you,  and  have  been  disappointed  (he  will  bear  with  my 
saving  so)  at  the  discovery  of  my  error.  L.  H.  is  unfortunate 
in  holding  some  loose  and  not  very  definite  speculaSions  (for, 
at  tiroes,  I  ihink  he  hardly  knows  whither  his  premises  would 
carry  him)  on  marriage— the  tenets,  I  conceive,  of  the  '  Polit- 
ical Juslice'  carried  a  little  further.  For  anything  I  could 
discover  in  his  practice,  they  have  reference,  like  those,  to 
some  future  possible  condition  of  society,  and  not  to  Uie  pres- 
ent times.  But  neither  for  these  obliquities  of  thinking  (upon 
which  my  own  conclusions  are  as  distant  as  the  poles  asun- 
der), nor  for  his  political  asperities  and  petulances,  which 
are  wearing  out  with  the  heats  and  vanities  of  youth— did  1 
select  him  for  a  friend ;  but  for  qualities  which  fitted  him  for 
that  relation.  I  do  not  know  whether  I  flatter  myself  with 
being  the  occasion,  but  certain  it  is,  that,  touched  with  some 
misgivings  for  sundrv  harsh  things  which  he  had  written 
aforetime  against  our  'friend  C,  before  he  left  this  country  he 
sought  a  reconciliation  with  that  gentleman  (himself  being  his 
own  introducer),  and  found  it. 

"  L.  H.  is  now  in  Italy ;  on  his  departure  to  which  land 
with  much  regret  I  took  my  leave  of  him  and  of  his  little 
family— seven  of  them,  sir,  with  their  mother— and  as  kind  a 
set  of  little  people  (T.  H.  and  all),  as  affectionate  children  as 
ever  blessed  a  parent.  Had  you  seen  them,  sir,  I  think  you 
could  not  have  looked  upon  them  as  so  many  little  Jonaaes — 
but  rather  as  pledges  of  the  vessel's  safety,  that  was  to  bear 
such  a  freight  of  love. 

"  I  wish  yon  would  read  Mr.  H.'s  lines  lo  that  same  T.  II 
*  six  years  old,  during  a  sickness  :' — 


(they  are  to  be  found  in  the  47th  page  of '  Foliage')— and  asl 
yourself  how  far  they  are  out  of  the  spirit  of  Christianity.  1 
have  a  letter  from  Italy,  received  but  the  other  day.  into  which 
L.  H.  has  put  as  much  as  heart,  and  as  many  friendly  yearn- 
ings after  old  associates  and  native  country  as,  I  think,  papei 
can  well  hold.     It  would  do  you  no  hurt  to  give  that  the  pe 

"From  the  other  gentleman  I  neither  expect  nor  desire  (m 
lie  is  well  assured)  any  such  concessions  as  !■.  II.  made  to  0 
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What hatti  soured  him,  and  made  him  to  suspetthis  friends  oi 
infidelity  towards  him,  when  ihere  was  no  such  matter,  I  know 
not.  I  stood  well  with  him  for  fifteen  years  (the  proudest  of 
my  life),  and  have  ever  spoken  my  full  mind  oi  him  to  some, 
to  wiiom  his  panegyric  musC  naturally  be  least  tasteful.  I 
never  in  thought  swerved  from  him,  I  never  betrayed  him,  I 
never  slackened  in  my  admiration  of  him  ;  I  was  the  same  to 
him  (neither  belter  nor  worse),  though  he  could  not  see  it, 
as  in  the  days  when  he  thought  fit  to  trust  me.  At  this  in- 
stant he  may  be  preparing  for  me  some  compliment  above 
my  deserts,  as  he  sprinkled  many  such  among  his  admirable 
books,  for  which  I  rest  his  debtor  ;  or,  for  anything  1  know  or 
can  guess  to  the  contrary,  he  may  be  about  to  read  a  lecture 
on  my  weaknesses.  He  is  welcome  to  them  (as  he  was  lo  my 
humble  hearth),  if  they  can  divert  a  spleen  or  ventilate  a  fit 
of  sulienness.  1  wish  he  would  not  quarrel  with  the  world  at 
the  rate  lie  does  ;  but  the  reconciliation  must  be  effected  by 
himself,  and  I  despair  of  living  to  see  that  day.  But,  pro- 
testing against  much  that  he  has  written,  and  some  things 
which  he  chooses  to  do ;  judging  him  by  his  conversation 
which  I  enjoyed  so  long  and  relished  so  deeply ;  or  by  his 
books,  in  those  places  where  no  clouding  passion  intervenes 
— I  should  belie  my  own  conscience  ifl  said  less  than  that  I 
think  W.  H.  to  he,  in  his  natural  and  healthy  state,  one  of  the 
wisest  and  finest  spirits  breathing.  So  far  from  being  ashamed 
of  that  intimacy  which  was  betwixt  us,  it  is  my  boast  that  I 
was  able  for  so  many  years  to  have  preserved  it  entire  ;  and 
I  think  1  shall  go  to  my  grave  without  finding,  or  expecting  to 
find,  such  another  companion.  But  1  forget  my  manners— 
you  will  pardon  me,  sir — I  return  to  ihe  correspondence. 

"  Sir,  you  were  pleased  (you  know  where)  to  invite  me  to 
a  compliance  with  the  wholesome  forms  and  doctrines  of  the 
Church  of  England.  I  take  your  advice  with  as  much  kindness 
as  it  was  meant.  But  I  must  think  the  invitation  rather  more 
kind  than  seasonable.  I  am  a  Dissenter.  The  last  sect  with 
which  yon  can  remember  me  to  have  made  com-aon  profes- 
sion were  the  Unitarians.  You  would  not  think  it  very  per- 
tinent if  (fearing  that  was  not  all  well  w  jih  you)  I  were  gravely 
to  invite  you  (for  a  remedy)  to  attend  with  me  a  course  of  Mr 
Belsham's  Lectures  at  Hackney.  Perhaps  1  have  scruples  to 
some  of  your  forms  and  doctrines.  But,  if  I  come,  am  I  se. 
cure  cf  civil  treatment?  The  last  time  i  was  in  any  of  youi 
places  of  worship  was  on  Easier  Sunday  last.  I  had  the  satis 
faction  of  listening  to  a  very  sensible  sermon  of  an  argument 
alive  turn,  delivered  with  great  propriety  by  one  of  your  bish- 
ops.    The  place  was  Westminster  Abbey.     As  such  religion 
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as  I  have  has  always  acted  on  me  more  by  way  of  si 
than  argumentative  process,!  was  not  unwilling,  after  sermon 
ended,  by  no  unbecoming  transition,  to  pass  over  to  some  se- 
rious feelings,  impossible  to  be  disconnected  from  the  sight  of 
those  old  tombs,  &,c.  But,  by  whose  order  I  know  not,  I  was 
debarred  thai  privilege  even  for  so  short  a  space  as  a  few 
minutes ;  and  turned,  like  a  dog  or  some  profane  person,  ou 
into  the  common  street ;  with  feelings  which  1  could  not  help 
but  not  very  congenial  to  the  day  or  the  discourse,  I  do  not 
know  thai  I  shall  ever  venture  myself  again  into  one  of  your 
churches. 

"  You  had  your  education  at  Westminster ;  and,  doubtless, 
among  those  dim  aisles  and  cloisters  you  must  have  gathered 
much  of  that  devotional  feeling  in  those  young  years  on  which 
your  purest  mind  feeds  still — and  may  it  feed  !  The  anti- 
quarian spirit,  strong  in  you,  and  gracefully  blending  ever  with 
the  religious,  may  have  been  sown  in  you  among  those  wrecks 
of  splendid  mortality.  You  owe  it  to  the  place  of  your  edu- 
cation ;  you  owe  it  to  your  learned  fondness  for  the  architec- 
ture of  your  ancestors ;  you  owe  it  to  the  venerableness  of 
your  ecclesiastical  establishment,  which  is  daily  lessened  and 
called  in  question  chrough  these  practices,  to  speak  aloud 
your  sense  of  them  ;  never  to  desist  raising  your  voice  against 
them  till  they  be  totally  done  away  with  and  abolished  ;  till 
the  doors  of  Westminster  Abbey  be  no  longer  against  the 
decent,  though  low-in-purse  enthusiast  or  blameless  devotee, 
who  must  commit  an  injury  against  his  family  economy,  if  he 
would  be  indulged  with  a  bare  admission  within  its  walls. 
You  owe  it  to  the  decencies  which  you  wish  to  see  main 
tained  in  its  impressive  services,  that  our  cathedral  be  no 
longer  an  object  of  inspection  to  the  poor  at  those  times  only, 
in  which  they  must  rob  from  their  attendance  on  the  worship 
every  minute  which  they  can  bestow  upon  the  fabric.  In  vain 
the  public  prints  have  taken  up  this  subject,  in  vain  such  poor 
nameless  writers  as  myself  express  their  indignation.  A  word 
from  you,  sir — a  hint  in  your  journal— would  be  sufficient  to 
fling  open  the  doors  of  the  beautiful  temple  again,  as  we  can 
remember  them  when  we  were  boys.  At  that  time  of  life, 
what  would  the  imaginative  faculty  (such  as  it  is)  in  both  of 
us  have  suffered  if  the  entrance  to  so  much  rcfleci-on  had 
been  obsltucted  by  the  demand  of  so  much  silver !  If  we  had 
scraped  it  up  to  gain  an  occasional  admission  (as  we  certainly 
should  have  done),  would  the  sight  of  those  old  tombs  have 
been  as  impressive  to  us  (while  we  had  been  weighing  anx- 
iously prudence  against  sentiment)  as  when  the  gales  stood 
open,  as  those  of  the  adjacent  park ;  when  we  couH  walk  ie 
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at  any  time,  as  the  mood  brought  us,  for  a  shorter  or  longer 
time,  as  that  lasted  \  Is  the  being  shown  over  a  place  ihe 
same  as  silently  for  ourselves  detect  g  the  gen  us  o  J  I 
no  part  of  our  beloved  Abbey  i  ow  tin  a  person  fi  d  ei)  ranee 
(out  of  service  time)  under  ih  su  i  of  tv.o  sh  U  ngs  The 
rich  and  the  great  will  smile  at  the  anu  cl  max  presumed  to 
He  in  these  two  short  words  Bu  jou  can  tell  them  sr 
how  much  quiet  worth,  how  n  uch  capac  ty  for  enlarged  feel 
ing,  how  much  taste  and  ge  us  may  coex  &t  espec  ally 
youth,  with  a  purse  incompetent  to  th  s  demand  A  respec 
ed  friend  of  ours,  during  his  late  v  s  t  to  the  me  ropoi  s  pre 
senled  himself  for  admission  to  Sa  nt  Paul  s  At  tl  e  same 
lime  a  decently- clothed  man,  with  as  decent  a  wife  and  child, 
were  bargaining  for  ihe  same  indulgence.  The  price  was  only 
twopence  each  person.  The  poor  but  decent  man  hesitated, 
desirous  lo  go  in  :  but  there  were  three  of  them,  and  he  turned 
away  reluctantly.  Perhaps  he  wished  to  have  seen  the  tomb 
of  Nelson.'  Perhaps  the  interior  of  the  cathedral  was  his  ob- 
ject. Bui  in  the  slate  of  his  finances,  even  sixpence  might 
reasonably  seem  loo  much.  Tell  the  aristocracy  of  the  coun- 
Iry  {no  man  can  do  it  more  impressively)  ;  instruct  them  of 
what  value  these  insignificant  pieces  of  money,  these  minims 
to  their  sight,  may  be  to  their  humbler  brethren.  Shame  these 
sellers  out  of  the  Temple!  Show  the  poor  that  yoii  can 
sometimes  think  of  them  in  some  other  light  than  as  mutineers 
and  malecontenis.  Conciliate  them  by  such  kind  methods  to 
their  superiors,  civil  and  ecclesiasticaj.  Stop  the  mouths  of 
ihe  railers  ;  and  suffer  your  old  friends,  upon  the  old  terms, 
again  to  honour  and  admire  you.  Stifle  not  the  suggestions  of 
your  better  nature  with  the  stale  evasion  that  an  indiscriminate 
admission  would  expose  the  tombs  to  violation.  Remember 
yont*  boy-days.  Did  you  ever  see  or  hear  of  a  mob  in  the 
Abbey  while  it  was  free  lo  all  ^  Do  the  rabble  come  there,  or 
trouble  their  heads  about  such  speculations?  It  is  all  that  you 
can  do  to  drive  them  into  your  churches  ;  they  do  not  volun- 
tarily offer  themselves.  They  have,  alas !  no  passion  for  an- 
tiquities ;  for  tomb  of  king  or  prelate,  sage  or  poet.  If  ihey 
had,  they  would  no  longer  be  the  rabble. 

"  For  forty  years  that  I  have  known  the  fabric,  the  only 
well-attested  charge  of  violation  adduced  has  been — a  ridic- 
ulous dismemberment  committed  upon  the  effigy  of  that  amia- 
ble spy,  Major  Andre.  And  is  it  for  this — the  wanton  mischief 
of  some  schoolboy,  fired,  perhaps,  with  raw  notions  of  trans  ■ 
allanlic  freedom — or  the  remote  possibility  of  such  a  mischiet 
occurring  again,  so  easily  to  be  prevented  by  stationing  a 
Konstable  within  the  walls,  if  the  vergers  are  incompetent  to 
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the  duly — is  it  upon  such  wretched  pretences  that  Ihe  peopiti 
of  England  are  made  to  pay  a  new  Peter's  pence,  so  long  ab> 
rogaled ;  or  must  content  themselves  with  contemplating  the 
ragged  exterior  of  iheir  Cathedral  ?  The  mischief  was  done 
about  the  lime  that  you  were  a  scholar  there.  Do  you  know 
anything  about  the  unfortunate  -ehc  ?  can  you  help  us  in  this 
emergency  to  find  the  nose  1  or  can  you  give  Chantrey  a  no- 
tion (from  memory)  of  its  pristine  life  and  vigour  ?  I  am 
willing,  for  peace'  sake,  to  subscribe  a  guinea  towards  a  res- 
toration of  the  lamented  feature. 

■'  Your  humble  servant, 

"  EUA." 

Tho  feeling  with  which  this  letter  was  received  by  Southey 
may  be  best  described  in  his  own  words  in  a  letter  to  the  pub- 
lisher. "  On  my  part  there  was  not  even  a  momentary  feeling 
of  anger  ;  1  was  very  much  surprised  and  grieved,  because  I 
knew  how  much  he  would  condemn  himself  And  yet  no 
resentful  letter  was  ever  written  less  offensively  :  his  gentle 
nature  may  he  seen  in  it  throughout,"  Southey  was  right  in 
his  belief  in  the  revulsion  Lamb's  feelings  would  undergo 
when  the  excitement  under  which  he  had  written  subsided ; 
for,  although  he  would  retract  nothing  he  had  ever  said  or 
written  in  defence  of  his  friends,  he  was  ready  at  once  to  sur- 
render every  resentment  of  his  own.  Southey  came  to  Lon- 
don in  the  following  month,  and  wrote  proposing  to  call  at 
Ishngton ;  and  2Ist  November  Lamb  thus  replied  : — 


"  E.  I.  H.,  31st  November,  1823. 

"Dear  Southey — The  kindness  of  your  note  has  melted 
away  the  mist  which  was  upon  me.  I  have  been  fighting 
against  a  shadow.  That  accursed  Q.  R.  had  vexed  me  by 
a  gratuitous  speaking,  of  iis  own  knowledge,  that  the  '  Con- 
fessions of  a  D d'  was  a  genuine  description  of  the  state 

of  the  writer.  Little  things,  that  are  not  ill  meant,  may  pro- 
duce much  ill.  That  might  have  injured  me  alive  and  dead. 
I  am  in  a  public  office,  and  my  life  is  ensured.  I  was  pre- 
pared for  anger,  and  I  thought  I  saw,  in  a  few  obnoxious 
words,  a  hard  case  of  repetition  directed  against  me.  1  wish 
both  magazine  and  review  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  I  shall 
be  ashamed  to  see  you,  and  my  sister  (though  innocent)  will 
be  still  more  so ;  for  the  folly  was  done  viihout  her  knowl- 
edge, and  has  made  her  uneasy  ever  since.  My  guardian 
angel  was  absent  at  that  timf! 
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"  I  will  muster  up  courage  to  see  you,  however,  any  day 
nexl  weelc  (Wednesday  excepted).  We  shall  hope  that  yoB 
wili  bring  Edith  with  you.  '  That  will  be  a  second  mortification 
She  will  hale  to  see  us,  but  come  and  heap  embers.  We 
deserve  it,  I  for  what  I've  done,  and  she  for  being  my  sister. 

"  Do  come  early  in  the  day,  by  sunlight,  that  you  may  see 
my  Milton. 

"  I  am  at  Colebrook  cottage,  Colebrook  Row,  Islington.  A 
detached  whitish  house,  close  to  the  New  River,  end  of  Cole- 
brook Tenace,  left  hand  coming  from  Sadler's  Wells. 

"  Will  you  let  me  know  the  day  before  1 

"  Youc  penitent, 

"  C.  Lahb. 

'  P.S.  I  do  not  think  your  handwriting  at  all  like  ****'8, 
I  do  not  think  many  things  I  did  think." 

In  the  following  letter  of  the  same  date  Lamb  anticipates 
he  meeting. 

TO  BERNARD  BARTON. 

"  Dear  B.  B. — I  am  ashamed  at  not  acknowledging  your 
kind  liltle  poem,  which  I  must  needs  like  much ;  but  I  pro- 
test I  thought  I  had  done  it  at  the  moment.  Is  it  possible  a  let- 
ter has  miscarried  ?  Did  you  get  one  in  which  I  sent  you  an 
extract  from  the  poems  of  Lord  Sterling?  I  should  wonder 
if  you  did,  for  I  sent  you  none  such,  There  was  an  incipient 
lie  strangled  in  the  birth.  Some  people's  conscience  is  no 
tender !  But,  in  plain  truth,  I  thank  you  very  much  for  the 
verses.  I  have  a  very  kind  letter  from  the  laureate,  with  a 
self-invitation  lo  come  and  shake  hands  with  me.  This  is 
truly  handsome  and  noble.  'Tis  worthy  of  my  old  ideas  of 
Southey.  Shall  not  1,  think  you,  be  covered  with  a  red  suf- 
fusion 1 

"  Yon  are  too  much  apprehensive  of  your  complaint :  I 
know  many  that  are  always  ailing  of  it,  and  live  on  to  a  good 
old  age.  I  know  a  merry  fellow  (you  partly  know  him)  who, 
when  his  medical  adviser  told  him  he  had  drunk  away  all 
that  part,  congratulated  himself  (now  his  liver  was  gone)  that 
he  should  be  the  longest  liver  of  the  two. 

"  The  best  way  in  these  cases  is  to  keep  yourself  as  igno 
rant  as  you  can,  as  ignorant  as  the  world  was  before  Galen, 
of  the  entire  inner  constructions  of  the  animal  man ;  not  to  be 
conscious  of  a  midriif ;  lo  hold  kidneys  (save  those  of  sheep 
and  swine)  to  be  an  agreeable  fiction;  not  to  know  where- 
about the  gall  grows  ;  to  account  the  circulation  of  the  blood 
a  mere  idle  whim  of  Harvey's  ;  to  acknowledge  no  mechanism 
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h     g  1  f    h      ra  1     w     Itl    wh     h  h   Id       1 

(Ik  ddlyl        h  dgdBBd         h 

1  mb      h  by  1     g  g      Th    k     f    h     p  f 

1         hkl        1  hldl         11  hkfh 

bdh  Ip  I  an  hy  kd 

qyb      Ijdglhllpfl  d      Im 

M        p  hby        drdll  p        ully 

dpodr  y         rh         1  lyp  1 

hryfGgDjq  h 

L    <J  B  h      f         h        h  m 

me  at  my  Colebrook  cottage.  I  have  filled  my  little  space 
with  my  little  thoughts.  I  wish  thee  ease  on  thy  sofa,  but 
not  too  much  indulgence  on  it.  From  my  poor  desk,  thy  fel- 
low-sufferer, this  bright  November, 

"C.  L." 

Souihey  went  to  Colebrook  cottage  as  proposed  ;  the  awk- 
wardness of  meeting  went  off  in  a  moment;  and  the  affection- 
ate intimacy,  which  had  lasted  for  almost  twenty  years,  was 
renewed,  to  be  interrupted  only  by  death. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


Lelteis  lo  Ainsworth.  Barton,  and  ColeriJge. 

as  fond  of  visiting  the  universities  in  t 
tnd  repeatedly  spent  his  holyday  month  at  Cam- 
bridge th  hi~  sister  On  one  of  these  occasions  they  met 
with  a  1  le  gi  1  who  be  g  n  a  manner,  alone  in  the  world, 
engaged  h  sympa  h  s  and  soon  riveted  their  affections. 
Emma  I  ola  w  s  h  da  gb  of  Mr.  Charles  Isola,  who  had 
been  o  e  of   1  e  esq     e  b  d  11    of  the  university ;  her  grand- 
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father,  Agostino  Isoia,  had  been  compelled  to  fly  from  Milan 
because  a  friend  took  up  an  English  book  in  kia  apartmenl 
which  he  had  carelessly  left  in  view.  This  good  old  man 
numbered  among  his  pupils  Gray  the  poet,  Mr.  Pitt,  and,  in 
hia  old  age,  Wordsworth,  whom  he  instructed  in  the  Italian 
language.  Hia  little  granddaughter,  at  the  time  when  she  had 
the  good  fortune  to  win  the  regard  of  Mr.  Lamb,  had  lost  both 
her  parents,  and  was  spending  her  holydays  with  an  aunt, 
who  lived  with  a  sister  of  Mr.  Ayrton,  at  whose  house  Lamb 
generally  played  his  evening  rubber  during  his  stay  at  Cam- 
bridge. The  liking  which  both  Lamb  and  his  sister  took  for 
the  little  orphan  led  to  their  begging  her  of  her  aunt  for  the 
next  holydays  ;  their  regard  for  her  increased ;  she  regularly 
spent  the  holydays  with  them  till  she  left  school,  and  after- 
ward was  adopted  as  a  daughter,  and  lived  generally  with 
them  until  1833,  when  she  married  Mr.  Moxon.  Lamb  was 
fond  of  taking  long  walks  in  the  country,  and  as  Miss  Lamb's 
strength  was  not  always  equal  to  these  pedestrian  excursions 
she  became  his  constant  companion  in  walks  which  even  ex- 
tended "to  the  green  fields  of  pleasant  Hertfordshire." 

Ab        h  Lamb  added  to  his  list  of  fnendaMr.  Hood, 

h  d  1  gh  f  1  h  morist ;  Hone,  lifted  for  a  short  time  into 
pi        1 1  m    by  he  prosecution  of  his  Parodies,  and  the  sig- 

1  oy      d        cess  of  his  defence,  but  now  striving  by 

d  hes,  which  were  guided  by  a  pure  taste  and 

h  h  npport  a  numerous  family ;  and  Ainswortb, 

h  y  1  wh  has  since  acquired  so  splendid  a  reputation 
h  h       1      Rookwood"  and  "  Crichton."     Mr.  Ains- 

w     h    h  d       at  Manchester,  excited  by  an  enthusiastic 

d  1  El      had  sent  him  some  books,  for  which  he 

h  )  <!  '       hanks  to  his  unseen  friend. 


•'  India  House,  Dec.  0,  1823. 

"Dear  Sir— I  should  have  thanked  you  for  your  books  and 
compliments  sooner,  but  have  been  waiting  for  a  revise  to  be 
Bent,  which  does  not  come,  though  I  returned  the  proof  on  the 
receipt  of  your  letter.  I  have  read  Warner  with  great  pleas 
ure.  What  an  elaborate  piece  of  alliteration  and  antithesis 
why,  it  must  have  been  a  labour  far  above  the  most  difficult 
versification.  There  is  a  fine  simile  or  picture  of  Semiramis 
arming  to  repel  a  siege.  I  do  not  mean  to  keep  the  book,  for 
I  suspect  you  are  forming  a  curious  collection,  and  I  do  not 
pretend  to  anything  of  the  kind.  1  have  not  a  black-lettet 
book  among  mine,  old  Chaucer  excepted,  and  am  not  bibiio- 
manist  enough  to  like  black  letter.     It  is  painful  to  read 
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herefore  I  must  insist  on  returuing  it  at  opporlunily,  not  froiu 
contumacy  and  reluctaoce  to  be  obliged,  but  because  U  must 
suit  you  belter  than  me.  The  loss  of  a  present  from  should 
never  exceed  the  gain  of  a  present  to.  I  hold  this  maxim  in- 
fallible in  the  accepting  line.  I  read  your  magazines  with 
satisfaction,  I  thoroughly  agree  witli  you  as  to  '  The  Ger- 
man Faust,'  as  far  as  1  can  do  justice  to  it  from  an  English 
■  translation.  'Tis  a  disagreeable  canting  tale  of  seduction, 
which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  spirit  of  Faustus — curiosity. 
Was  the  dark  secret  to  be  explored  to  end  in  the  seducing  a 
weak  girl,  which  might  have  been  accomplished  by  earthly 
agency  \  When  Marlow  gives  his  Faustus  a  mistress,  he  flies 
him  at  Helen,  flower  of  Greece,  to  be  sure,  and  not  at  Miss 
Betsy  or  Miss  Sally  Thoughtless. 

'  Cut  is  the  branch  that  bore  the  goodly  fruit, 
And  withet'd  is  Apolla'a  laurel  tree  : 
Faustus  is  dead.' 

"  What  a  noble  natural  transition  from  metaphor  to  plain 
speaking  !  as  if  the  figurative  had  flagged  in  description  ol 
such  a  loss,  and  was  reduced  to  tell  the  fact  simply. 

"  I  must  now  thank  you  for  your  very  kind  invitation.  Ii 
IS  not  out  of  prospect  that  I  may  see  Manchester  some  day, 
and  then  I  will  avail  myself  of  your  kindness.  But  holydays 
are  scarce  things  with  me,  and  the  laws  of  attendance  are 
getting  stronger  and  stronger  at  Leadenhall.  But  I  shall  bear 
it  in  mind.  Meantime,  something  may  (more  probably)  bring 
you  to  town,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  you.  I  am 
always  to  be  found  (alas !)  at  my  desk  in  the  forepart  of  the 

"  I  wonder  why  they  do  not  send  the  revise.  I  leave  late 
dt  office,  and  my  abode  lies  out  of  the  way,  or  I  should  have 
seen  about  it.  If  you  are  impatient,  perhaps  a  line  to  the 
printer,  directing  him  to  send  it  me,  at  Accountant's  Office, 
may  answer.  You  will  see  by  the  scrawl  that  I  only  snatch 
a  few  minutes  from  intermitting  business. 

"  Your  obliged  servant, 

"  0.  Lamh. 

"  (If  I  had  time  1  would  go  over  this  letter  again,  and  dot 
all  my  i's.)" 

To  Ainsworlh,  still  pressing  him  lo  visit  Manchester,  hr 
sent  the  following  reply. 


"  My  dear  Sir— You  talk  of  months  at  a  time,  and  I  kn( 
not  what  inducements  to  visit  Manchester,  Heaven  kno' 
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how  gratifying !  but  I  have  had  my  little  month  of  1823  al- 
ready,  t  is  all  over;  and,  without  incurring  a  disagreeablt 
favour,  I  cannot  so  much  as  get  a  single  holyday  nil  the  sea 
Bon  relumB  witli  the  next  year.  Even  our  half-hour's  ab 
sences  from  office  are  set  down  in  a  book  !  Next  year,  if  1 
can  spare  a  day  or  two  of  it,  I  will  come  to  Manchester,  but  ] 
have  reasons  al  home  against  longer  absences. 

"  I  am  BO  ill  just  at  present  (an  illness  of  my  own  procu- 
ring last  night ;  who  is  perfect  ?)  that  nothing  but  your  very 
great  kindness  could  make  me  write.  I  will  bear  in  mind  the 
letter  to  W.  W.,  aniJ  you  shall  have  it  quite  in  lime,  before 
the  13th. 

"  My  aching  and  confused  head  warns  me  to  leave  off. 
With  a  muddled  sense  of  gratefulness,  which  I  shall  appre 
bend  more  clearly  to-morrow, 

"  I  remain,  your  friend  unseen, 

"C.  L. 

"r.H.,29th. 

"  Will  your  occasions  or  inclination  bring  you  to  London  1 
It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  show  you  everything  that 
Islington  can  boast,  if  you  know  the  meaning  of  that  Cockney 
sound.  We  have  the  New  River !  I  am  ashamed  of  this 
scrawl,  but  I  beg  you  to  accept  it  for  the  present,  I  am  full 
ol'  qualms. 

'  A  fool  at  fifty  ia  a  fool  indeed.' " 

Bernard  Barton  still  frequently  wrote  to  him  ;  and  he  did 
not  withhold  the  wished-for  reply  even  when  letter- writing 
was  a  burden.  The  following  gives  a  ludicrous  account  of 
his  indisposition : — 


"Dear  B.  B. — Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  succumb  under 
an  insurmountable  day-mare — 'a  whoreson  lethargy,'  Fa!- 
Btaff  calls  it,  an  indisposition  to  do  anything,  or  to  be  anything 
— a  total  deadness  and  distaste — a  suspension  of  vitality — an 
indifference  to  locality — a  numb,  soporifical,  good-for-nothing- 
ness — an  ossification  all  over — an  oyslerlike  insensibility  to 
the  passing  events — a  mind-stupor — a  brawny  defiance  to  the 
needles  of  a  thrusting-in  conscience  T  Did  you  ever  have  a 
terj  bad  cold,  with  a  total  irresolution  to  submit  to  water-gru- 
el processes  ?  This  has  been  for  many  weeks  my  lot  and 
my  excuse  ;  my  fingers  drag  heavily  over  this  paper,  and,  to 
my  thinking,  it's  three-and-lwenty  furlongs  from  hence  to  the 
end  of  this  demi-sheet.  I  have  not  a  thing  to  say  ;  nothing  la 
of  more  importance  than  another;  I  am  flatter  ihanadenialora 
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pancake ;  emptier  than  Judge 's  wig  when  the  head  is  id  rt 

ditller  than  a  country  stage  when  the  actors  are  off  it;  a  cipher 
an  0 !  I  -acknowledge  life  at  all  only  by  an  occasional  con 
vulsional  cough,  and  a  permanent  phlegmatic  pain  in  the  chest. 
I  am  weary  of  the  world,  and  the  world  is  weary  of  me.  My 
day  is  gone  into  twilight,  and  1  don't  think  it  worth  the  ex- 
pense of  candles.  My  wick  hath  a  thief  it,  but  I  can't  muster 
courage  to  snuff  it.  I  inhale  suffocation ;  I  can't  distinguish 
veal  from  mutton ;  nothing  interests  me.  'Tis  twelve  o'clock, 
Bnd  Thurtell  is  just  now  coming  out  upon  the  New  Drop, 
Jack  Ketch  alertly  tucking  up  his  greasy  sleeves  to  do  the 
last  office  of  mortality,  yet  cannot  I  elicit  a  groan  or  a  moral 
reflection.  If  you  told  me  the  world  would  be  at  an  end  to-mor- 
row, I  should  just  say, '  will  it  V  I  have  not  volition  enough 
left  lo  dot  my  i's,  much  less  lo  comb  my  eyebrows  ;  my  eyes 
are  set  in  my  head ;  my  brains  are  gone  out  to  see  a  poor  re- 
lation in  Moorfields,  and  they  did  not  say  when  they'd  come 
back  again ;  my  scull  is  a  Grub-street  attic  to  let — not  so 
much  as  a  joint-stool  left  in  it ;  my  hand  writes,  not  I,  just  as 
chickens  run  about  a  little  when  their  heads  are  off.  Oh  for 
a  vigorous  fit  of  gout,  of  cholic,  toothache — an  earwig  in  my 
auditory,  a  fly  in  my  visual  organs ;  pain  is  life — the  sharper, 
the  more  evidence  of  hfe  ;  but  this  apathy,  this  death !  Did 
you  ever  have  an  obstinate  cold — a  six  or  seven  weeks'  un- 
inlermilting  chill  and  suspension  of  bope,  fear,  conscience, 
and  everything  f  Yet  do  I  try  ail  I  can  to  cure  it ;  I  try  wine, 
and  spirits,  and  smoking,  and  snuff  in  unsparing  quantities, 
but  they  all  only  seem  to  make  me  worse  instead  of  better.  I 
sleep  in  a  damp  room,  but  it  does  me  no  good  ;  I  come  homo 
late  o'nights,  bin  do  not  find  any  visible  amendment ! 

"  It  is  just  fifteen  minutes  after  twelve  ;  Thurtell  is  by  this 
time  a  good  way  on  his  journey,  baiting  at  Scorpion,  perhaps  , 
Ketch  is  bargaining  for  his  cast  coat  and  waistcoat ;  the  Jew 
demurs  at  first  at  three  half-crowns;  but,  on  consideration  that 
he  may  get  somewhat  by  showing  'em  in  the  town,  finally 
closes. 

"  C.  L  " 

Bartor  took  this  letter  rather  loo  seriously,  and  Lamb  thus 
sought  to  remove  his  friendly  anxieties. 

TO    BERNARD    BAETON. 

"  My  dear  Sir — That  peevish  letter  of  mine,  which  was 
meant  to  convey  an  apology  for  my  incapacity  to  write,  seems 
lo  liave  been  taken  by  you  in  too  serious  a  light ;  it  was  only 
my  way  of  lelhng  you  I  had  a  severe  cold      The  facf  is,  1 
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have  been  insuperably  dull  and  lethargic  for  many  weeks,  and 
cannot  ris'e  to  the  vigour  of  a  letter,  much  iess  an  essay 
The  '  London'  must  do  without  me  for  a  time,  for  I  have  lost 
all  interest  about  it ;  and,  whether  I  shall  recover  it  or  not,  I 
know  not.  I  will  bridle  my  pen  another  time,  and  not  teaze 
and  puzzle  you  with  my  oddities.  I  shall  begin  to  feel  a  little 
more  alive  with  the  spring.  Winter  is  to  me  (mild  or  harsh) 
always  a  great  trial  of  the  spirits.  I  am  ashamed  not  to 
have  noticed  your  tribute  to  Woolman,  whom  we  both  love  so 
much.  It  is  done  in  your  good  manner.  Your  friend  Taylor 
called  on  me  some  time  since,  and  seems  a  very  amiable  man. 
His  last  story  is  painfully  fine.  His  book  I '  like  ;'  it  is  only 
loo  stufied  with  scripture,  too  parsonish.  The  best  ihing  in  il 
is  the  boy's  own  story,  When  I  say  it  is  loo  full  of  scripture, 
I  mean  it  is  too  full  of  direct  quotations  :  -no  book  can  have 
too  much  of  silent  scripture  in  it ;  but  the  natural  power  of  a 
story  is  diminished  when  the  uppermost  purpose  of  the  writer 
seems  to  be  to  recommend  something  else.  You  know  what 
Horace  says  of  the  Deus  intersit  ?  I  am  noi  able  to  explain 
myself— you  must  do  it  for  me.  My  sister's  part  in  the  '  Lei- 
cester School'  (about  two  thirds)  was  purely  her  own ;  as  it 
was  (to  the  same  quantity)  in  the  '  Shakspeare  Tales'  which 
bears  my  name.  I  wrote  oniy  the  '  Witch  Aunt;'  the  '  First 
going  to  Church;'  and  the  final  story  about  'A  liiile  Indian 
girl'  in  a  ship.  Your  account  of  my  blackballing  amused 
me.  /  tkinh,  as  Quakers,  they  did  right.  There  are  many 
things  in  my  little  book  hard  to  be  understood.  The  more  I 
ihink,  the  more  I  am  vexed  at  having  puzzled  you  with  that 
letter ;  but  I  have  been  so  out  of  letter- writing  lately  that  it 
is  a  sore  effort  to  sit  down  to  it ;  and  I  felt  in  your  debt,  and 
sal  down  waywardly  lo  pay  you  in  bad  money.  Never  mind 
my  dulness  ;  I  am  used  to  long  intervals  of  it.  The  heavens 
seem  brass  to  me;  then  again  comes  the  refreshing  shower — 

You  said  something  about  Mr.  M in  a  laie  latter, 

which  I  believe  I  did  not  advert  lo.  I  shall  be  happy  to  show 
him  my  Milton  (it  is  al  the  show  things  I  have)  at  any  time 
he  will  take  the  trouble  of  a  jaunt  to  Islington.  I  do  also  hope 
to  see  Mr.  Taylor  there  some  day.  Pray  say  so  to  both. 
Coleridge's  book  is  in  good  part  printed,  but  sticks  a  little  for 
more  copy.  It  bears  an  unsaleable  title, '  Extracts  from  Bishop 
Leighton,'  but  I  am  confident  there  will  be  plenty  of  good 

"Keep  your  good  spirits  up,  dear  B.  1).,  mine  will  return  : 
'hey  are  at  present  in  abeyance;  but  I  am  rather  lethargic 
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than  miserable.  I  don't  know  but  a  good  horsewhip  would  b« 
more  beneficial  to  rafs  than  physic.  My  head  without  aching 
will  teach  yours  to  ache.  It  is  well  I  am  getiiitg  to  the  con- 
clusion. I  will  send  a  better  letter  when  1  am  a  better  man. 
r,et  me  ihank  you  for  your  kind  concern  for  me  (which,  I  trust, 
wiil  have  reason  soon  to  be  dissipated,)  and  assure  you  that  it 
gives  me  pleasure  to  hear  iiom  you. 

"  Yours  truly, 

"  C.  L." 

The  following  sufficiently  indicate  the  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  written : — 


"My  dear  Sir — Your  title  of  'Poetic  Vigils'  arrides  me 
much  more  than  a  volume  of  verse  which  has  no  meaning. 
The  motto  says  nothing,  but  I  cannot  suggest  a  better.  I  do 
not  like  mottoes  but  when  they  are  singularly  felicitous;  there 
is  a  foppery  in  them  ;  they  are  unplain,  unquakerish  ;  they 
are  good  only  where  they  flow  from  the  title,  and  are  a  kind  of 
justification  of  it.  There  is  nothing  about  watchings  or  lucu- 
brations in  the  one  you  suggest,  no  commentary  on  vigils. 
By-the-way,  a  wag  would  recommend  you  to  the  line  of 
Pope, 


eeplesE  himself— lo  give  his  readers  sleep'— 


i  by  no  means  wish  it ;  but  it  may  explain  what  I  mean,  that 
a  neat  motto  is  child  of  the  title.  I  think  'Poetic  Vigils'  as 
short  and  sweet  as  can  be  desired ;  only  have  an  eye  on  the 
proof,  that  the  printer  do  not  substitute  Virgils,  which  would 
ill  accord  with  your  modesty  of  meaning.  Your  suggested 
motto  is  antique  enough  in  spelling  and  modem  enough  in 
phrases — a  good  modern  antique ;  but  the  matter  of  it  is  ger- 
main  to  the  purpose,  only  supposing  the  title  proposed  a  vin- 
dication of  yourself  from  the  presumption  of  authorship.  The 
first  title  was  liable  to  this  objection — that  if  you  were  dis- 
posed to  change  it,  and  the  bookseller  insisted  on  its  appear- 
ance in  two  tomes,  how  oddly  it  would  sound, '  A  Volume  of 
Verse  in  two  Volumes,  Second  Edition,'  &c.  You  see  this 
my  wicked  intention  of  curtailing  this  epistolet  by  the  above 
device  of  large  margin.  But,  in  truth,  the  idea  of  letlerizing 
has  been  oppressive  to  me  of  late,  above  what  your  candoui 
gives  me  credit  for.  There  is  Soiithey,  whom  I  ought  to 
have  thanked  a  fortnight  ago  for  a  present  of  the  '  Church 
Book  :'  I  have  never  had  courage  to  buckle  myself  in  earnest 
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aveti  to  acknowledge  it;  and  yet  I  am  accounted  by  some 
people  a  good  man !  How  cheap  that  character  is  acquired 
Pay  your  debts,  don't  borrow  money,  nor  twist  your  kitten's 
neck  off,  nor  disturb  a  congregation,  &c.,  your  business  is 
done.  I  know  things  (for  thoughts  are  things)  of  mysell 
which  would  make  every  friend  1  have  fly  me  as  a  plague 
patient.  I  once  set  a  dog  upon  a  crab's  leg  that  was  shoved 
out  under  a  mass  of  seaweeds— a  pretty  tittle  feeler !  Oh ! 
pah !  how  sick  I  am  of  that !  And  a  lie,  a  mean  one,  I  once 
told.  1  stink  in  the  raidst  of  respect.  I  am  much  hypi.  The 
fact  is,  my  head  is  heavy,  but  there  is  hope  ;  or,  if  not,  I  am 
better  than  a  poor  shellfish ;  not  morally,  when  I  set  the  whelp 
upon  it,  but  have  more  blood  and  spirits.  Things  may  turn 
up,  and  I  may  creep  again  into  a  decent  opinion  of  myself. 
"Vanity  will  return  with  sunshine.  Till  when,  pardon  my 
neglects,  and  impute  it  to  the  wintry  solslice. 

"  C.  Lamb." 


■'  Dear  B.  B.— I  am  sure  I  cannot  fill  a  letter,  though  i 
should  disfurnish  my  scull  to  do  it;  but  you  espect  something, 
and  shall  have  a  notelel.  Is  Sunday,  not  divinely  speaking, 
but  humanly  and  holydaisically,  a  blessing?  Without  its  insti- 
tution, would  our  rugged  taskmasters  have  given  us  a  leisure 
day,  so  often,  think  you,  as  once  in  a  month  ?  or,  if  it  had  not 
been  instituted,  might  not  tliey  have  given  us  every  sixth  day  ? 
Solve  me  this  problem  : — If  we  are  to  go  three  times  a  day  to 
church,  why  has  Sunday  slipped  into  the  notion  of  a  holyday  ? 
A  HoLY-day  I  grant  it.  The  Puritans,  I  have  read  in  South- 
ey's  book,  knew  the  distinction.  They  made  people  observe 
Sunday  rigorously,  would  not  let  a  nursery-maid  walk  out  in 
the  fields  with  children  for  recreation  on  that  day.  But,  then 
— they  gave  the  people  a  holyday  from  all  sons  of  work  every 
second  Tuesday.  This  was  giving  to  the  two  Ciesais  that 
which  was  Us  respective.  Wise,  beautiful,  thoughtful,  gener- 
ous legislators  !  Would  Wilberforce  give  us  our  Tuesdays? 
iVo!  he  would  turn  the  six  days  into  sevenths, 

'  And  [hose  three  smiline  seasons  of  the  vear 
iQto  a  Russian  winter.' 

Old  Play. 

"I  am  silting  opposite  a  person  who  is  making  strange  dis- 
tortions with  the  gout,  which  is  not  unpleasant — to  me  at 
least.  What  is  the  reason  we  do  not  sympathize  with  pain 
short  of  some  terrible  surgical  operation  ?  Hazltit,  who  boldjy 
says  all  he  fcols,  avows  that  he  not  only  does  not  pity  sick 
people,  but  he  hates  them.     I  obscurely  recognise  his  moan 
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ing.  Pain  is  probably  too  selfish  3  consul e rat' on,  too  sim|)ly 
a  consideration  of  self  attention.  We  pity  poverty,  loss  ol 
friends,  &c. — more  complex  things,  in  which  ihe  sufferer's 
feelings  are  associated  witli  others.  'I'his  is  a  rough  thongU, 
suggested  by  the  presence  of  gout ;  I  want  head  to  extricato 
and  plane  it.  What  is  all  this  to  your  letter?  I  felt  it  to  bo 
a  good  one  ;  but  my  turn,  when  I  write  at  all,  is  perversely  to 
travel  out  of  the  record,  so  that  my  letters  are  anything  but 
a.nswers.  So  you  still  want  a  motto  ?  You  must  not  lake 
my  ironical  one,  because  your  book,  I  take  it,  is  too  serious 
for  it.  BickerstafT  might  have  used  it  for  /lis  lucubrations. 
What  do  you  think  of  Religio-Tremuli  ?  or  TreraebundiT 
(for  a  title.)  There  is  Religio-Medici  and  Religio-Laici 
But  perhaps  the  volume  is  not  quite  Quakerish  enough,  or  ex- 
clusively so,  for  it.  Your  own  '  Vigils'  is  perhaps  the  best. 
While  I  have  space,  let  me  congratulate  you  on  the  return  of 
spring,  what  a  summer  spring  too  !  all  those  qualms  about  the 
dog  and  crayfish  melt  before  it.  I  am  going  to  be  happy  and 
vain  again. 


"  Dear  B.  B. — T  have  been  suffering  under  a  severe  inflam- 
mation of  the  eyes,  notwithstanding  which  1  resolutely  went 
through  your  pretty  volume  at  once,  which  I  dare  pronounce  in 
no  ways  inferior  to  former  lucubrations.  '  Abroad'  and  '  lord' 
are  vile  rhymes  notwithstanding ;  and,  if  you  count,  you  will 
wonder  how  many  limes  you  have  repeated  the  word  vnearik- 
}y  ;  thrice  in  one  poem.  It  is  become  a  slang  word  with  the 
bards  ;  avoid  in  future  lustily.  '  Time'  is  fine,  but  there  are 
better  a  good  deal,  I  think.  The  volume  does  not  lie  by  me  ; 
and,  after  a  long  day's  smarting  fatigue,  which  has  almost  pui 
out  my  eyes  (not  blind,  however,  to  your  merits),  I  dare  not 
trust  myself  with  long  writing.  The  verses  to  Bloomfield  are 
the  sweetest  inthe  collection.  Religion  is  sometimes  luggei! 
in,  as  if  it  did  not  come  naturally.  I  will  go  over  carefully 
when  I  get  my  seeing,  and  exemplify.  You  have  also  too 
much  singing  metre,  such  as  requires  no  deep  ear  lo  make  ; 
lilting  measure,  in  which  you  have  done  Woolman  injustice. 
Strike  at  less  superficial  melodies.  The  piece  on  Naylor  ia 
more  to  my  fancy. 

"My  eye  runs  waters.  Bui  I  will  give  you  a  fuller  ac- 
count some  day.     The  book  in  avery  pretty  one  in  more  than 
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one  sense.     The  decorative  harp,  perhaps,  is  too  osienlatioui ; 
2  simple  pipe  preferable. 

"  Farewell,  and  many  ihanks. 

"  C.  LftMB." 


"Dear  B.  B. — The  'Prometheus'  vitbound  is  a  capital 
story.  The  literary  rogue  !  What  if  you  had  ordered  '  El- 
frida'  in  sheets  !  she'd  have  been  sent  up,  I  warrant  you.  Or 
bid  him  clasp  his  Bible  {i.  e.,  to  his  bosom),  he'd  have  clapped 
on  a  brass  clasp,  no  doubt. 

"  I  can  no  more  understand  Shelley  than  you  can.  His 
poetry  is  '  ihin  sown  with  profit  or  delight.'  Yet  I  must  point 
lo  your  notice  a  poem  conceived  and  expressed  with  a  witty 
delicacy.  It  is  that  addressed  to  one  who  hated  him,  but  who 
could  not  persuade  him  to  hate  kirn  again.  His  coyness  to 
the  other's  passion  (for  hatred  demands  a  return  as  much  as 
love,  and  starves  without  it)  is  most  arch  and  pleasant. 
Pray  like  it  very  much.  For  his  theories  and  nostrums,  ihey 
are  oracnlar  enough,  but  I  either  comprehend  'em  not,  or  there 
is  '  miching  malice'  and  mischief  in  'em ;  but,  for  the  most 
part,  ringing  with  their  own  emptiness.  Hazlitt  said  well  of 
'em — '  Many  are  the  wiser  and  belter  for  reading  Shakspeare, 
but  nobody  was  over  wiser  or  better  for  reading  Shelley.'  I 
wonder  you  wdl  sow  your  correspondence  on  so  barren  a 
ground  as  I  am,  that  make  such  poor  returns.  But  my  head 
aches  at  the  bare  prospect  of  letter- writing.  I  wish  all  the 
ink  in  the  ocean  dried  up,  and  would  hsten  to  the  quills  shiv- 
ering up  in  the  candle-flame  like  parching  martyrs.  The 
same  indisposition  lo  write  has  stopped  my  '  Elias,'  but  you 
will  see  a  futile  eflbrl  in  the  next  number, '  wrung  from  me 
with  slow  pain.'  I  am  dreadfully  indolent.  To  have  to  do 
anything,  to  order  a  new  coat,  for  instance,  though  my  old 
buttons  are  shelled  like  beans,  is  an  effort.  My  pen  stam- 
mers like  my  tongue.  What  cool  heads  those  old  endilers  of 
folios  must  have  had  !  what  a  mortified  pulse  !  Well ;  once 
.  more  I  throw  myself  on  your  mercy.  Wishing  peace  to  thy 
new  dwelling, 

"  C.  Lamq." 

Mr.  Barton,  having  requested  of  Lamb  some  verses  for  hi» 
daughter's  album,  received  the  following,  with  the  accompany- 
ing letter  beneath,  on  30th  November  in  this  year.  Surely 
the  neat  loveliness  of  female  Quakerism  never  received  before 
so  delicate  a  compliment ! 
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"THE  ALBUM  OF  L'JC^  BARTON 

LitllB  book,  siimamed  of  iaUl(, 
CJean  as  yet,  and  fair  to  sigbt, 
Keep  thy  attribution  light. 

Never  disproportion'd  scrawl, 
Ugly,  old  (that's  woraa  than  all) 
On  thy  maiden  clearness  fall ! 

In  each  letter  here  desisn'd, 
Let  the  reader  emblem'a  Und 
Naatness  of  the  owner's  mind. 

Gilded  margina  count  a  ein, 
Let  thy  leaves  attraction  win 
By  the  golden  rules  within ; 

Sayings  felch'd  from  sagas  old ; 
Laws  which  Holy  Writ  unfold, 
Worthy  to  be  graved  in  gold : 


Amid  slraina  of  graver  measure  : 
Virtue's  self  hath  oft  her  pleasure 
la  sweet  Muses'  grores  ot  leisure. 

Riddles  dark,  perplexing  sense  ; 

Darker  meanings  of  offence; 

What  but  ahadei—be  banish'd  hence ' 

Whitest  thoughts,  in  whitest  dress. 
Candid  meanings  best  express 
Mind  of  quiet  Quakeress." 


"  Dear  B.  B. — '  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers  ;'  but,  if  the  aboTC 
be  not  too  mean  to  have  a  place  in  thy  daughter's  sancttim, 
lake  them  with  pleasure. 

"I  began  on  another  sheet  of  paper;  and,  just  jis  I  had 
penned  the  second  line  of  stanza  two,  an  ugly  blol  fell  to  il* 
lustrate  my  counsel.  I  am  sadly  given  to  blot,  and  modern 
blotting-paper  gives  no  redress ;  it  only  smeara,  and  makes  it 
worse.  The  only  remedy  is  scratching  out,  which  gives  it  a 
clerkish  look.  The  most  innocent  blots  are  made  with  red 
ink,  and  are  lather  ornamental.  Marry,  they  are  not  always 
to  be  distinguished  from  the  effusions  of  a  cut  finger !  Well, 
I  hope  and  trust  thy  tick  doleni,  or  however  you  spell  it,  is 
vanished,  for  I  have  frightful  impressions  of  that  tick,  and  do 
altogether  hate  it  as  an  unpaid  score  or  the  tick  of  a  death 
watch.  I  take  it  to  be  a  species  of  Vitus's  dance  {I  omit  the 
sanctity,  writing  to  one  of  the  men  called  friends).     I  knew  a 
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young  lady  who  could  dance  no  other;  she  danced  it  through 
life,  and  very  queer  and  fantastic  were  her  steps. 

"  Heaven  bless  ihee  from  such  measures,  and  keep  thee 
from  the  foul  fiend,  who  delights  to  lead  after  false  fires  in 
the  night.  Flibbertigibbet,  that  gives  the  web,  and  I  forget 
what  else. 

"  From  my  den,  as  Bunyan  has  it. 

"C.L." 

Here  is  a  humorous  expostulation  with  Coleridge  for  car- 
tying  away  a  book  from  the  cottage  in  ihe  absence  of  its  in 

TO   MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  Dear  C. — Why  will  you  make  your  visits,  which  should 
give  pleasure,  matter  of  regret  to  your  friends!  You  never 
come  but  you  take  away  some  folio  that  is  part  of  my  ex- 
istence. With  a  great  deal  of  dilliculty  I  was  made  to  com- 
prehend the  extent  of  my  loss.  My  maid,  Becky,  brought 
me  a  dirty  bit  of  paper,  which  coTitained  her  description  of 
some  book  which  Mr.  Coleridge  had  taken  away.  It  was 
*  Luster's  Tables,'  which,  for  some  time,  I  could  not  make  out. 
'  What !  has  he  carried  away  any  of  the  tables,  Becky  V  '  No, 
it  wasn't  any  tables,  but  it  was  a  book  that  he  called  Lnstcr's 
Tables.'  I  was  obliged  to  search  personally  among  my 
shelves,  and  a  huge  fissure  suddenly  disclosed  to  me  the  true 
nature  of  the  damage  I  had  sustained.  That  book,  C,  you 
should  not  have  taken  away,  for  i>  is  not  mine ;  it  is  the  prop- 
erty of  a  friend,  who  does  not  know  its  value,  nor,  indeed,  have 
I  been  very  sedulous  in  explaining  to  him  the  estimate  of  it; 
but  was  rather  contented  in  giving  a  sort  of  corroboration  io  a 
hint  that  he  let  fall,  as  to  its  being  suspected  to  be  not  genuine ; 
so  that.  In  all  probability,  it  would  have  fallen  to  me  as  a  deo- 
dand ;  not  but  1  am  as  sure  it  is  Luther's  as  1  am  sure  that  Jack 
Bunyan  wrote  the  'Pilgrim's  Progress,'  but  it  was  not  for  ree 
to  pronounce  upon  the  vsdidity  of  testimony  that  had  been  dis' 
puted  by  leameder  clerks  than  1 ;  so  I  quietly  let  it  occupy  the 
place  it  had  usurped  upon  my  shelves,  and  should  never  have 
thought  of  issuing  an  ejectment  against  it;  for  why  should  I 
be  so  bigoted  as  to  allow  rites  of  hospitality  to  none  but  my 
own  books,  children,  &,c.  1  a  species  of  egotism  I  abhor  from 
my  heart.  Ho ;  let  'em  all  snug  together,  Hebrews  and  Prose- 
,ytes  of  the  gate ;  no  selfish  partiality  of  mine  shall  make  dis- 
iiction  between  them ;  I  charge  no  warehouse-room  for  my 
friends'  commodities ;  they  are  welcome  to  come  and  stay  as 
long  as  they  like  without  payiiig  rent.  I  have  suveral  such 
Vol.  I.— 11 
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Kirangers  that  I  treat  with  more  thin  Arabian  couitesy  ;  ihero'a 
a  copy  of  More'a  fine  poem,  which  is  none  of  mine,  but  J 
cherish  it  as  my  own ;  I  am  none  of  those  churlish  landlords 
that  advertise  the  goods  to  be  taken  away  in  ten  days'  time, 
or  then  to  be  sold  to  pay  expenses.  So  you  see  I  had  no 
right  to  lend  you  that  book ;  1  may  lend  you  my  own  books, 
because  it  ia  at  my  own  hazard,  but  it  is  not  honest  to  hazard 
a  friend's  property  ;  I  always  make  that  distinction.  I  hope 
you  will  bring  it  with  you,  or  send  it  by  Hartley  ;  or  he  can 
bring  that,  and  you  the  '  Polemical  Discourses,'  and  come  and 
eat  some  atoning  mutton  with  us  one  of  these  days  shortly. 
We  are  engaged  two  or  three  Sundays  deep,  but  always  dine 
at  home  on  week-days  at  half  past  four.  So  come  all  four — 
men  and  books,  I  mean — my  third  shelf  (northern  compart- 
ment) from  the  top  has  two  devilish  gaps,  where  you  have 
knocked  out  its  two  eye-teeth. 

"  Your  wronged  friend, 

"  C.  I.AMB." 

The  following  preface  to  a  letter,  addressed  to  Miss  Hutch- 
inson, Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister,  playing  on  the  pretended  de- 
fects of  Miss  Lamb's  handwriting,  is  one  of  those  artifices  of 
affection  which,  not  finding  scope  in  eulogistic  epithets,  takes 
refuge  in  apparent  abuse.  Lamb  himself,  at  this  lime,  wrote 
a  singularly  neat  hand,  having  greatly  improved  in  the  India 
House,  where  he  also  learned  to  flourish— a  facility  he  look  a 
p  'd  '  d  omet'mes  indulged  ■  but  his  flourishes  {where- 
f  w     lib  q       )    Im         1     >      h  ped 


M       H 

P      1  ^ 


1    m  d    f  h    f  f  h     1       ts      rh  en. 

Ip         ydbj  hlmfhmlhy  look 

1  k     b  gg    g  1  A  d    I         1  m        most 

h  1        d        h  d  d       h    (f       1  en. 

p    1    w  1  f    1      py  fi     )  wh    1         bl  g  d  to 

b  Id.whhplh  pi  kow 

Her  figures,  1, 2, 3,  4,  &c.,  where  she  has  occasion  to  express 
numerals,  as  in  the  date  [35th  March,  1824],  are  not  figures, 
but  figurantes ;  and  the  combined  posse  go  staggering  up  and 
down  shameless  as  drunkards  in  the  daytime.  It  is  no  bet- 
ter when  she  rules  her  paper.     Her  lines '  are  not  less  er- 
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ring'  than  her  words.  A  sort  of  uiinatiirai  parallel  lines,  thai 
are  perpetually  threatening  to  meet;  which,  you  know,  is 
quite  contrary  to  Euclid.  Her  very  blots  are  not  bold  like 
this  [here  a  large  blot  is  inserted],  but  poor  smears,  half  left 
in  and  half  scratched  out,  with  another  smear  left  in  iheit 
place.  I  like  a  clear  letter.  A  bold  free  hand  and  a  fearless 
flourish.  Then  she  has  always  to  go  through  them  (a  second 
operation)  to  dot  her  i'a  and  cross  her  ('s.  I  don't  think  she 
can  make  a  corkscrew  if  she  tried,  which  has  such  a  fine  ef- 
fect at  the  end  or  middle  of  an  epistle,  and  fills  up. 

"  There  is  a  corkscrew !  One  of  the  best  I  ever  drew. 
By-ihe-way,  what  incomparable  whiskey  that  was  of  M.'s! 
But,  if  I  am  to  write  a  letter,  let  me  begin,  and  not  stand  flour- 
ishing like  a  fencer  at  a  fair. 

"It  gives  me  great  pleasure,"  &c.,  &;c.,  &c. 
[The  letter  now  begins,] 

What  a  strange  mingling  of  humour  and  solemn  truth  is 
there  in  the  following  reflection  on  Fauntleroy's  fate,  in  a  let- 
ter addressed  to  Bernard  Bannn  ' 


"  And  now,  my  dear  sir,  tnflnig  apart,  the  gloomy  c 
phe  of  yesterday  mommg  prompts  j  sadder  vein.  The  fate 
of  the  unfortunate  Faunlleroy  makes  me,  whether  I  will  or 
no,  to  cast  reflecting  eyes  around  on  such  of  my  friends  as, 
by  a  parity  of  situation,  are  exposed  to  a  similarity  of  tempt- 
ation. My  very  style  seems  to  myself  to  become  more  im- 
pressive than  usual  with  the  charge  of  them.  Who  thai 
standelh  knowelh  but  he  may  yet  fall  ?  Your  hands  as  yet,  I 
am  most  v^illing  to  believe,  have  never  deviated  into  other's 
property.  You  think  it  impossible  that  you  could  ever  com- 
mit  so  heinous  an  offence;  but  so  thought  Fauutleroy  once; 
so  have  thought  many  besides  him,  who  at  last  have  expiated 
as  he  hath  done.  You  are  as  yet  upright ;  biit  you  are  a 
banker,  or,  at  least,  the  next  thing  to  it.  1  feel  the  delicacy  of 
Ihe  subject ;  but  cash  must  pass  through  your  hands,  some 
times  10  a  great  amount.  If  in  an  unguarded  hour — but  1 
will  hope  bettor.  Consider  the  scandal  it  will  bring  upon 
those  of  your  persuasion.  Thousands  would  go  lo  see  a 
Quaker  hanged  that  would  be  indifferent  to  the  fate  of  a  Pres- 
byterian or  an  Anabaptist.  Think  of  the  efi"ect  it  would  haw 
on  the  sale  of  your  poems  alone,  not  to  mention  higher  con 
siderations !  I  tremble,  I  am  sure,  at  myself,  when  I  think 
^at  so  many  poor  victims  of  the  law  at  one  time  of  their  life, 
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made  as  sure  of  rever  being  hanged  as  I,  in  my  own  pro 
gumption,  am  ready,  too  ready,  to  do  myself.  "Wiiat  are  wa 
belter  than  iheyl  Do  we  come  into  the  world  with  dif- 
ferent necks  ?  Is  there  any  distinctive  mark  under  our  lefl 
ears?  Are  we  unstrangulable,  I  ask  you  1  Think  on  ihcso 
ibings.  I  am  shocked  sometimes  at  the  shape  of  my  own 
fingers,  not  for  their  resemblance  to  the  ape  tribe  (which  is 
eomeilting),  but  for  the  exquisite  adaptation  of  them  to  ihe 
iiurposes  of  picking  fingering,  &c. 

"  No  one  that  is  so  framed,  I  maintain  it,  but  should  trem- 
ble. C,  L," 

In  the  year  1824  one  of  Lamb's  last  ties  to  the  thealre,  as 
»  scene  of  present  enjoyment,  was  severed.  Mimden,  the 
rich  peculiarities  of  whose  acting  he  has  embalmed  in  one  of 
ihe  choicest  "Essays  of  Elia,"  left  the  stage  in  ;he  mel- 
lowness of  his  powers.  His  relish  for  Munden's  acting  was 
almost  a  new  sense ;  he  did  not  compare  him  with  the  old 
comedians,  as  having  common  qualities  with  them,  but  regard- 
ed him  as  altogether  of  a  difTerent  and  original  etyle.  On  the 
last  night  of  his  appearance  Lamb  was  very  desitoua  to  at- 
tend, but  every  place  in  the  boxes  had  long  been  secured ; 
and  Lamb  was  not  strong  enough  to  stand  the  tremendous 
rush,  by  enduringwhich,  alone,  he  could  hope  to  obtain  a  place 
in  the  pit ;  when  Munden's  gratitude  for  his  exquisite  praise 
anticipated  his  wish,  by  providing  for  him  and  Miss  Lamb 
places  in  a  corner  of  the  orchestra-,  close  to  the  stage.  I'he 
play  of  the  "  Poor  Gendeman,"  in  which  Mundcn  played  "  Sir 
Robert  Bramble,"  had  concluded,  and  the  audience  were  im- 
patiently wailing  for  the  farce,  in  which  the  great  comedian 
was  to  delight  them  for  the  last  time,  when  my  attention  was 
suddenly  called  to  Iiamb  by  Miss  Kelly,  who  sat  with  my  parly 
far  withdrawn  into  lb e  obscurity  of  one  of  the  upper  boxes,  but 
overlooking  the  radiant  hollow  which  waved  below  us,  to  our 
friend.  In  his  hand,  directly  beneath  the  line  of  stage  lights, 
glistened  a  hilge  porter  pot,  which  he  was  draining ;  while  the 
broad  face  of  old  Munden  was  seen  thrust  out  from  the  door 
by  which  the  musicians  enter,  watching  the  close  of  the 
draught,  when  he  might  receive  and  hide  the  portentous  beak- 
er from  the  gaze  of  ihe  admiring  neighbours.  Some  unknown 
benefactor  had  sent  four  pots  of  stout  lo  keep  up  the  veteran's 
heart  during  his  last  trial ;  and,  not  able  to  drink  them  all,  he  be- 
ll^ought  him  of  Lamb;  and  without  considering  the  wonder 
which  would  be  excited  in  the  briUiant  crowd  who  surrounded 
him,  conveyed  himself  the  cordial  chalice  to  Iiamb's  parched 
lips.  At  ihe  end  of  the  same  farce  Munden  found  himself  unable 
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10  deliver,  frnm  memory,  a  short  and  elegant  address  which 
one  of  his  sons  had  written  for  him  ;  but,  provided  against  ac- 
cidents, took  it  from  his  pocket,  wiped  his  eyes,  put  on  his 
spectacles,  read  it,  and  made  his  last  bow.  This  was,  per- 
haps, the  last  night  when  Lamb  took  a  hearty  interest  in  the 
present  business  scene  ;  for  though  he  went  now  and  then  tc 
the  theatre  to  gratify  Misa  Isola,  or  to  please  an  author  who 
was  his  friend,  his  real  stage  henceforth  only  spread  itself  oui 
\a  the  selectest  chambers  of  his  memory. 


CHAPTER  XV. 


Lamb's  Emancipation  from  Ihe  India  House. 

The  year  1825  is  marked  by  one  of  the  principal  events  m 
Lamb's  uneventful  life— his  retirement  from  the  drudgery  of 
the  desk,  with  a  pension  equal  to  two  thirds  of  his  now  liber- 
al salary.  The  following  letters  vividly  exhibit  his  hopes 
and  his  apprehensions  before  he  received  this  noble  boon  from 
the  East  India  Company,  and  his  bewilderment  of  pleasure 
when  he  found  himself  in  reality  free.  He  has  recorded  his 
feelings  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  his  "Last  Essays  of 
Elia,"  entitled  '•  The  Superannuated  Man  ;"  but  it  will  be  in- 
teresting to  contemplate  them,  "living  as  ihey  rose,"  inthe 
unstudied  letters  to  which  this  chapter  is  devoted. 

A  new  series  of  the  London  Magazine  was  commenced 
with  this  year,  in  an  increased  size  and  price  ;  but  the  spirit 
of  the  work  had  evaporated,  as  often  happens  lo  periodical 
works,  as  the  store  of  rich  fancies  with  which  its  contributors 
had  begun  was  in  a  measure  exhausted.  Lamb  contributed 
a  "  Memoir  of  Liston,"  who  occasionally  enlivened  Lamb's 
evening  parties  with  his  society  ;  and  who,  besides  the  inter- 
est which  ho  derived  from  his  theatrical  fame,  was  recom- 
mended to  Lamb  by  the  cordial  admiration  he  expressed  for 
Munden,whom  he  used  to  imitate  in  a  style  delightfully  blend- 
ing his  own  humour  with  that  of  his  some  lime  rival.  The 
*'  Memoir"  is  altogether  a  fiction — of  which,  as  Lamb  did  not 
think  it  worthy  of  republication,  I  will  only  give  a  specimen. 
After  a  ludicrously  improbable  account  of  his  hero's  pedigree, 
birth,  and  early  habits.  Lamb  thus  represents  his  enlranse  on 
the  life  of  an  actor. 
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"  We  accordingly  find  him  shortly  after  making  his  dehut, 
as  it  is  called,  upon  the  Norwich  boards,  in  tlie  season  of  ilial 
year,  heing  then  in  the  twenty-second  year  of  his  age.  Hav- 
ing a  natural  bent  to  tragedy,  he  chose  the  part  of '  Pyrrhus' 
in  the  '  Distressed  Mother,'  to  Sally  Parker's  '  Hermione. 
We  find  him  afterward  as  '  Barnwell,'  '  Altamont,' '  Charaont,' 
&c.;  but,  as  if  nature  had  destined  him  to  the  sock,  an  una- 
Toidablo  infirmity  absolutely  discapacitated  him  for  tragedy 
His  person,  at  this  latter  period  of  which  I  have  been  speak- 
iug,  was  graceful,  and  even  commanding;  his  countenance 
set  to  gravity  ;  he  had  the  power  of  arresting  the  attention  of 
an  audience  at  first  sight  almost  beyond  any  other  tragic  actor. 
But  he  could  not  hold  it.  To  understand  this  obstacle,  we  must 
go  back  a  few  years,  to  those  appalling  reveries  at  Cham- 
wood.  Those  illusions,  which  had  vanished  before  the  dis- 
sipation of  a  less  recluse  life  and  more  free  society,  now  in 
his  solitary  tragic  studies,  and  amid  the  intense  calls  upon 
feeling  incident  to  tragic  acting,  came  back  upon  him  with 
tenfold  vividness.  In  the  midst  of  some  most  pathetic  passage 
— the  parting  of  Jaffier  with  his  dying  friend,  for  instance^he 
wonld  suddenly  be  surprised  with  a  violent  fit  of  horse  laughter. 
While  the  spectators  were  all  sobbing  before  him  with  emo- 
tion, suddenly  one  of  those  grotesque  faces  would  peep  out 
upon  him,  and  he  could  not  resist  the  impulse.  A  timely  ex- 
cuse once  or  twice  served  his  purpose,  but  no  audiences  could 
be  expected  to  bear  repeatedly  this  violation  of  the  continuity 
of  feeling.  He  describes  them  (the  illusions)  as  so  many  de- 
mons haunting  him,  and  paralyzing  every  effort.  Even  now, 
I  am  told,  he  cannot  recite  the  famous  soliloquy  in  Hamlet, 
even  in  private,  without  immoderate  bursts  of  laughter.  How- 
ever, what  he  had  not  force  of  reason  sufficient  to  overcome,  he 
had  good  sense  enough  to  turn  to  emolument,  and  determined 
to  make  a  commodity  of  bis  distemper.  He  prudently  ex- 
changed the  buskin  for  the  sock,  and  the  illusions  instantly 
ceased  ;  or,  if  they  occurred  for  a  short  season,  by  their  very 
co-operation  added  a  zest  to  his  comic  vein ;  some  of  his  moat 
catching  faces  being  (as  he  expresses  it)  little  more  than  tran- 
fcripts  anil  copies  of  those  extraordinary  phantasmata." 

He  completed  his  half  centnry  on  the  day  when  he  aJ 
dressed  the  following  letter 

TO    BERNARD    BARTON. 

"  10th  February,  1925. 

"Dear  B.  B.— The  'Spirit  of  the  Age*  is  by  HazUlt,  th( 

eharacters  of  Coleridge,  &fi    he  had  done  better  in  formo 
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publications,  the  praise  and  the  abuse  mutli  stronger,  &c, 
but  the  uew  ones  are  capitally  done.  Home  Tooko  is  a  match- 
less portrait.  My  advice  is,  to  borrow  it  rather  than  buy  it, 
1  have  it :  he  has  laid  too  many  colours  on  my  likeness ;  but  1 
have  had  so  much  injustice  done  me  in  my  own  name,  that  I 
make  a  rule  of  accepting  as  much  over-measure  to  Elia  as 
gentlencen  think  proper  to  bestow.  Lay  it  on,  and  spare  nol. 
Your  gentleman  brother  sets  my  month  a  watering  after  liberty. 
Oh  that  I  were  kicked  out  of  Leadenhall,  with  every  mark  of 
indignity,  and  a  competence  in  my  fob.  The  birds  of  the  air 
would  not  be  so  free  as  I  should.  How  I  would  prance  and 
curvet  it,  and  pick  up  cowslips,  and  ramble  about  purposeless 
as  an  infant !  The  auihor-nometer  is  a  good  fancy.  I  have 
caused  great  speculation  in  the  dramatic  (not  thy). world  by  a 
lying  'Life  of  Lision,'  all  pure  invention.  The  town  has 
swallowed  it,  and  it  is  copied  into  uewspapers,  playbills,  &c., 
as  authentic.  You  do  not  know  the  droll,  and,  probably,  missed 
reading  the  article  (in  our  first  number,  new  series).  A  life 
more  improbable  for  him  to  have  lived  could  not  be  easily  in- 
vented. But  your  rebuke,  coupled  with  '  Dreams  on  J.  Bun- 
yan,'  checks  me.  I'd  rather  do  more  in  my  favourite  way, 
but  feel  dry.  I  must  laugh  sometimes.  I  am  poor  Hypo- 
chondriachus,  and  not  Listen. 

"  I  have  been  harassed  more  than  usually  at  office,  which 
has  stopped  my  correspondence  lately.  I  write  with  a  confused 
aching  head,  and  you  must  accept  this  apology  for  a  letter. 

"  I  will  do  something  soon,  if  I  can,  as  a  peace-offering  to  ike 
queen  of  the  East  Angles — something  sho  shan't  scold  about. 

"  For  the  present,  farewell. 

"  Thine,  C.  L." 

Freedom  now  gleamed  on  him,  and  he  became  restless 
with  the  approach  of  deliverance. 

TO    BERNARD    EAJtTON, 

"  March,  1825. 
"  Dear  B.  B.— I  have  had  no  impulse  to  write,  or  attend  to 
any  single  object  but  myself  for  weeks  past — my  single  self,  I 
by  myself— I,  I  am  sick  of  hope  deferred.  The  grand  wheel 
is  in  agitation  that  is  to  turn  up  my  fortune;  but  round  it 
rolls,  and  will  turn  up  nothing.  I  have  a  glimpse  of  freedom 
of  becoming  a  gentleman  at  large  ;  but  1  am  put  off  from  dai 
to  day.  I  have  offered  my  resignation,  and  it  is  neither  ac 
cepted  nor  rejected.  Eight  weeks  am  I  kept  in  this  fearful 
suspense.     Guess  what  an  absorbing  slate  I  feel  it.     I  am 
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not  conscious  of  the  existence  of  friends  present  or  absent 
The  East  India  Directors  alone  can  be  that  thing  to  me  or  not, 
1  have  just  learned  that  nothing  will  be  decided  this  week. 
Why  the  next  ?  Why  any  week  1  It  has  fretted  me  into  an 
itchof  the  fingers;  I  rub 'em  against  paper,  and  write  to  you. 
rather  iban  not  allay  this  scorbula. 

"  While  I  can  write,  let  me  abjure  you  to  have  no  doubts  oi 

Irving.     Let  Mr.  IM drop  his  disrespect.     Irving  has  pi-e- 

fised  a  dedication  (of  a  missionary  subject,  first  part)  to  Cole- 
ridge, the  most  beautiful,  cordial,  and  sincere.  He  there 
acknowledges  Jiis  obligation  lo  S.  T.  C.  for  his  knowledge  of 
Gospel  truths,  the  nature  of  a  Christian  Church,  &c.,  to  the 
talk  of  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge  (at  who^e  Gamaliel  feet  he 
sits  weekly)  rather  than  to  that  of  all  the  men  living.  This 
from  him,  the  great  dandled  and  petted  sectarian — to  a  reli- 
gious character  so  equivocal  in  the  worlds  eye  as  that  of  S. 
'J'.  C,  so  foreign  to  the  kirk's  estimate — can  this  man  be  a 
quacks  The  language  is  as  affecting  as  the  spirit  of  the 
dedication.  Some  friend  told  him,  '  This  dedication  will  do 
you  no  good,'  i.  e.,  not  in  the  world's  repute,  or  with  your  owr, 
people,     '  That  is  a  reason  for  doing  it,'  quoth  Irving. 

"  I  am  thoroughly  pleased  with  him.  He  is  firm,  outspeak 
ing,  intrepid,  and  docile  as  a  pupil  of  Pythagoras.  You  musi 
like  him. 

"  Yours,  in  tremours  of  painful  hope, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

These  Ircmours  of  painful  hope  were  soon  changed  into 
certain  joy.  The  foil  owing  letters  contain  his  own  expressions 
of  delight  on  his  deliverance,  as  conveyed  to  several  of  his 
dearest  friends.  In  the  first  his  happiness  is  a  little  checked 
by  the  death  of  Mr.  Monkhoiise,  a  relation  of  Mrs.  Words- 
worth, who  had  gradually  won  Lamb's  affections,  and  whc 
nobly  deserved  them. 

TO    MR.    WORDSWORTH, 

"  Colebrook  Collage,  eth  April,  isas. 

"  Dear  Wordsworth — I  have  been  several  limes  meditating 
a  letter  lo  you  concerning  (he  good  thing  which  has  befallen 
me,  but  the  thought  of  poor  Monkhouse  came  across  me.  He 
was  one  that  I  had  exulted  in  the  prospect  of  congratulating 
me.  He  and  you  were  to  have  been  the  first  participators 
for,  indeed,  it  has  been  ten  weeks  since  the  first  motion  of  it. 
Here  am  1,  then,  after  thirty-three  years'  slavery,  sitting  in  my 
own  room  at  eleven  o'clock  this  finest  of  all  April  mornings 
a  freed  man.  with  44W.  a  year  for  the  remainder  of  mv  life' 
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live  I  as  long  as  John  Deniiis,  who  outlived  hia  annuity  and 
starved  at  ninety ;  44U.,  t.  e.,450i.,  with  a  deduction  of  9/  foi 
a  provision  secured  to  my  sister,  she  being  surviver,  the  pen 
sion  guaranteed  by  Act  Georgii  TertiJ,  &c. 

"  I  came  home  for  eveh  on  Tuesday  in  last  week.  The 
incomprehensibleness  of  my  condition  overwhelmed  me.  It 
was  like  passing  from  life  into  eternity.  Every  year  to  be 
as  k'-fg  as  three,  i.  «.,  to  have  three  times  as  much  real  time — 
time  that  is  my  own,  in  it !  I  wandered  about  thinking  I  was 
happy,  but  feeling  I  was  not.  But  that  tumultuousness  is  pass- 
ing off,  and  I  begin  to  understand  the  nature  of  the  gift.  Holy- 
days,  even  the  annual  month,  were  always  uneasy  joys  with 
their  conscious  fugitiveness ;  the  craving  after  making  the 
most  of  them.  Now,  when  all  is  holyday,  there  are  no  holy- 
days.  I  can  sil  at  home,  in  rain  or  shine,  without  a  restless 
impulse  for  walkings.  I  am  daily  steadying,  and  shall  soon 
find  it  as  natural  to  me  to  be  my  own  master  as  it  has  been 
irksome  to  have  had  a  master.  Mary  wakes  every  morning 
with  an  obscure  feeling  that  some  good  has  happened  to  us. 

" and  ,  after   their  releasements,  describe   the 

sfiock  of  their  emancipation  much  as  I  feel  m  ne  Bui  it  hurl 
their  frames.  I  eat,  drink,  and  sleep  sound  as  ever  1  lay 
no  anxious  schemes  for  going  hither  and  thither  but  take 
things  as  they  occur.  Yesterday  I  excursioned  Iwentj  miles 
to-day  I  write  a  few  letters.  Pleasuring  wis  for  fugitive 
playdays,  mine  are  fugitive  only  in  the  sense  that  life  is  fu 
gitive.     Freedom  and  life  coexistent ! 

'■  At  the  foot  of  such  a  call  upon  you  for  gratuhiion  I  im 
ashamed  to  advert  to  that  melancholy  event  ftlonkhouse 
was  a  character  I  learned  to  love  slowl)  but  il  grew  upon 
me,  yeariy,  monthly,  dailj'.  What  a  chasm  has  it  made  in 
our  pleasant  parties !  His  noble  friendl)  face  wis  always 
coming  before  me,  till  this  hurrying  event  in  my  life  came 
and,  for  the  time,  has  absorbed  all  interest  in  fact  it  has  sha 
My    Id  d    k      mp     '  'hwhomlhav 
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ory  Orations'  lo  S.  T.  C?  Who  shall  call  this  man  a  quack 
hereafter?  What  the  kirk  will  think  of  it  neither  I  nor  Ir- 
ving care.  When  somebody  suggested  to  him  that  it  would 
not  be  likely  to  do  him  good,  videlicet,  among  his  own  people 
'  That  is  a  reason  for  doing  it,'  was  his  noble  answer.  That 
Irving  tl*  k  1  has  p  fit  d  '  ly  by  S.  T.  C,  I  have  no 
doub        II  y     yl      1   h    d  d  n  shows  it. 

"  C  mm  my  h  j    and  beg  his  pardon 

for  my  b  g  1  g  kn  wl  dg  g  I  s  kind  present  of  the 
'  Cliu  h    h  m  h       g  no  reference  to  him- 

self, p  d        1  A  h  n  of  my  deep  respect 

andf       dl        fig 

"  D     d     h        m  h  h     ke  the  whole  to  you — 


Ihsh  letter ! 

'■  0.  La 


I   BERNAIill    BARTON. 

o  tumultuary  with  the  novelty 


I  was  set  free  on  Tuesday  in  last  week  at  four  o'clock.     I 
came  home  for  ever ! 

"I  have  been  describing  my  feelings  as  well  as  1  can  lo 
Wordsworth  in  a  long  letter,  and  don't  care  to  repeat.  Take 
it  br  efly,  that  for  a  few  days  I  was  painfully  oppressed  by  so 
mighty  a  change,  but  it  is  becoming  daily  more  natural  to  me, 
I  went  and  sat  among  'em  all  at  my  old  thirty-three -years' 
desk  yester  morning ;  and,  deuse  take  me,  if  I  had  not  yearn- 
ings at  leaving  all  my  old  pen-and-ink  fellows,  merry,  sociable 
lads,  at  leaving  them  in  the  lurch,  fag,  fag,  fag !  The  com- 
parison of  my  own  superior  felicity  gave  me  anything  but 

"  B.  B.,  I  would  not  serve  another  seven  years  for  seven 
hundred  thousand  pounds !  I  have  got  440/.  nett  for  life, 
sanctione']  by  act  of  parliament,  with  a  provision  for  Mary  if 
she  sunives  me.  I  will  live  another  fifty  years ;  or,  if  I  live 
but  ten,  they  will  be  thirty,  reckoning  the  quantity  of  real 
lime  in  them,  i.  e.,  the  time  that  is  a  man's  own.  Tell  me 
how  yon  like  '  Barbara  S.  ;"*  will  it  be  received  in  atonement 

*  The  irueliiTimeofthis  beautiful  alory  is  sti'll  living,  though  she  has  Iff 
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for  tne  foolish  'Vision' — I  mean  by  the  lady^  Apropos,  1 
never  saw  Mrs,  Crawford  in  my  life ;  nevertheless,  it's  al! 
true  of  somebody. 

"Address  me,  in  future,  Colebrooke  cottage,  Islington.  1 
am  really  nervous  (but  that  will  wear  off),  so  lake  this  briel 
a  nniun  cement. 

'•yoiits,  truly  C.  L." 


TO  MISS   I 

"Dear  Miss  Hutchinson — You  want  to  know  all  about  my 
fail  delivery.  Take  it,  then.  About  twelve  weeks  since  I 
had  a  sort  of  intimation  that  a  resignation  might  be  well  ac- 
cepted from  me.  This  was  a  kind  bird's  whisper.  On  that 
hint  I  spake.  G — —  and  T  '  -  furnished  me  with  certifi- 
cates of  wasted  health  and  sore  spirits— not  much  more  than 
ihe  truth,  I  promise  you — and  for  nine  weeks  I  was  kept  in  a 
fright.  1  had  gone  too  far  to  recede,  and  they  might  take  ad- 
vantage, and  dismiss  me  with  a  much  less  sum  than  I  had  reck- 
oned on.  However,  liberty  came  at  last,  with  a  liberal  provis- 
ion. I  have  given  up  what  1  could  have  lived  on  in  the  coun- 
try ;  but  have  enough  to  live  here  by  management  and  scrib- 
bling occasionally.  I  would  not  go  back  to  my  prison  for 
seven  years  longer  for  10,0002.  a  year — seven  years  after  one 
is  fifty  is  no  trifle  to  give  up.  Still  I  am  a  young  pensioner, 
and  have  served  but  ihirly-ihree  years ;  very  few,  t  assure 
you,  retire  before  forty,  forty-five,  or  fifty  years'  service. 

"You  will  ask  how  I  bear'my  freedom.  Faith,  for  some 
days  I  was  staggered  ;  could  not  comprehend  the  magnitude 
of  my  deliverance ;  was  confused,  giddy ;  knew  not  whether 
I  was  on  my  head  or  my  heel,  as  ihey  say.  But  those  giddy 
feelings  have  gone  away,  and  my  wealher-glass  stands  at  a 
degree  or  two  above 


"  I  go  about  quiet,  and  have  none  of  that  restless  hunting 
alter  recreation,  which  made  holydays  formerly  uneasy  joys. 
All  being  holydays,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  none,  as  they  do  in 
heaven,  where  'tis  all  red-letter  days.  I  have  a  kind  letter 
from  the  Words  worths,  congratulatory  not  a  little.  It  is  a 
damp,  I  do  assure  you,  amid  all  my  prospects,  that  I  can  re- 
ceive nune  from  a  quarter  upon  which  I  had  calculated,  almost 
more  than  from  any,  upon  receiving  congratulations.  I  had 
grown  to  like  poor  Monkhouse  more  and  more,     I  do  not  es- 

er  Quaker  tbsn  B.  B.  feel  "  that  iher* 
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teem  a  soul  living  or  not  living  moie  warmly  ihan  I  had  grow 
to  esteem  and  value  him.  But  words  are  vain.  We  hava 
none  of  us  to  count  upon  many  years.  That  is  iho  only  cure 
for  Bad  thoughts.  If  only  Bome  died,  and  the  rest  were  per- 
manent on  earth,  what  a  thing  a  friend's  death  would  be  then  ! 
"  I  must  take  leave,  having  put  off  answering  a  load  of  let- 
ters to  this  morning,  and  this,  alas  !  is  the  first.  Our  kindest 
remembrances  to  Mrs.  Monk  house, 

"  And  believe  us  yours  most  truly, 

"  0.  Lamb. 

'■  ISlh  Aprii.  ISaS," 

In  this  Biimmer  Lamb  and  bis  sister  paid  a  long  visit  to 
Enfield,  which  induced  their  removing  thither  some  time  after- 
ward.    The  following  letter  is  addressed  thence 


"  19th  August,  1SZ5. 

"  jJear  Southey — You'll  know  who  tliis  letter  comes  from 
by  opening  slap  dash  upon  the  text,  as  in  the  good  old  limes, 
I  never  could  come  into  the  custom  of  envelopes ;  'tis  a  mod- 
ern foppery ;  the  Plinian  correspondence  gives  no  hint  of 
such.  In  singleness  of  sheet  and  meaning,  then,  I  thank  you 
for  your  little  book.  I  am  ashamed  to  add  a  codicil  of  thanks 
for  your  '  Book  of  the  Church.'  I  scarce  feel  competent  to 
give  an  opinion  of  the  latter  ;  I  have  not  read  enough  of  that 
kind  to  venture  at  it.  I  can.  only  say  the  fact,  that  I  liave 
read  it  with  attention  and  interest.  Being,  as  you  know,  not 
quite  a  churchman,  I  felt  a  jealousy  at  the  Church  taking  to 
herself  the  whole  deserts  of  Christianity,  Catholic  and  Prot- 
estant, from  Druid  extirpation  downward,  I  call  all  good 
Christians  the  Church,  Capillarians  and  all.  But  I  am  in  loo 
light  a  humour  to  touch  these  matters.  May  all  our  churches 
flourish !  Two  things  staggered  me  in  the  poem  (and  one 
of  them  staggered  both  of  us).  I  cannot  away  with  a  beauti- 
ful series  of  verses,  as  I  protest  they  are,  commencing  '  Jen- 
ner,'  'Tis  like  a  choice  banquet  opened  with  a  pill  or  an 
electuary — physic  stuff.  T'other  is,  we  cannot  make  out  how 
Edith  should  be  no  more  than  ten  years  old.  By'r  Lady,  we 
had  taken  her  to  be  some  sixteen  or  upward.  We  suppose 
you  have  only  chosen  the  round  number  for  the  metre.  Or 
poem  and  dedication  may  be  both  older  than  they  pretend  to ; 
but,  then,  some  hint  might  have  been  given  ;  for,  as  it  standi 
it  may  only  serve  some  day  to  puzzle  the  parish  reckoning. 
But,  without  inquiring  further  (for  'tis  ungracious  to  look  into 
» lady's  years),  the  dedication  is  eminently  pleasing  aid  tender 
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M,(I  WO  wish  Edith  May  Southey  joy  of  it.  Sometljing,  too, 
struck  us  38  if  we  had  heard  of  the  death  of  John  May.  A 
John  May's  death  was  a  few  years  since  in  the  papers.  We 
think  the  tale  one  of  the  quietest,  prettiest  things  we  have 
seen.  You  have  been  temperate  in  the  use  of  localities, 
which  generally  spoil  poems  laid  in  exotic  regions.  You 
mostly  cannot  stir  out  (in  such  things)  for  hummingbirds  and 
lireflies.     A  tree  is  a  magnolia,  &c 

'  Can  I  but  like  the  truly  Catholic  apiril? 
Blame  as  thou  majst  Ihe  papisl'a  erring  creed' — 

wnich,  and  other  passages,  brought  me  back  to  the  old  An 
ihology  days,  and  the  admonitory  lesson  to  '  Dear  George'  on 
'  The  Vesper  Bell,'  a  little  poem  which  retains  its  first  hold 
upon  me  strangely. 

"  The  compliment  to  the  translatress  is  daintly  conceived 
Nothing  is  choicer  in  that  sort  of  writing  than  to  bring  in  some 
remote,  impossible  parallel — as  between  a  great  empress  and 
the  inobtrusive  quiet  aotd  who  digged  her  noiseless  way  so 
perseveringly  through  that  rugged  Paraguay  mine.  How  she 
DobrizhoiTered  it  ali  out,  it  puzzles  my  slender  Latinity  lo 
conjecture.  Why  do  you  seem  to  sanction  Landor's  allego- 
rizing away  of  honest  Quixote  !  He  may  as  well  say  Strap 
is  meant  to  symbolize  the  Scottish  nation  before  the  Union, 
and  Random  since  that  act  of  dubious  issue ;  or  that  Partridge 
means  the  Mystical  Man,  and  Lady  Bellaston  typifies  the 
Woman  upon  Many  Waters.  Gebir,  indeed,  may  mean  the 
state  of  the  hop-markets  last  month,  for  anything  I  know  to 
the  contrary.  That  a!l  Spain  overflowed  with  romancical 
books  (as  Madge  Newcastle  calls  them)  was  no  reason  that 
Cervantes  should  not  smile  at  the  matter  of  them ;  nor  even  a 
reason  that,  in  another  mood,  he  might  not  multiply  them, 
deeply  as  he  was  tinctured  with  the  essence  of  them.  Quix- 
ote is  the  father  of  gentle  ridicule,  and,  at  the  same  lime,  the 
very  depository  and  treasury  of  chivalry  and  highest  notions. 
Marry,  when  somebody  persuaded  Cervantes  that  he  meant 
only  fun,  and  put  him  upon  writing  that  unfortunate  second 
pan,  with  the  confederacies  of  that  unworthy  duke  and  most 
contemptible  duchess,  Cervantes  sacrificed  his  instinct  to  his 
understanding. 

"  We  got  your  little  book  but  last  night,  being  at  Enfield, 
to  which  place  we  came  about  a  month  since,  and  are  having 
quiet  holydaya.  Mary  walks  her  twelve  miles  a  day  some 
days,  and  I  my  twenty  on  others.  'Tis  all  holjday  with  me 
now,  you  know.     The  change  works  admirably. 

"  For  literary  news,  in  my  poor  way,  I  have  a  ono-act  farce 
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50ing  to  be  acted  at  Haymarket ;  but  whent  is  the  question 
Tis  an  extravaganza,  and  like  enough  to  follow  Mr.  H.  '  The 
London  Magazine'  has  shifted  its  pubhshers  once  more,  and 
I  shall  shift  myseif  out  of  it.  It  is  fallen.  My  ambition  ia 
not  at  present  higher  than  to  write  nonsense  for  the  play 
houses,  to  eke  out  a  something  contracted  income.  Tempm 
sTat.  There  was  a  time,  my  dear  Comwallis,  when  the 
Muse,  &c.     But  I  am  now  in  Mac  Flecno's  predicament — 

'  Promised  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  n  farce.' 

"  Coleridge  is  better  (was,  at  least,  a  few  weeks  since) 
than  he  has  been  for  years.  His  accomplishing  his  book  al 
last  has  been  a  source  of  vigour  to  him.  We  are  on  a  hail 
visit  to  his  friend  Allsnp,  at  a  Mrs,  Leishinan's,  Enfield,  but 
expect  10  be  at  Colebrooke  cottage  in  a  week  or  so,  where, 
or  anywhere,  I  shall  be  always  most  happy  lo  receive  tidings 
from  you.  G.  Dyer  is  in  the  height  of  an  uxorious  paradise. 
His  honeymoon  will  not  wane  lilt  he  wax  cold.  Never  was 
a  more  happy  pair,  since  Acme  and  Septimius,  and  longer. 
Farewell,  with  many  thanks,  dear  S.  Our  loves  to  all  round 
your  Wrekin. 

"  Your  old  friend, 

"  C.   I,AMB." 

The  farce  referred  to  in  this  letter  was  founded  on  Lamb's 
essay  "  On  the  Inconvenience  of  being  Hanged."  It  was, 
perhaps,  loo  slight  for  ibe  stage,  and  never  was  honoured  by 
a  trial;  but  was  uliimately  published  in  "Blackwood's  Mag- 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

[1826  to  1828.] 

Le  lers  to  Robinson,  Carey,  Coleridge,  Patmote,  Procter,  and  Barton. 

When  the  iirst  enjoyment  of  freedom  was  over,  it  may  be 
doubled  whether  Lamb  was  happier  for  the  change.  He 
lost  a  grievance  on  which  he  could  lavish  all  the  fantastical 
exaggeration  of  a  sufferer  without  wounding  the  feelings  ol 
any  individual,  and  perhaps  the  loss  was  scarcely  compen- 
sated by  the  listless  leisure  which  it  brought  him.  When- 
flver  the  facile  kindness  of  his  disposition  permitted,  he  fled 
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Irom  those  temptations  of  society,  which  he  could  only  avoid 
by  iljght ;  and  hia  evening  hours  of  solitude  were  hardly  so 
aweet  aa  when  they  were  the  reliefs  and  resting-places  of  his 
mind — "ghmpses  which  might  make  him  leas  forlorn"  of  the 
world  of  poetry  and  romance.  Hia  mornings  were  chiefly 
occupied  in  long  walks,  sometimes  extending  to  ten  or  twelve 
miles,  in  which  at  this  time  he  was  accompanied  by  a  noble 
dog,  the  property  of  Mr.  Hood,  to  whose  humours  Lamb  be- 
came almost  a  slave,  and  who  at  last  acquired  so  portentous 
an  ascendency,  that  Lamb  requested  his  friend  Mr.  Patmore  to 
take  him  uiider  his  care.*  At  length  the  desire  of  assisting  Mr. 
Hone  in  his  struggle  to  support  his  family  by  antiquarian  re- 
search and  modern  pleasantry,  renewed  to  him  the  blessing  of 
regular  labour  ;  he  began  the  task  of  reading  through  the  glo- 
rious heap  of  dramas  coiiecled  at  the  British  Museum  under  the 
title  of  the  »  Garriclc  Plays,"  to  glean  scenes  of  interest  and 
beauty  for  the  work  of  his  friend ;  and  the  work  of  kindness 
brought  with  it  ila  own  reward. 

"  It  is  a  sort  of  ofRce  work  to  me,"  says  Lamb,  in  a  letter 
to  Barton ;  "  hours  ten  to  four  the  same.  It  does  me  good. 
Men  must  have  regular  occupation  that  have  been  used  to  it." 

The  Christmas  of  1825  was  a  melancholy  season  for  Lamb. 
He  had  always  from  a  boy  spent  Christmas  in  the  Temple 
with  Mr.  Norris,  an  officer  of  the  Inner  Temple,  and  this 
Christmas  was  made  wretched  by  the  last  illness  of  his  oldest 
friend.  Anxious  to  excite  the  sympathy  of  the  Benchers  of 
ihe  Inn  for  the  survivers,  Lamb  addressed  the  following  letter 
to  a  friend  as  zealous  as  himself  in  all  generous  oiEces,  in  order 
that  he  might  show  it  to  some  of  the  Benchers. 


"Court  Magazine." 

lade  himself 
ravaganliy  ei 


r  behind,  scouring  the 


_    _  _  _  s  companion  either  be 

fields  or  roads  in  all  directions,   scampering 

Btreels,'  and  leaving  Lamb  in  a  perfect  fevar  of  u^^^^y^  -.^  ^..."j — -,  -— 
he  was  afraid  of  losing  the  dog  when  it  was  oul  of  sight,  and  yet  could  not 
persuade  himself  to  keep  it  in  eight  for  a  moment  by  curbing  its  loymg  spirit. 
hash  knew  Lamb's  weakness  in  these  particulars  as  well  as  he  did  hiinself, 
sndlookadue  doglike  adtantage  of  it.  In  the  Regent's  Park,  in  particular 
Dash  had  his  master  completely  at  his  mercy  ;  for  the  moment  they  got  into 
the  ring,  he  used  to  gel  through  the  paling  on  to  the  greensward,  and  disap- 
pear  for  a  quarter  or  half  an  hour  together,  knowing  perfectly  well  that  LamB 
did  col  dare  move  from  the  snot  whaie  he  (Dash)  had  disappeared  Ull  such 
lime  as  he  thought  proper  to  ^ow  himself  again.  And  they  used  to  take  thii 
particular  walk  much  oftener  than  they  otbemrise  would,  precisely  because 
Dash  liked  it  and  Lamb  did  not."  Under  his  second  master  we  learn  fram 
(he  same  source  that  Daah  "  subsided  into  the  best  bred  and  b'^.  behavod  t* 


Hcssdb,  Google 


256  LETTER   TO   ROBINSON. 

TO   MR.  II.  C.  RODINSON. 

"  Cotebrooke  Row,  Islington,  Saturday,  20lli  Jan.,  ISatk 

•■  Dear  Robinson — I  called  upon  you  this  moining,  and  found 
you  were  gone  lo  visit  a  dying  friem!.  I  had  been  upon  a  like 
errand.  Poor  Norris  has  been  lying  dying  for  now  almost  a 
week,  such  is  the  penally  we  pay  for  having  enjoyed  a  strong 
constitution!  Whether  he  knew  me  or  not,  1  know  not;  or 
whether  he  saw  me  through  his  poor  glazed  eyes ;  but  the 
group  1  saw  about  him  I  shall  not  forget.  Upon  the  bed  or 
about  it  were  assembled  his  wife  and  two  daughters,  and  poor 
(leaf  Richard,  his  son,  looking  doubly  stupified.  There  they 
were,  and  seemed  to  have  been  sitting  ali  the  week.  I  could 
only  reach  out  a  hand  to  Mrs.  Norris.  Speaking  was  irapos- 
siblo  in  that  mule  chamber.  By  this  lime  I  hope  it  is  all  over 
with  him.  In  him  I  have  a  loss  the  world  cannot  make  up. 
He  was  my  friend  and  my  father's  friend  all  the  life  I  can  re- 
member. 1  seem  to  have  made  foolish  friendships  ever  since. 
Those  are  friendships  which  outlive  a  second  generation.  Old 
as  1  am  waxing,  in  his  eyes  I  was  still  the  child  he  first  knew 
me.  To  the  last  he  called  me  Charley.  I  have  none  lo  call 
me  Charley  now.  He  was  the  last  link  that  bound  me  to  the 
Temple.  You  are  but  of  yesterday.  In  him  seem  to  have 
died  the  old  plainness  of  manners  and  singleness  of  heart. 
Letters  he  knew  nothing  of,  not  did  his  reading  extend  beyond 
the  pages  of  the  '  Gentleman's  Magazine.'  Yet  there  was  a 
pride  of  literature  about  him  from  being  among  books  (he  was 
librarian),  and  from  some  scraps  of  doubtfu]  Latin  which  he  bad 
picked  up  in  his  office  of  entering  siudenU,  that  gave  him  very 
diverting  airs  of  pedantry.  Can  I  forget  the  erudite  look  with 
which,  when  he  had  been  in  vain  trying  to  make  out  a  black- 
letter  text  of  Chaucer  in  the  Temple  Library  he  laid  it  down 
and  lold  me  that—'  in  those  old  books,  Cha  ie      h    e  m 

limes  a  deal  of  very  indilferent  spelling;'    nd  s     n  d 
sole  himself  in  the  reflection !     His  jok       f      1      h  d  1 
jokes,  are  now  ended ;  but  ihey  were  old     u   y  p  1 

staples  that  pleased  after  decies  repeiUa,  a  d  w       alway 
good  as  new.     One  song  he  had,  which  w  d  f      h 

night  of  Christmas-day,  which  we  always    p         n   he  T  n 
pie.     It  was  an  old  thing,  and  spoke  of  I'h    fl     bo     n 
foes,  and  the  possibility  of  their  coming  o  d    k  i 

alluded  to  llweats  of  an  invasioti  many  ye       bl  nd 

when  he  tame  to  the  part 


bis  eyes  would  sparkie  as  with  the  freshness  of  an  niipendmg 
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event.  And  wliat  is  the  Brussels  Gazette  nowT  I  cry  whH« 
I  enumerate  these  trifles.  '  How  shall  we  tell  them  in  a 
atraiiger's  ear  V 

"My  first  motive  in  writing,  and,  indeed,  in  calling  on  you, 
was  to  ask  if  you  were  enough  acquainted  with  any  of  (he 
benchers  to  lay  a  plain  statement  before  them  of  the  circum- 
stances of  the  family.  1  almost  fear  not,  for  you  are  of  another 
hall.  But  if  you  can  oblige  me  and  my  poor  friend,  who  ia 
now  insensible  to  any  favours,  pray  exert  yourself.  You  can- 
not say  too  much  good  of  poor  Norris  and  his  poor  wife. 

"  Charles  Lamb." 


TO    EF.BNARD    BARTON, 

"  Dear  B.  B.— I  got  your  book  not  more  than  five  days  ago, 
so  am  not  so  negligent  as  I  must  have  appeared  to  you  with  a 
fornight's  sin'  upon  my  shoulders.  I  tell  you  with  sincerity, 
that  I  think  you  have  completely  succeeded  in  what  you  in- 
tended to  do.  What  is  poetry  may  be  disputed— these  are 
poetry  to  me  at  least.  They  are  concise,  pithy,  and  moving; 
uniform  as  they  are,  and  un embellished.  I  read  them  through 
at  two  sittings,  without  one  sensation  approaching  to  tedium 
I  do  not  know  that  among  your  many  kind  presents  of  this 
nature,  this  is  not  my  favourite  volume.  The  language  is 
never  lax,  and  there  is  a  unity  of  design  and  fee.ling.  You 
wrote  them  with  love — lo  avoid  the  coxcombical  phrase,  ron 
amore.  I  am  particularly  pleased  with  the  '  Spiritual  Iiaw,' 
pages  34  and  35.  It  reminded  me  of  Quarles,  and  '  holy  Mr. 
Ile^'bert,'  as  Izaak  Walton  calls  him ;  the  two  best,  if  not  only, 
ofourdevotionalpoets,though  some  prefer  Watts  and  someTom 
Moore.  I  am  far  from  well  or  in  my  right  spirits,  and  shud- 
der at  pen-and-ink  work.  I  poke  out  a  monthly  crudity  for 
Cdbum  in  his  magazine,  which  I  call '  Popular  Fallacies,' and 
periodically  crush  a  proverb  or  two,  setting  up  my  folly  against 
the  wisdom  of  nations.     Do  you  see  the  '  New  Monthly.' 

"One  word  I  must  object  to  in  your  little  book,  and  it  lecuri) 
more  than  oacs^fadeless  is  no  genuine  compiound ;  loveless 
is,  because  love  is  a  noun  as  well  as  a  verb ;  but  what  is  a. 
fadel  And  I  do  not  quite  like  whipping  the  Greek  drama 
upon  the  back  of  '  Genesis,'  page  8.  I  do  not  like  praise  hand- 
ed in  by  disparagement ;  ae  I  objected  to  a  e" 
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Byrori,  &c.,  in  the  '  Lines  on  Bloom  field.'     With  these  pn 
cavils  excepted,  your  verses  are  without  a  flaw. 

"  C.  Lamb." 


"  Dear  B.  B. — You  may  know  my  letters  by  the  paper  anil 
JuB  folding.  For  Ihe  former,  I  live  on  scraps  obtained  in 
charily  front  an  old  friend  whose  stationary  is  a  permanent 
perquisite  ;  for  folding,  I  shall  do  it  neatly  when  I  learn  to  tie 
my  neckcloths.  I  surprise  most  of  my  friends  by  writing  1« 
them  on  ruled  paper,  as  if  I  had  not  got  past  pothooks  and 
hangers.  Sealing-wax,  I  have  none  on  my  establishment; 
wafers  of  the  coarsest  bran  supply  its  place.  When  my  epis- 
tles come  to  be  weighed  teilh  Pliny's,  however  superior  to  the 
Roman  in  delicate  irony,  judicious  reflections,  &;c.,  his  gitt 
vast  would  bribe  over  the  judges  to  liim.  All  the  time  I  was 
at  the  Lidia  House  I  never  mended  a  pen;  I  now  cut  them  to 
the  stumps,  marring  rather  than  mending  the  primitive  goose- 
quill.  I  cannot  bear  to  pay  for  articles  I  used  to  get  for  no- 
thing. (When  Adam  laid  out  his  first  penny  upon  nonpareils 
at  some  stall  in  Mesopotamia,  I  think  it  went  hard  with  him, 
reflecting  upon  his  old  goodly  orchard,  where  he  had  so  many 
for  nothing.)  When  I  write  to  a  great  man  at  the  court  end, 
he  opens  with  surprise  upon  a  naked  note,  such  as  While- 
chapel  people  interchange,  with  no  sweet  degrees  of  enve- 
lope. 1  never  enclosed  one  bit  of  paper  in  another,  nor  under- 
stood the  rationale  of  it.  Once  only  I  sealed  with  borrowed 
wax,  to  set  Sir  Walter  Scott  a  wondering,  impressed  with  the 
imperial  quartered  arms  of  England,  which  ray  friend  Field 
bears  in  compliment  to  his  descent,  in  the  female  line,  from 
Oliver  CromwelL  It  must  have  set  his  antiquarian  curiosity 
upon  watering.  To  your  question  upon  the  currency  I  refer 
you  to  Mr.  Robinson's  last  speech,  where,  if  you  can  find  a 
solution,  I  cannot.  I  think  this,  though,  the  best  ministry  we 
ever  stumbled  upon  ;  gin  reduced  four  shillings  in  the  gallon, 
wine  two  shilhngs  in  the  quart!  This  comes  home  to  men's 
business  and  bosoms.     My  tirade  against  visiters  was  not 

meant  particularly  at  you  or  A.  K .     I  scarce  know  what 

I  meant,  for  I  do  not  just  now  feel  the  grievance.  I  wanted 
to  make  an  article.  So  in  another  thing  I  talked  of  some 
body's  insipid  wife,  without  a  correspondent  object  in  my 
head;  and  a  good  lady,  a  friend's  wife,  whom  I  really  love 
(don't  startle,  I  mean  .in  a  lawful  way),  has  looked  shyly  on 
me  ever  since.  The  blunders  of  personal  application  are  lu- 
dicrous. I  send  out  a  character  now  and  then  on  purpose  to 
ingenuity  of  my  friends.     'Popular  Faliacien 
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Will  go  on.  A  little  thing  without  name  will  also  be  print- 
ed on  the  Religion  of  thii  Actors,  but  it  is  out  of  your  way;  so 
I  recommend  you,  with  true  author's  hypocrisy,  to  skip  it. 
We  are  about  to  sit  down  lo  roast  beef,  at  whicli  we  cooiil 
wish  B.  B.  and  B.  B.'s  daughter  to  be  humble  partakers.  So 
much  for  my  hint  at  visiters,  which  was  scarcely  calculated 
for  droppers-in  from  Woodbridge  ;  the  sky  does  not  drop  such 
larks  every  day.  My  very  kindest  wishes  to  you  all,  with  my 
sister's  best  love. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

TO    BERNARD    BAIITON. 

"Mayie,  1B^6. 

"  Dear  B.  B. — 1  have  had  no  spirits  lalely  to  begin  a  letter 
to  you,  though  I  am  under  obligations  to  you  {how  many  1) 
for  your  neat  little  poem.  'Tis  just  what  it  professes  to  be, 
a  simple  tribute,  in  chaste  verse,  serious  and  sincere. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  Friends  will  relish  it,  but  we  outlyers, 
honorary  friends,  like  it  very  well.  I  have  had  my  head  and 
ears  stutTed  up  with  the  east  winds.  A  continual  ringing  In  my 
brain  of  bells  jangled,  or  the  spheres  touched  by  some  raw 
angel.  Is  it  not  George  the  Third  tuning  the  Hundredth 
Psalm  ?  1  get  my  music  for  nothing.  But  the  weather  seems 
to  be  softening,  and  will  thaw  my  stunnings.  Coleridge,  wri- 
ting to  me  a  week  or  two  since,  began  his  note  :  '  Summer 
has  set  in  imth  his  usual  severity'  A  cold  summer  is  all  I 
know  disagreeable  in  cold.  I  do  not  mind  the  utmost  rigonr 
of  reai  winter,  but  these  smiling  hypocritical  Mays  wither  me 
to  death.  My  head  has  been  ringing  chaos,  like  the  day  the 
winds  were  made,  before  they  submitted  to  the  discipline  of 
a  weathercock,  before  the  quarters  were  made.  In  the  street, 
with  the  blended  noises  of  hfe  about  me,  I  hear,  and  my  head 
is  lightened;  but  in  a  room  the  hubbub  comes  back, and  I  am 
deaf  as  a  sinner.  Did  I  tell  you  of  a  pleasant  sketch  Hood 
has  done,  which  he  calls  '  Very  deof  indeed.'  It  is  of  a  good- 
natured  stupid-looking  old  gentleman,  whom  a  footpad  has 
stopped,  but,  for  his  extreme  deafness,  cannot  make  him  under- 
stand what  he  wants.  The  unconscious  old  genllemati  is  ex- 
tending his  ear-trumpet  very  complacently,  and  the  fellow  is 
firing  a  pistol  into  it  to  make  him  hear,  but  the  ball  will  pierce 
his  scull  sooner  than  the  report  reach  his  sensorium.  I 
choose  a  very  little  bit  of  paper,  for  my  ear  hisses  whea- 1 
bend  down  to  write.  I  can  hardly  read  a  book,  for  I  miss  that 
small  soft  voice  which  the  idea  of  articulated  words  raism  (al- 
most imperceptibly  to  you)  in  a  silent  reader.  I  seem  too  deaf 
to  xoi  what  I  read.     But  with  a  touch  ff  returning  zephyr  mv 
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Iiead  will  melt.  What  lies  you  poets  tell  about  May!  It  is 
•he  most  ungemal  part  of  the  year.  Cold  crocuses,  ccild 
primroses,  you  take  your  blossoms  in  ice — a  painted  sun. 


"  It  in  ili  with  me  when  I  begin  lo  look  which  way  tht, 
wind  blows.  Ten  years  ago,  I  literally  did  not  know  the 
point  from  the  broad  end  of  your  vane,  which  it  was  tliat  in- 
dicated the  quarter.  I  hope  these  il!  winds  have  biown  over 
you  as  [hey  do  through  me. 

"  So  A.  K.  keeps  a  school ;  she  teaches  nothing  wrong,  I'll 
answer  for'l.  1  have  a  Dutch  print  of  a  schoolmistress;  sur- 
rounded by  little  oldfashioned  Fleminglings,  wiiji  only  one 
face  among  them.  She  a  princess  of  a  schoolmistress,  wield- 
ing  a  rod  for  form  more  than  use  ;  the  scene,  an  old  monastic 
chapel,  with  a  Madonna  over  her  head,  looking  just  as  serious, 
as  thoughtful,  as  pure,  as  gentle  as  herself.  'Tis  a  type  of 
ihy  friend. 

"  Yours,  with  kindest  wishes, 

"C.  Lamb." 

About  this  lime  a  little  sketch  was  taken  of  Lamb,  and  pub 
lislied.  It  is  certainly  not  flattering ;  but  there  is  a  touch  of 
Lamb's  character  in  it.  He  sent  one  of  ihe  prints  lo  Cole 
ridge,  with  the  following  note. 

TO    MR.  COLERIDGE. 

"  Dear  Coleridge— If  1  know  myself,  nobody  more  detesu 
the  display  of  personal  vanity,  which  is  implied  in  the  act 
of  silting  for  one's  picture,  than  myself.  But,  the  fact  is, 
ihat  the  likeness  which  accompanies  this  letter  was  stolen 
from  my  person  al  one  of  my  unguarded  moments  by  some 
loo  partial  artist,  and  my  friends  are  pleased  to  think  that  he 
has  not  much  flattered  me.  Whatever  its  merits  may  be,  you, 
who  have  so  great  an  interest  in  the  original,  will  have  a  satis- 
faction  in  tracing  the  features  of  one  that  basso  long  esteemed 
you.  There  are  times  when,in  a  friend's  absence,  these  graphic 
representations  of  him  almost  seem  to  bring  back  the  man 
himself.  The  painter,  whoever  he  was,  seems  lo  have  taken 
me  in  one  of  those  disengaged  moments,  if  I  may  so  term 
Ihem,  when  the  native  character  is  so  much  more  honestly  dis- 
played than  can  be  possible  in  the  restraints  of  an  enforced 
sitting  attitude.  Perhaps  it  rather  describes  me  as  a  thinking 
man  than  a  man  in  the  act  of  ihougbt.     Whatever  its  proten 
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sions,  I  know  it  will  be  dear  to  } 

wish  my  thoughts  to  flow  in  a  sort  of  an  u 

the  more  studied  graces  of  diction. 

"  I  am,  dear  Coleridge,  yours  s: 


III  the  foliuwing  summer  Lamb  and  his  sister  went  on  a 
long  visit  to  Enfield,  which  ultimately  led  to  his  giving  up 
Colebrooke  cottage,-  and  becoming  a  constant  resident  at  that 
place.  It  was  a  great  sacrifice  to  him,  who  loved  London  so 
well ;  but  his  sister's  health  and  his  own  required  a  secession 
from  the  crowd  of  visiters  who  pressed  on  him  at  Islington, 
iid  whom  he  could  not  help  welcoming.  He  thus  invited 
Mr.  Carey,  now  of  the  British  Museum,  lo  look  in  upon  his 
retreat. 


"  Dear  Sir— It  is  whispered  me  that  you  will  not  be  un- 
willing to  look  into  our  doleful  hermitage.  Without  more 
preface,  you  will  gladden  our  cell  by  accompanying  our  old 
chums  of  the  London,  Parley  and  A.  0.,  to  Enfield  on  Wed- 
nesday. You  shall  have  hermits'  fare,  with  talk  as  seraphical 
as  the  novelty  of  the  divine  life  will  permit,  with  an  innocent 
retrospect  to  the  world  which  we  have  left,  when  1  wilt  thank 
you  for  your  hospitable  offer  at  Chiswick,  and,  with  plain  hermit 
reasons,  evince  the  necessity  of  abiding  here. 

"  Without  hearing  from  you,  then,  you  shall  give  us  leave 
to  expect  you,  I  have  long  had  it  on  my  conscience  to  invite 
you,  but  spirits  have  been  low ;  and  1  am  indebted  to  chancp 
for  this  awkward  but  most  sincere  invitation. 

"  Yours,  with  best  loves  to  Mrs.  Carey, 

"  C.  liasu). 

"  D.  knows  all  about  the  coaches.  Oh  for  a  museum  in  the 
wilderness  V 

The  following  letter  was  addressed  about  this  time  to  Cole- 
ridge, who    was    seriously  coniemplating   a,  poetical  paiUo- 

TO    Mli.    COLBUIDCE. 

"  Dear  C, — We  will,  with  great  pleasure,  be  with  you  on 
Thursday  in  the  next  week  early.  Your  finding  out  my  style 
m  your  nephew's  pleasant  book  is  surprising  to  me.  I  want 
lyes  10  descry  it.  You  are  a  little  too  hard  upon  his  morality 
though  I  confess  he  has  more  of  Sterne  about  him  than  Stern- 
hold.     Cut  he  saddens  into  excellent  sense  before  the  conclu 
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aion.  Your  query  shall  be  submitted  to  Miss  Kelly,  though 
it  is  obvious  that  the  pantomime,  when  done,  will  be  more  easy 
to  decide  upon  than  in  proposal.  I  say,  do  it  by  all  means. 
I  have  Decker's  play  by  me,  if  you  cau  filch  anything  out  of 

it.     Miss  G ,  with  her  kitten  eyes,  is  an  actress,  though 

she  shows  it  not  at  all ;  and  pupil  to  the  former,  whose  ges- 
tures she  mimics  in  comedy  to  the  disparagement  of  her  own 
natuial  manner,  which  is  agreeable.  It  is  funny  to  see  her 
bridling  up  her  neck,  which  is  native  to  F.  K. ;  but  there  is  no 
setting  another's  manners  upon  one's  shoulders  any  more  than 
their  head.  I  am  glad  you  esteem  Manning,  though  you  see 
but  his  husk  or  shrine.  He  discloses  not  save  to  select  wor- 
shippers, and  will  leave  the  world  without  any  one  hardly  but 
me  knowing  how  stupendous  a,  creature  he  is.  I  am  perfect- 
ing myself  in  the  '  Ode  to  Eton  College'  against  Thursday,  thai 
I  may  not  appear  iinclassic.  I  have  just  discovered  that  it  is 
much  better  than  the  '  Elegy.' 

"  In  haste, 

"C.  L. 
"  P.S.  1  do  not  know  what  to  say  to  your  latdst  tiieory  aboui 
Nero  being  the  Messiah,  though  by  all  accounts  he  was  a 
'nointed  one." 

Lamb's  desire  for  dramatic  success  was  not  even  yet  wholly 
cliilled.  In  this  summer  he  wrote  a  little  piece  on  the  story 
of  Crabbe's  tale  of  the  "  Confidant,"  which  was  never  pro- 
duced, but  ultimately  pubhsbed  in  "  Blackwood's  Magazine." 
it  runs  on  agreeably  in  melodious  blank  verse,  entirely  free 
from  the  occasional  roughnesses  of  "  John  Woodvil,"  but  has 
not  sufficient  breadth  or  point  for  the  stage.  He  alludes  to  it 
in  the  following  letter 


''  Dear  B.  B. — I  have  not  been  able  to  answer  you,  for  we 
have  had  and  are  having  (I  just  snatch  a  moment)  our  poor 
quiet  retreat,  to  which  we  fled  from  society,  full  of  company. 
Whither  can  I  take  wing  from  the  oppression  of  human  faces? 
Would  I  were  in  a  wilderness  of  apes,  tossing  cocoanuts 
about,  grinning  and  grinned  a.i ! 

"  M was  hoaxing  you,  surely,  about  my  engraving  ;  'lis 

a  little  sixpenny  thing,  too  like  by  half,  in  which  the  draughts- 
aian  has  done  his  best  to  avoid  flattery.  There  have  been  two 
editions  of  it,  which,  I  think,  are  all  gone,  as  ihey  have  vanished 
from  the  window  where  ihey  hung — a  prinishop  corner  of 
Great  and  Little  Queen  streets,  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields — where 
any  London   friend  of  yours   may  inquire  for  it,  for  J  am 
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(though  you  worCt  understand  it)  at  Enfield  Chace.  We  have 
lieen  here  near  three  months,  and  shall  slay  two  more,  if  peo- 
ple will  let  us  alone ;  but  they  persecute  us  from  village  to 
(illage.  So,  don't  direct  to  Islington  again  till  further  notice. 
1  am  trying  my  hand  at  a  drama,  in  two  acts,  founded  on 
Crabbe's  '  Confidant,'  mutatis  mutandis.  You  like  the  Odys- 
sey ;  did  you  ever  read  my  '  Adventures  of  Ulysses,*  founded 
on  Chapman's  old  translation  of  it  ?  for  children  or  men. 
Chapman  is  divine,  and  my  abridgment  has  not  quite  emptied 
him  of  his  divinity.  When  you  come  to  town  I  will  show  it 
you.  You  have  well  deiscribed  your  old  fashionable  grand  pa- 
ternal hall.  Is  it  not  odd  that  every  one's  earliest  recollec- 
tions are  of  some  such  place  \  I  had  my  Blakesware  (Blakes- 
moor  in  the  '  London').  Nothing  fills  a  child's  mind  like  a 
large  old  mansion  :  better  if  un— or  partially — occupied,  peo- 
pled with  the  spirits  of  deceased  members  for  the  county,  and 
justices  of  the  quorum.  Would  I  were  buried  in  the  peopled 
solitude  of  one,  with  my  feelings  at  seven  years  old  \  Those 
marble  busts  of  the  emperors,  they  seemed  as  if  tliey  were  to 
stand  for  ever,  as  they  had  stood  from  tbe  living  ages  of  Rome, 
in  that  old  marble  hall,  and  I  to  partake  of  their  permanency. 
Eternity  was  while  I  thought  not  of  time.  But  he  thoughl 
of  me,  and  they  are  toppled  down,  and  corn  covers  the  spot  ol 
the  noble  old  dwelling  and  its  princely  gardens.  I  "feel  like  a 
grasshopper  that,  chirping  about  the  grounds,  escapes  his 
scythe  only  by  my  littleness.  Even  now  he  is  whetting  one 
of  his  smallest  razors  to  clean  wipe  me  out,  perhaps.     Well !" 

The  following  is  an  acknowledgment  of  some  verses  which 
Lamb  had  begged  for  Miss  Isola's  album. 

"  Dear  B.  B  —I  am  thankful  to  you  fur  your  ready  compli- 
ance with  my  w  ahes  Emma  is  delighted  with  your  verses; 
and  I  have  sent  them  with  four  album  poems  of  my  own,  to  a 
Mr.  F ,  who  IS  to  be  the  editor  of  a  more  superb  pocket- 
book  than  has  yet  appeared  by  far !  the  property  of  some 
wealthy  booksellers  but  whom,  or  what  its  name,  I  forgot  tc 
ask.  It  is  actually  to  have  m  it  schoolboy  exercises  by  his 
present  majesty  and  the  late  Duke  of  York.     Wordsworth  is 

named  as  a  contributor.     F ,  whom  I  have  slightly  seen, 

IS  editor  of  a  forthcome  or  coming  review  of  foreign  books, 

and  is  intimately  connected  with  liOckhart  and .     So  i 

take  it  that  this  is  a  concern  of  Murray's.  Walter  Scott  also 
contributes  mainly.  I  have  stood  off  a  long  time  from  these 
annuals,  which  are  ostentatious  trumpery,  but  could  not  with 
stand  the  request  of  Jameson,  a  particular  friend  of  mine  and 
''oleridge's 
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"  I  shall  hato  myself  in  frippery,  strutting  along,  and 

'  Vying  in  finery  with  beaui  and  bellea, 
Future  Lord  Byrons  and  aweet  L,  E,  L.'e.' 

Your  lasie,  I  see,  is  less  simple  than  mine,  whicTi  the  dillor 
ence  in  our  persuasions  has  doubtless  effected.  In  fact,  of 
late  you  have  so  Frenchified  your  stylo,  larding  it  with  hort 
de  combat  and  au  desespoirs,  that,  o'  my  conscience,  the  Foxiau 
blood  is  quite  dried  out  of  you,  and  the  skipping  monsieur 
spirit  has  been  infused. 

''  If.  you  have  anything  you  like  lo  send  further,  I  dare  say 
an  honourable  place  would  be  given  to  it ;  but  I  have  not  heani 

from  F since  I  sent  mine,  nor  shall  I  probably  again,  and 

therefore  I  do  not  solicit  it  as  from  him.  Yesterday  1  sent  ofi 
my  tragi-comedy  to  Mr.  Kemble  ;  wish  it  luck.  I  made  it  all 
('tis  blank  verse,  and,  I  think,  of  the  true  old  dramatic  cut),  or 
most  of  it,  in  the  green  lanes  about  Enfield,  where  I  am,  and 
mean  to  remain,  in  spite  of  your  peremptory  doubts  on  that 
head.  Your  refusal  to  lend  your  poetical  sanction  to  my 
'  Icon,'  and  your  reasons  to  Evans  are  most  sensible,  ftlay- 
be  I  may  hit  on  a  line  or  two  of  my  own  jocular,  maybe  not. 
Do  you  never  Londonize  again  1  I  should  like  to  talk  over  old 
poetry  with  you,  of  which  I  have  much,  and  you,  1  think.  Utile, 
I  would  willingly  come  and  work  for  you  three  weeks  or  so 
to  let  you  loose.  Would  I  could  sell  or  give  you  some  of  my 
leisure  !  Positively,  the  best  thing  a  man  can  have  to 
no  IS  NOTHING '.  and,  next  to  that,  perhaps,  good  wohks  !  E 
am  but  poorlyish,  and  feel  myself  writing  a  dull  letter ;  poor- 
lyish  from  company ;  not  generally,  for  I  never  was  better, 
nor  look  more  walks,  fourteen  miles  a  day  on  an  average,  with 
a  sporting  dog,  Dash.  You  would  not  know  the  plain  poet 
anymore  than  he  doth  recognise  James  Naylor  tricked  out  <m 
desespoy  (how  do  you  spell  it?). 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  was  written  to  the  friend  to  whom  Lamb  had 
intrusted  Dash  a  few  days  after  the  parting. 


"  Mrs.  Leishman'a,  Chaca,  Enfield, 

"  Dear  P. — Excuse  my  anxiety,  but  how  is  Daab  ?     I  shoulu 

have  asked  if  Mrs.  P e  kept  her  rules,  and  was  improving ; 

but  Dash  came  uppermost.  'I'he  order  of  our  thoughts  should 
be  the  order  of  our  writing.  Goes  he  muzzled,  or  aperto  ore  ? 
Are  his  intellects  sound,  or  does  he  wander  a  little  in  his  con- 
versation t  You  cannot  be  too  careful  to  watch  the  first  synip- 
loms  of  incoherence.     The  first  illogical  snarl  he  makes,  to 
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Si.  Lake's  with  him.  All  the  dogs  here  are  going  mad  if  you 
believe  the  overseers  ;  but,  I  protest,  they  seem  to  me  very  ra- 
tional and  collected.  But  nothing  ia  so  deceitful  as  mad  peo- 
ple to  those  who  are  not  used  to  them.  Try  him  with  hoi 
water :  if  he  won't  lick  it  up,  it  is  a  sign — he  does  not  like  it. 
Does  his  tail  wag  horizontally  or  perpendicularly  ?  That  has 
decided  the  fate  of  many  dogs  in  Eniield.  Is  his  general  de- 
portment cheerful  ?  I  mean  when  he  is  pleased — for  other- 
wise there  is  no  judging.  You  can't  be  too  careful.  Has  he 
bit  any  of  the  children  yet  ?  If  he  has,  have  them  shot,  and 
keep  )am  for  curiosity,  to  see  if  it  was  the  hydrophobia.  They 
say  all  our  army  in  India  had  it  at  one  time  ;  but  that  was  iu 
Hy^er-Ally's  time.  Do  you  get  paunch  for  him  ?  Take  care 
the  sheep  was  sane.  You  might  pull  out  his  leeth  {if  he  would 
let  you),  and  then  you  need  not  mind  if  he  were  as  mad 
as  a  bedlamite.     It  would  be  rather  fun  to  see  his  odd  ways. 

It  might  amuse  Mrs.  P and  the  children.     They'd  have 

more  sense  than  he.  He'd  be  like  a  fool  kept  in  a  family,  to 
keep  the  household  in  good-humour  with  their  own  understand- 
ing. You  might  teach  him  the  mad  danco,  set  to  the  road 
howl.  Madge  Owlel  would  bo  nothing  to  him,  '  My !  how 
he  capers  !'  [In  the  margin  is  wriUen,  '  One  of  the  children 
speaks  this.'*]  #  •  •  •  # 
What  I  scraiek  out  is  a  German  quotation  from  Lessing,  on 
the  bile  o{  rabid  animals  ;  but  I  remember  you  don't  read  Ger- 
man.    But  Mrs.  P may,  so  I  wish  I  had  let  it  stand. 

The  meaning  in  English  is — '  Avoid  to  approach  an  animal 
suspected  of  madness,  as  you  would  avoid  fire  or  a  precipice,' 
which,  I  think,  is  a  sensible  observation.  The  Germans  are 
certainly  profomider  thwi  we.  If  the  slightest  suspicion  arises 
in  your  breast  that  all  is  not  r  gh  w  1  h  m  m      1    h  d 

lead  him  in  a  airing  (common  p    k  h      d  w  II  d  — h     d 
care  for  twist)  to  Mr.  Hood's,  I      q      d  m  d  h 

take  him  in  at  any  time.     You  y  p 

or  not,  as  you  like,  or  as  you  th    k      m  j   w       d  M 

H.'s  feelings.     Hood,  I  know  w  II        k  f       f  11 

Dash,  in  consideration  of  his  f    m  B     d       Hood 

is  deaf,  and,  if  you  hinted  an)  h    g  h  Id 

hear  you.     Besides,  you  will  ha     d     h    g  dy 
and  laid  the  child  at  the  right  d  h  y     y 

"  We  are  dawdling  our  time    w  y       y  dly      d  pi  ly 

at  a  Mrs.  Leishmau's,  Chace,  1.  fa  Id      h         i  j  m 

hunting,  we  can  give  ^ou  cold  d  k    d      H 

husband  is  a  tailor ;  but  that,  k  d  m  k    i 

■  Here  three  lines  a-e  carefully  eraned 
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one.     I  knew  a  jailer  (which  rhymes),  but  his  wife  was  &  fine 

"Let  us  hear  from  you  respecting  Mrs.  P 's  regiioea. 

I  send  my  love  in  a to  Dash. 

On  the  outside  of  the  letter  is  written  :— 

"  Seriously,  I  wish  you  would  call  upon  Hood  whea  you 
are  that  way.  He's  a  capital  fellow.  I've  sent  Ijim  two 
poems,  one  ordered  by  his  wife,  and  written  to  order ;  uid  'tis 
a  week  since,  and  I've  not  heard  from  him.  I  fear  something 
is  the  matter. 

"  Omitted  within : 

"  Our  kindest  remembrance  to  Mrs.  P." 

He  thus,  in  December,  expresses  his  misery  in  a  letter 


"  My  dear  B.  B.— -I  have  scarce  spirhs  to  write,  yet  am 
harassed  with  not  writing.  Enfield  and  everything  is  very 
gloomy.  I  feel  most  thankful  for  the  spinsterly  attentions  ol 
your  sister.  Thank  that  kind  '  knitter  in  the  sun !'  What 
nonsense  seems  verse  when  one  is  seriously  out  of  hope  and 
spiri«  !  I  mean,  that  at  this  time  I  have  some  nonsense  to 
write,  under  pain  of  incivility.  Would  to  the  fifth  heaven  no 
coxcombress  had  ever  invented  albums ! 

"  I  have  not  received  the  annual,  nor  the  slightest  notice 

from  about  omitting  four  or  five  of  my  things.     The 

best  thing  is  never  to  hear  of  such  a  thing  as  a  bookseller 
again,  or  lo  think  there  are  publishers.  Second-hand  si^ion- 
ers  and  old  bookstalls  for  me  ;  authorship  should  be  an  idea 
of  the  past.  Old  kings,  old  bishops  are  venerable ;  all  pres- 
ent is  hollow.  I  cannot  make  a  letter.  I  have  no  straw,  not 
a  pennyworth  of  chaff,  only  this  may  slop  your  kind  importu- 
nity to  know  about  us.  There  is  a  comfortable  house,  but  no 
tenants.  One  does  not  make  a  household.  Do  not  think  1 
urn  quite  in  despair;  but,  in  addition  to  hope  protracted,  I 
have  a  stupifying  cold  and  obstructing  headache,  and  the  sun 
is  dead ! 

•'  I  will  not  fail  lo  apprize  you  of  the  revival  of  a  beam. 
Meantime  accept  this,  rather  than  think  I  have  forgotten  yoi' 

A  proposal  to  erect  a  memorial  to  Clarkson,  upon  the  Jiwi 
jy  the  wayside  where  he  slopped  when  on  a  journey  from 

HcBsd  by  Google 


LETTER    TO    A    LADV.  261 

Cambridge  lo  London,  and  formed  the  great  resolution  of  de 
voting  his  life  to  the  abolition  of  the  slave  trade,  produced 
from  I.amb  the  following  letter  lo  the  lady  who  had  announced 
it  to  him  : — 

■'  Dear  Madam — I  return  your  list  with  my  name.  I  shouk 
be  sorry  that  any  respect  should  be  going  on  towards  Clark 
son,  and  I  be  left  out  of  the  conspiracy.  Otherwise,  I  frankly 
own  that  to  pillarize  a  man's  good  feelings  in  his  lifetime  is 
not  to  my  taste.  Monuments  to  goodness,  even  after  death, 
are  equivocal.  I  turn  away  from  Howard's,  I  scarce  know 
why.  Goodness  blows  no  trumpet,  nor  desires  to  have  it 
blown.  We  should  be  modest  for  a  modest  man— as  ho  is  for 
himself.  The  vanities  of  life — art,  poetry,  skill  military— are 
subjects  for  trophies  ;  not  the  silent  thoughts  arising  in  a  good 
man's  mind  iii  lonely  places.  Was  I  Clarkson,  I  should  never 
be  able  to  walk  or  ride  near  the  spot  again.  Instead  of  bread, 
we  are  giving  him  a  stone.  Instead  of  the  locality  recalling 
the  noblest  moment  of  his  existence,  it  is  a  place  at  which 
his  friends  (that  is,  himself)  blow  to  the  world,  '  What  a  good 
man  is  he  !'  I  sat  down  upon  a  hillock  at  Forty  Hill  yester- 
niglit — a  fine  contemplative  evening — with  a  thousand  good 
speculations  about  mankind.  How  I  yearned  with  cheap 
benevolence !  I  shall  go  and  inquire  of  the  stonecutter  that 
cuts  the  tombstones  here  what  a  stone  with  a  short  inscrip- 
tion will  cost,  just  to  say, '  Here  C.  Lamb  loved  his  brethren 
of  mankind.'  Everybody  will  come  there  to  love.  As  I  can't 
well  put  my  own  name,  I  shall  put  about  a  subscription : 


Procter,             0    a    6 

G.Dyer,          0    1    0 

Mr.  Godwin,     0    0    0 

Mrs.  Godwin,    0    0    0 

Mr.  Irvmg.                    f 

1  vnalch  chain. 

Mr. 1 

,iie  proceeds  of  ■ 

£0     8     6 

"  1  scribble  in  haste  from  here,  where  we  shall  be  some 
lime,     Ptay  request  Mr.  — —  to  advance  the  guinea  for  me. 
which  shall  faithfully  be  forthcoming;  and  pardon  me  that  I 
don't  see  the  proposal  in  quite  the  light  that  he  may.     The 
kindness  of  his  motives,  and  his  power  of  appreciating  the 
ssage,  I  thoroughly  agree  in. 
"  With  most  kind  regards  to  him,  I  conclude, 
"  Dear  madara,  yours  truly, 

"C.  Lajib 

■  FriBH  H'.*.  I.cishman'a,  CliacF,  EnfieW," 
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The  following  appears  to  hive  been  written  in  October 
1828. 

TO    BtBNARD    BAIITON. 

•*A  splendid  edition  of  '  Bunyan's  Pilgrim!'  Why  ihe 
ihought  is  enough  to  turn  one's  moral  stomach-  His  cockle- 
hat  and  staff  transformed  to  a  smart  cocked  beaver  and  a 
jemmy  cane ;  his  amice  gray  to  the  last  Begent-street  cut ; 
and  his  painful  palmer's  pace  to  the  modern  swagger.  Slop 
Ihy  friend's  sacrilegious  hand.  Nothing  can  be  done  for  B. 
but  to  reprint  the  old  cuts  in  as  homely  but  good  a  style  as 
possible.  The  Vanity  Fair  and  the  Pilgrims  there— the 
Silly-soothness  in  his  setting-out  countenance — the  Christian 
Idiocy  (in  a  good  sense)  of  his  admiration  of  the  shepherds 
on  the  Delectable  Mountains  ;  the  lions,  so  truly  allegorical, 
and  remote  from  any  similitude  to  Pidcock's  ;  the  great  head 
(the  author's),  capac  ous  of  dreams  and  similitudes,  dreaming 
i'n  the  dungeon.  Perhaps  you  don't  know  my  edition,  what  I 
had  when  a  child.  If  you  do,  can  you  bear  new  designs  from 
Martin,  enamelled  into  copper  or  silver-plate  by  Heath,  ac- 
companied with  verses  from  Mrs.  Hemans's  pen.  Oh  how  un- 
like his  own ! 

Wouldsl  thou  divert  lliyself  from  melancholT? 
Wooldst  thou  be  pleasant,  yet  be  far  from  foiiy  < 
WouldM  thou  reail  riddles,  and  their  ©spianauon, 
Or  else  be drown'd  in  Ihy  contemplation? 
Dost  Ihon  love  picking  meat!  or  wouldst  tlKm  see 
Amani'thecbjods,  andhearhimepeak  to  thee! 
Wooldst  thoo  ba  in  a  dream,  and  yet  not  sleep? 
Or  wouldst  thou  in  a  moment  laugh  and  wieep  I 
Or  wouldst  Ihou  lose  thyself,  and  catch  no  hatm. 
And  find  thyself  again  without  a  charm.? 
Wonldsl  read  thyfdf,  and  read  thou  knowst  not  uliiit, 
And  yet  know  whether  thoa  art  blesa'd  or  not 
By  reading  the  same  lines?    Oh  then  come  hither, 
And  lay  my  book,  thy  head,  and  heart  togelher. 

fihow  me  such  poetry  in  any  one  of  the  fifteen  forthcoming  com- 
binations of  show  and  emptiness  yclept '  Annuals.'  So  there's 
verses  for  thy  verses ;  and  now  let  me  tell  you,  that  the  sight 
of  your  hand  gladdened  me.  I  have  been  daily  trying  lo 
write  to  you,  but  paralyzed.  You  have  spurred  me  on  to  this 
iny  effort,  and  at  intervals  I  hope  to  hear  from  and  talk  lo 
y^ou.  But  iny  spirits  have  been  in  an  oppressed  way  for  a 
long  time,  and  ihey  are  things  which  must  be  to  you  of  faith, 
for  who  can  explain  depression  I  Yes,  I  am  hooked  mto  the 
'  Gem,'  but  only  for  some  lines  written  on  a  dead  infant  of  the 
editor's,  which  being,  as  it  were,  his  property,  I  could  not  re 
fuse  their  appearing  ;  but  I  hate  the  paper,  the  type,  ihe  eIoss 
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tlie  dandy  plates,  the  names  of  contribuWrs  poked  up  inW 
your  eyes  in  ihe  first  page,  and  whisked  through  all  the  covers 
of  magazines,  the  barefaced  sort  of  emulation,  the  immodest 
candidateship,  brought  inio  so  little  space.  In  those  old  'Lon- 
dons,'  a  signature  was  lost  in  the  wood  of  matter,  the  paper 
coarse  (till  lauerly,  which  spoiled  them) ;  in  shorl,  I  detesi 
to  appear  in  an  annual.  What  a  fertile  genius  (and  a  quiet 
good  soul  withal)  is  Hood.  He  has  fifty  things  in  hand; 
farces  to  supply  the  Adelphi  for  the  season  ■  a  comedy  for  one 

f    h    g  h  J  dj  11       ntettainment,  by 

hni    If  f      M     1  d  \  hg         i;    a  meditated 

f-  A        I  f  y  b  1     !one  by  himself. 

Y     dlk    hm       ym     h 

^d  hi  1  gdmyp  eces  announced 

f  h    A         1  C  W  t  has  distributed 

h  m    1    1  k        b   b     1         h  g  Of  all  the  poets, 

Cyl       hdh  d  kpqe  clear  of 'em, 

ii  g      1     m     1        gh  D  i  nk  I  set  up  for 

b         pil        hp  Ilk       bfll     ery,  tickling  my 

vanity  as  well  as  any  one      But  th       p     p  q       d 

h  k(kd  f)Ih  &h 

b       f  my        d      B     d       h  y     f  11  bly     h  I 

i      b    k    11  If  I  g      b  py  I      1        P  I    m 

Hdb  yfdtldghllyb         h 

Hio         dpmglppl  hy  —  h 

mbfglm  1        B       hylih       hmlk 

Ad  dBBh  hg  lydh 

dyld  hdy        dyh  hdl         wf 

1  !i    1  fflpls  w    d       p  W      1 

m       HU  f  h    dl    hf  1  fE  h  Id 

wlhlhp  by  m  iij  g 

Idjphg  Blre  IJg 


The  following  is  of  December,  and  closes  the  letters  wliici 
emain  of  this  year. 


"  Dear  B.  B.^I  am  ashamed  to  i  eceive  so  many  nice  books 
from  you,  and  to  have  none  to  send  you  in  return.  You  aro 
always  sending  me  some  fruits  or  wholesome  potherbs,  and 
mine  is  ihe  garden  of  ihe  Sluggard,  nothing  but  weeds,  o» 
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Bcarce  ihey.  Nevertheless,  if  I  knew  iiow  to  transmit  it,  ] 
would  send  you  Blackwood's  of  this  monlh,  which  contains  a 
Httle  drama,  to  have  your  opinion  of  it,  and  how  far  I  have 
improved,  or  otherwise,  upon  iis  prototype,  'i'hank  you  foi 
your  kind  sonnet.  It  does  me  good  to  see  the  Dedication  tc 
a  Christian  Bishop.  I  am  for  a  comprehension,  as  divines 
call  it ;  but  so  as  that  the  Church  shall  go  a  good  deal  more 
ihan  half  way  over  to  the  silent  meeting-house.  I  have  ever 
said  that  the  Quakers  are  the  only  professors  of  Christianity, 
as  I  read  it  in  the  Evangiles  ;  I  say  professors— many,  as  to 
practice,  with  their  gaudy  hot  types  and  poetical  vanities, 
they  are  much  as  one  with  the  sinful.  Martin's  frontispiece 
is  a  very  fine  thing,  let  C.  L.  say  what  he  please  to  the  con- 
trary. Of  the  poems,  I  like  them,  aa  a  volume,  better  than 
any  of  the  preceding ;  particularly  '  Power  and  Gentleness' — 
'  The  Present'—'  Lady  Russell ;'  with  the  exception  that  I  do 
not  like  the  nobl  fC  ru  faj— o  fhgd 
foundations  of  th      Id  K           p  m —     b  d 

I-ady  R.'s  taking                  h      h    b    d  i      If       h    g 

good,  why  invid       ly  b     g  mp  h     m    h    g 

belter?     There                 1  w  h  1     g  1  Id 

admit  of  our  ma    h  II        h  m  q  f  p 

cedence.     Would  j       m  k         po  1  ry    f  R    ! 

{pretty  story!)       d    h          y — Aj    b      f  w         h  b 
the  story  of  'J      ph      d  h      I      1  ^      S  ^ 

stanzas  to '  Chal       w          h        mfClk  hbdj 

of  them  ;  it  is  left  to  inference.  Ihe  Battle  of  Gibeon 
is  spirited,  again.  '  Godiva'  is  delicately  touched.  I  have 
always  thought  it  a  beautiful  story,  characteristic  :i  the  old 
English  times.  But  I  could  not  help  amusing  myself  with 
the  thought — if  Martin  had  chosen  this  subject  for  a  frontis- 
piece— there  would  have  been  in  some  dark  comer  a  white 
lady,  white  as  the  walker  on  the  waves,  riding  upon  some 
mystical  quadruped  ;  and  high  above  woidd  have  risen  tower 
above  tower — '  a  massy  struciure  high' — the  Tenteiden  stee- 
ples of  Coventry,  till  the  poor  cross  would  scarce  have  known 
itself  among  the  clouds  ;  and,  far  above  ihera  all,  the  distant 
Clint  hills  peering  over  chimney-pots,  piled  up,  Olympus 
fashion,  till  the  admiring  spectator  (admirer  of  a  noble  deed) 
might  have  gone  look  for  the  lady,  as  you  must  hur..  for  the 
other  in  the  lobster.  But  M should  be  made  royal  archi- 
tect. What  palaces  he  would  pile  !  But,  then,  what  parha- 
jnentary  grants  to  make  them  good!  Nevertheless, I  like  iho 
frontispiece.  The  '  Elephant'  is  pleasant,  and  I  am  glad  you 
are  getting  into  a  wider  scope  of  subjects.  There  may  be  loa 
much,  not  religion,  but  too  many  good  tvords  in  a  book,  till   I 
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becomes  a  rhapsody  of  words.  I  will  just  name  that  you 
have  brouglit  in  ihe  '  Song  lo  ihe  Shepkerds'  in  four  or  five, 
if  not  six  places.  Now  this  is  not  good  economy.  The 
'  Enoch'  is  fine ;  and  here  1  can  sacrifice  'Elijah'  lo  it,  be- 
cause 'tis  illustrative  only,  and  not  disparaging  of  the  latter 
prophfrt's  departure,  1  like  this  best  in  the  book.  Lastly,  I 
much  like  the  '  Heron  ;'  'tis  exquisite.  Know  you  Lord  Thur- 
low's  Sonnet  to  a  bird  of  that  sort  on  Lacken  water  ?  If  not, 
'tis  indispensable  that  I  send  it  you,  with  my  Blackwood. 
'Fludyer'  is  pleasant — you  are  getting  gay  and  Hood-ish. 
What  is  the  enigma  1     Money  ?     If  not,  I  fairly  confess  I  am 

foiled,  and  sphynx  must eat  me.      Four  times   I 

have  tried  to  write— eat  me,  and  the  blotting  pen  turns  it  into 
— cat  me.  And  now  I  will  take  my  leave  with  saying  I  es- 
teem ihy  verses,  like  thy  present,  honour  thy  frontispiece, 
and  right  reverence  thy  patron  and  dedication,  and  am,  dear 
D  B., 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


Having  decided  on  residing  entirely  at  Enfield,  Lamb  gave 
up  Colebrooke  collage,  and  took  what  he  described  in  a  note- 
let  to  me  as  "  an  odd-looking  gambogish- coloured  house,"  at 
Cliace-side,  Enfield.  The  situation  was  far  from  picturesque, 
for  the  opposite  aide  of  the  road  only  presented  some  middling 
tenements,  two  dissenlmg  cbapets,  and  a  public  house  deco- 
rated with  a  swing  ng  sign  of  a  Rising  Sun  ;  but  the  neigh- 
bouring field  walks  were  pleasant,  and  the  country,  as  ho 
liked  to  sa\,  quite  as  good  as  Westmoreland. 

He  cont  nueiJ  occasional  contributions  to  the  New  Monthly, 
especially  the  series  of  "  Popular  Fallacies ;"  wrote  short 
articles  in  the  Athenjeum  and  a  great  many  acrostics  on  the 
names  of  his  friends  He  h^d  now  a  neighbour  in  Mr.  Ser- 
geant Wilde  to  whom  he  was  introduced  by  Mr.  Burney,  and 
whom  he  held  in  high  esteem,  though  Lamb  cared  nothing  for 
forrnsic  eloquence  and  thought  very  little  of  eloquence  of  an? 
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kind,  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  when  printed,  is  the  mosi 
vapid  of  ali  reading.  What  political  interest  could  not  excite, 
personal  regard  produced  in  fa  f  h  w  f       d     and 

Lamb  supplied  several  versified    q    b       d  h       f    lec- 

tioneering  songs  lo  grace  Wilde  N         k      With 

these  slender  avocations  his  Ii(  d  11       d      ly         nse 

of  dnty  induced  hini  to  persist  in    b  f    m  L     d 

The  following  letter  was  wri  k       1  dg  fa 

parcel  sent  to  Miss  Lamb,  comprising  (what  she  had  expressed 
a  wish  to  have)  a  copper  coal-scoop  and  a  pair  of  elastic  spec- 
tacles,  accompanied  by  a  copy  of  "  Pamela,"  which,  having 
been  borrowed  and  supposed  to  be  lost,  had  been  replaced  by 
another  in  Lamb's  library. 


"  Dear  R. — Expectation  was  aleit  on  the  receipt  of  yoiri 
strange-shaped  present,  while  yet  nndisclosed  from  its  fuse 
envelope.  Some  said  'tia  a  viol  da  Gamba ;  others  pro- 
nounced it  a  fiddle  ;  I  myself  hoped  it  a  liqueur  case,  preg- 
nant with  eau-de-vie  and  such  old  nectar.  When  midwifec] 
into  daylight,  the  gossips  were  at  a  loss  lo  pronounce  npon  iis 
species.  Most  look  it  for  a  marrow-spoon,  an  apple-scoop,  a 
banker's  guinea-shovel ;  at  length  its  true  scope  appeared ;  its 
drift,  to  save  the  back-bone  of  my  sister  stooping  lo  scuttles, 
A  philanthropic  intent,  borrowed,  no  doubt,  from  some  of  the 
colliers.  You  save  people's  backs  one  way,  and  break  'em 
again  by  loads  of  obligation.  The  spectacles  are  delicate  and 
Vulcanian.  No  lighter  texture  than  iheir  steel  did  the  cuck- 
oldy  blacksmith  frame  to  catch  Mrs.  Vulcan  and  the  captain 
in.  .  For  ungalled  forehead,  as  for  back  unbursien,  you  have 
Mary's  thanks.  Marry,  for  my  own  poculium  of  obligation, 
'twas  supererogatory.  A  second  part  of  Pamela  was  enough 
in  conscience.  Two  Pamelas  in  a  house  is  too  much,  without 
two  Mr.  B.'s  to  reward  'em, 

"Mary,  who  is  handselling  her  new  aerial  perspectives 
upon  a  pair  of  old  worsted  stockings  trod  out  in  Cheshuiit 
lanes,  sends  her  love.  I,  great  good-liking.  Bid  us  a  pef- 
Bonal  farewell  before  you  see  the  Vatican. 

"  CnARLEB  Lamu. 

"Enfield,  Feb.  27. 1820." 

The  following  letter  lo  his  friend,  who  so  prosperously 
combines  conveyancing  with  poetry,  is  a  fair  sample  of  Lamb's 
elaborate  and  good-natured  fictions.  It  is  hardly  necessary  lo 
say  that  the  reference  to  a  coolness  between  him  and  two  of 
his  legal  friends  is  part  of  the  fiction. 
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"  My  dear  Procter — I  am  ashamed  not  io  have  taken  the 
drift  of  your  pleasant  letter,  which  I  find  to  have  been  pure 
invention.  But  jokes  are  not  suspected  in  Bceotian  Enfield. 
We  are  plain  people  and  our  talk  is  of  corn,  and  cattle,  and 
WaltUam  markets.  Besides,  I  was  a  Jiltle  out  of  sorts  when  1 
received  it.  The  fact  is,  I  am  involved  in  a  case  which  has 
fretted  me  to  death,  and  I  have  no  reliance  except  on  you  to 
extricate  me.  1  am  sure  you  will  give  me  your  best  legal  ad- 
vice, having  no  professional  friend  besides,  but  Robinson  and 
Talfourd,  with  neither  of  whom,  at  present,  I  am  on  the  beat 
of  terms.  My  brother's  widow  left  a  will,  made  during  the 
lil'efime  of  my  brother,  in  which  I  am  named  sole  executor,  by 
which  she  bequeaths  forty  acres  of  arable  properly,  which  it 
seems  she  held  under  covert  baron,  unknown  to  my  brother, 
10  the  heirs  of  the  body  of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  her  married 
daughter  by  a  first  husband,  in  fee  simple,  recoverable  by  fine  ; 
invested  properly,  mind,  for  there  is  the  difficulty  ;  subjected 
to  leet  and  quit  rent ;  in  short,  worded  in  the  most  guarded 
terms,  to  shut  out  the  property  from  Isaac  Dowden,  the  hus- 
band. Intelligence  has  just  come  of  th*"  death  of  this  person 
in  India,  where  he  made  a  will,  enlai.ing  this  property  (which 
seemed  entangled  enough  already)  to  the  heirs  of  his  body, 
that  should  not  be  born  of  his  wife ;  for  it  seems,  by  the  law  in 
India,  natural  children  can  recover.  They  have  put  the  cause 
into  exchequer  process  here,  removed  by  certiorari  from  the 
native  courts  ;  and  the  question  is,  whether  I  should,  as  exec- 
utor, try  the  cause  here,  or  again  re-remove  it  to  the  Supreme 
Sessions  at  Bangalore,  which  I  understand  I  can,  or  plead  a 
hearing  before  the  privy  council  here.  As  it  involves  all  the 
little  property  of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  I  am  anxious  to  take  the 
fittest  «tep3,  and  what  may  be  least  expensive.  For  God's 
sake  assist  me,  for  the  case  is  so  embarrassed  that  it  deprives 
me  of  sleep  and  appetite.  M.  Burney  thinks  there  is  a  case 
like  it  in  chap.  170,  sec.  5,  in  '  Fearn's  Contingent  Remain- 
ders.' Pray  read  it  over  with  him  dispassionately,  and  let  me 
have  the  resnlt.  The  complexity  lies  in  the  questionable 
power  of  the  husband  to  alienate  in  usum ;  enfeofl'ments  where- 
of he  was  only  collaterally  seised,  &c. 

"  I  had  another  favour  to  beg,  which  is  the  beggarl  est  of 
beggings.  A  few  lines  of  verse  for  a  young  friend's  album 
(six  will  be  enough).  M.  Burney  will  tell  you  who  she  is  I 
want  'em  for.  A  girl  of  gold.  Six  lines — make  'em  eight- 
signed  Barry  C—— -.  Thev  need  not  be  very  good,  as  I 
"lilefly  want  'em  as  a  foil  lo  mine.      But  I   shall  be  seriously 
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obliged  bv  any  refuse  scrap.  We  are  in  the  last  ages  af  ihe 
world,  when  St.  Paul  prophesied  that  women  should  be  '  head- 
strong, lovers  of  their  own  wills,  having  albums.'  I  fled  hither 
to  escape  ihealbumean  persecution  ;  and  had  not  been  in  my 
new  house  twenty-four  hours,  when  the  daughter  of  the  next 
house  came  in  with  a  friend's  album  to  beg  a  contribution,  and 
the  following  day  intimated  she  had  one  of  her  own.  'I'wo 
more  have  sprung  up  since.  If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning 
and  fly  unto  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth,  there  will  albums 
be.  .  New  Holland  has  albums.  But  the  age  is  lo  be  complied 
with.  M.  B.  will  tell  you  the  sort  of  girl  I  request  the  ten 
lines  for.  Somewhat  of  a  pensive  cast,  what  you  admire. 
'I'he  lines  may  come  before  the  law  question,  as  that  cannot 
be  determined  before  Hilary  Term,  and  I  wish  your  deliberate 
judgment  on  that.  The  other  may  be  flimsy  and  superficial. 
And  if  yt>u  have  not  burnt  your  returned  letter,  pray  resend  it 
me,  as  a  monumental  token  of  my  stupidity." 


Lamb  was  as  unfortunate  in  his  communications  wiih  the 
annuals  as  unhappy  in  the  importunities  of  the  fair  owners  of 
albums.  His  favourite  pieces  were  omitted  ;  and  a  piece  not 
his,  called  "  The  Widow,"  was,  by  a  hcense  of  friendship, 
which  Lamb  forgave,  inserted  in  one  of  them.  He  thus  com- 
plains of  these  grievances  in  a  letier  which  he  wrote  on  the 
marriage  of  the  daughter  of  a  friend  lo  a  great  theoretical 
chymist. 

TO    MR.    PROCTEtl. 

"Rumour  lells  us  that  Miss  is  married.     Who  is 

?  I  hear  he  ia  a  great  chymist,     I  am  sometimes  chym- 

ical  myself.  A  thought  strikes  me  witb  horror.  Pray  Heaven 
he  may  not  have  done  it  for  the  sake  of  trying  chymical  ex- 
periments upon  her — young  female  subjects  are  so  scarce. 
An't  you  glad  about  Burke's  case  ?  We  may  set  off  the  Scotch 
murders  against  the  Scotch  novels.  Hare,  the  Great  Un 
hafiged. 

"  M,  B.  is  richly  worth  your  knowing.  He  is  on  the  top 
«calc  of  my  friendship  ladder,  on  which  an  angel  or  two  is 
still  climbing,  and  some,  alas  !  descending,  bid  you  see  a 
sonnet  of  mine  in  BlacKwood's  last?  Curious  const  rue  lion  ! 
Elaborata  facilitas !  And  now  I'll  tell.  'Twas  written  foi 
'  The  Gem,'  but  the  editors  declined  it  on  the  plea  that  it 
would  shock  all  mothers;  so  they  published  '  The  Widow'  in- 
stead. I  am  born  out  of  time.  I  have  no  conjecture  about 
what  the  present  world  calls  delicacy.     I  thought  '  Rosamund 
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Gray'  was  a  prelty  modest  thing.  Hessey  assures  me  that 
the  world  would  not  bear  it.  1  have  lived  to  grow  into  aD 
indecent  character.  When  my  sonnet  was  rejected,  I  ei- 
slaimed,  '  Hang  the  age,  I  will  write  for  antiquity  !' 

"  Erratum  in  sonnet.  Last  line  but  something,  for  tender, 
road  tend.  The  Scotch  do  not  know  our  law  terms ;  but  I 
find  some  remains  of  honest,  plain  old  writing  lurking  there 
still.  They  were  not  so  meaJy-mouth'd  as  to  refuse  my  verses. 
Maybe  'tis  their  oatmeal, 

■  Blackwood  sent  me  — I.  for  the  drama.  Somebody  cheat- 
ed me  out  of  it  next  day  ;  and  my  new  pair  of  breeches,  just 
sent  home,  cracking  at  first  putting  on,  I  exclaimed,  'AH 
tailors  are  cheats,  and  all  men  are   tailors.'     Then  I  was 

The  next  contains  Lamb's  thanks  for  the  verses  he  had 
begged  for  Miss  Isola's  album.  They  compretiended  a  com- 
nliment  turning  on  the  words  Isola  Bella. 


"  The  comings  in  of  an  incipient  conveyancer  are  not  ade- 
quate to  the  receipt  of  three  twopenny  post  non-paids  in  a 
week.  Therefore,  after  this,  I  condemn  my  pen  to  long  and 
deep  silence,  or  shall  awaken  it  to  write  to  lords.  Lest  those 
raptures  in  this  honeymoon  of  my  correspondence  you  avow 
for  the  visitations  of  my  NuDcio,  after  passing  through  certain 
natural  grades,  as  Love,  Love  and  Water,  Love  with  the  chili 
off,  then  subsiding  to  that  point  which  the  heroic  suiter  of  his 
wedded  dame,  the  noble-spirited  Lord  Randolph  in  the  play, 
declares  to  be  the  ambition  of  his  passion,  a  reciprocation  of 
'complacent  kindness,'  it  suddenly  plump  down  (scarce  stay- 
ing to  bait  at  the  mid  point  of  indifference,  so  hungry  it  is  for 
distaste)  lo  a  loathing  and  blank  aversion,  to  the  rendering 
probable  such  counter  expressions  as  this,  '  Hang  that  infer- 
nal twopenny  postman  (words  which  make  the  messenger 
'lift  up  his  hands  and  wonder  who  can  use  them').  While, 
then,  you  are  not  ruined,  let  me  assure  thee,  oh  thou  above 
the  painter,  and  next  only  under  Giraldus  Camhrensis,  the 
most  immortal  and  worthy  to  be  immortal  Barry,  thy  most  in- 
genious and  golden  cadences  do  take  my  fancy  mightily. 
But  tell  me,  and  tell  me  truly,  gentle  swain,  is  that  Isola  Bel- 
la a  true  spot  in  geographical  denomination,  or  a  floating  De- 
los  in  thy  brain.  Lurks  that  fair  island  in  verity  in  the  bosom 
of  Lake  Maggiore,  or  some  other  with  less  poetic  name,  which 
ihou  hast  ComwaUized  for  ihe  occasion.  And  what  if  Mag- 
giore itself  be  but  a  coinage  of  adaptation  ?     Of  this,  pray  re- 
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solve  me  immediately,  for  my  albumess  will  be  caiechised  ok 
this  eubjoct ;  and  how  can  I  prompt  her?  Lake  Leman  I 
know,  and  Leinon  Lake  (in  a  punch  bowl)  I  have  swum  in, 
though  those  lymphs  be  long  since  tlry.  But  Maggiore  may 
be  in  the  moon.  Unsphyns  this  riddle  for  me,  for  my  shelves 
have  no  gazetteer." 

The  following  letters  contain  a  noble  instance  of  Lamb's 
fine  consideration  and  exquisite  feeling  in  morality. 


"When  Miss was  at  Enfield,  which  she  was  in  sum 

mer-time,  and  owed  hor  health  to  its  sun  and  genia!  inllu 
ences,  she  visited  {with  young  ladylike  iinperlinence)  a  poor 
man's  cottage  that  had  a  pretty  baby  (oh  the  yearnhng !),  gave 
it  fine  caps  and  sweetmeats.  On  a  day  broke  into  the  par- 
lour our  two  maids  uproarious, '  Oh,  ma'am,  who  do  you  think 

Miss has  been  working  a  cap  for?'     'A child,' answered 

Mary,  in  true  Shandean  female  simplicity.     '  It's  the  man's 

child  as  was  taken  tip  for  sheep- stealing.'     Miss was 

staggered,  and  would  have  cut  the  connexion,  but  by  main 
Ibrce  I  made  her  go  and  take  her  leave  of  her  protegee.  1 
thought,  if  she  went  no  more,  the  Abactor  or  Abactor's  wife 
[vide  Ains worth)  would  suppose  she  had  heard  something; 
and  I  have  delicacy  for  a  sheep-stealer.  The  overseers  ac- 
tually overhauled  a  mutton-pie  at  the  (laker's  (his  first,  last, 
and  only  hope  of  mutton-pie),  which  he  never  came  to  eat, 
and  thence  inferred  his  guilt,  Per  occasionem  eujus,  I  framed 
the  sonnet ;  observe  its  elaborate  construction.  I  was  foul 
days  about  it. 

'THE  GIPSY'S  MALISON. 


Black  maiiliood  comes,  when  rioloua  guiltj'  living 

Hands  Ihee  tbe  cup  that  shall  be  death  in  taalmg. 
Kiss,  bahy,ki5sl  mother's  lips  shine  by  kisaes. 

Choke  the  warm  breath  thai  else  would  fall  in  blessings : 
B'ack  manhood  lomea,  when  tuibulent  guilty  blisses 

Tend  thee  the  kiss  that  poisons  mid  careasings. 
Hang,  baby,  hang !  mother's  love  loves  such  forces, 

Strain  the  fond  neck  Uia;  bends  still  to  thy  clinging ; 
Black  manhood  comes,  when  violent  lawless  couises 

Leavo  thee  a  spectacle  ic  nide  ait  swinging." 
So  sang  a  withet'd  beldam  energetical, 
And  bann'd  the  un giving  door  with  lips  prophetical.' 


"  Barry,  study  that  sonnet.  It  i 
elaborate,  'Tis  a  choking  subjec 
is  directed  to  the  structure  of  it. 
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(ourlcener  to  be  rejected  by  a  trumpery  annual?  forsooth, 
'iwouW  shock  all  mothers ;  and  may  all  mothers,  who  would 
so  be  shocked,  be  hanged !  as  if  mothers  were  such  sort  of 
logicians  as  to  infer  the  future  hanging  of  their  child  from  the 
theoretical  hangibility  (or  capacity  of  being  hanged,  if  the 
judge  pleases)  of  every  infant  born  with  a  neck  on.  Oh  B.  C, 
my  whole  heart  isfainl,and  my  whole  head  is  sick  {how  is  it?) 
■ai  this  cursed,  earning,  unmasculine  age!" 


1  little  Latin  letter  about  the  same  time  to  thu 


"Facundissime  Poeta!  quanquam  istiusmodi  epitheta  ora 
loribus  potiiis  quam  poetis  attinere  facile  scio— tamen,  facnn 
dissime ! 

"  Commoratur  nobisciim  jamdiu,  in  agro  Enfeldiense,  scili- 
cet, leguleius  futurus,  illusttissimus  Martinus  Burneius,  otiuni 
agens,  negotia  nominaiia,  et  officinam  clientum  vacuani,  pau- 
lulum  fugiens.  Orat,  implorat  te — nempe,  Martinus — ut  si 
(quad  Dii  faciant)  fori^  fortuna,  absente  ipso,  advenerit  tardus 
cltens,  euin  certiorem  feceris  per  literas  hilc  raiasas.  Intelli- 
gisne  1  an  me  Anglice  et  barbarice  ad  te  hominem  perdoctum 
scribere  oporlet  \  C.  Aonus. 

"  Si  status  de  franco  tenemento  datur  avo,  et  in  eodem  fac 
to  si  mediate  vel  immediate  datur  heredihus  vcl  h^redibus  cor- 
poris dicti  QUI,  postrema  hjec  verba  sunt  Limitationis  non  Per 


"  Disi.  Carlagnui 

to  Rogers,  worlliy  of  botji,  occurs  in  a  li 


quLsitionis. 


"  Dear  B.  B. — To  get  out  of  home  themes,  have  you  seen 
Sonthey's  'Dialogues!'  Ilia  Sake  descriptions,  and  the  ac- 
count of  his  library  at  Keswick,  are  very  line.  But  he  need- 
ed not  have  called  up  the  ghost  of  More  to  hold  the  conversa- 
tions with,  which  might  as  well  have  passed  between  A.  and 
B.,or  Caiuaand  Lucius.  It  is  making  too  free  with  a  defunct 
chancellor  and  martyr. 

'■  I  feel  as  if  I  had  nothing  further  to  write  about.  Oh !  I 
forgot ;  the  prettiest  letter  i  ever  read,  that  I  have  received 
from  '  Pleasures  of  Memory'  Rogers,  in  acknowledgment  of  a 
sonnet  I  sent  him  on  the  loss  of  his  brother. 
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•'  It  is  Itio  long  to  transcribe,  but  I  hope  to  show  it  you  some 
day,  as  I  hope  some  lime  again  fo  see  you  when  all  of  us  are 
well.  Only  it  ends  thus, '  We  were  nearly  of  an  age  (he  was 
the  elder)  ;  lie  was  the  only  person  in  tiie  world  in  whose  eyes 
I  always  appeared  young.' " 

"What  a  lesson  does  the  following  read  to  us  from  one  who, 
while  condemned  to  uninteresting  industry,  thought  happiness 
fonsisted  in  an  affluence  of  time! 


'•  Enfield  Chace-side,  Saturday,  25lli  July, 
A.  n.  1829,  n  A.M. 

"  There — a  fuUer,  plumper,  juicier  date  never  dropped  from 
Idumean  palm.  Am  I  in  the  daie-ive  case  now?  if  not,  a  fig 
lor  dates,  which  is  more  than  a  dale  is  worth.  I  never  stood 
much  aiTecled  to  those  limitary  specialities.  Least  of  all,  since 
the  date  of  my  superannuation. 

What  have  [  with  time  to  da  ? 
Slaves  of  desks, 'twas  meant  for  you. 

But  town,  with  all  my  native  hankering  after  it,  is  not  what  U 
was.  The  streets,  the  shops  are  left,  but  ail  old  friends  are 
gone.  And  m  London  I  was  frightfully  convinced  of  this  as 
I  passed  houses  and  places,  emptv  caskets  now.  1  have 
ceased  to  care  almost  about  an)  body  The  bodies  I  cared 
for  are  in  graves  or  dispersed.  My  old  chums,  that  lived  so 
long  and  flounshed  so  steadily,  are  crumbled  away.  When 
I  took  leave  of  our  adopted  young  friend  at  Charing  Cross, 
'twas  a  heavy  unfeeling  rain,  and  I  had  nowhere  to  go.  Home 
have  1  none,  and  not  a  sympathizing  house  to  turn  to  in  the 
great  city.  Never  did  the  waters  of  heaven  pour  down  on  a. 
forlorner  head.  Yet  I  tried  ten  days  at  a  sort  of  friend's  house, 
but  it  was  large  and  straggling — one  of  the  individiiala  of  my 
old  long  knot  of  friends,  card-players,  pleasant  companions, 
that  have  tumbled  to  pieces,  into  dust  and  other  things ;  and  I 
got  home  on  Thursday,  convinced  that  it  was  better  to  get 
home  to  my  hole  at  Enfield,  and  hide  like  a  sick  cat  in  my 
corner.  And  to  make  me  more  alone,  our  ill-tempered  maid 
is  gone,  who,  with  all  her  airs,  was  yet  a  home-piece  of  fur 
niture,"  a  record  of  better  days ;  and  the  young  thing  that  has 
succeeded  her  is  good  and  attentive,  but  she  is  nothing.  And 
[  iiave  no  one  here  to  talk  over  old  matters  with.  Si:olding 
and  quaTTelUng  have  something  q[  familiarity  and  a  community 
vf  interest;  ihey  imply  acquaintance  ;  tkey.are  of  oae  sentiment, 
whieh  is  of  the  family  ofdearness. 
"  1  can  neither  sco.d  at  nor  quarrel  at  ihis  insignificant  iin. 
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nlement  of  household  services ;  she  is  less  than  a  cat,  and 
(usl  better  than  a  deal  dresser.  What  I  can  do,  and  over-do, 
IS  to  walk ;  but  deadly  long  are  the  days,  these  summer  all- 
day-days,  wiih  but  a  half  hour's  candlelight,  and  no  firelight, 
I  do  not  write,  tell  your  kind  inquisitive  Eliza,  and  can  hardly 
read.  'Tis  cold  work,  authorship,  without  something  to  puiV 
one  into  fashion.  Could  you  not  write  something  on  Quaker 
ism  for  Quakers  to  read,  but  nominally  addressed  to  Non- 
Quakers,  explaining  your  dogmas,  as  waiting  on  the  Spirit, 
by  the  analogy  of  human  calmness,  and  waiting  on  the  judg- 
ment! I  scarcely  know  what  I  mean,  but  to  make  Non-Qua- 
ters  reconciled  to  your  doctrines,  by  showing  something  like 
ihem  in  mere  human  operations  ;  but  I  hardly  understand  my- 
self, so  let  it  pass  for  nothing.  I  assure  you,  no  work  is  worse 
(han  over  work.  The  mind  preys  on  itself,  the  most  unwhole- 
some food.  I  bragged  formerly  that  I  could  not  have  loo  much 
iime.  I  have  a  surfeit;  with  few  years  to  come,  the  days 
are  wearisome.  But  weariness  is  not  eternal.  Something 
will  shine  out  to  take  the  load  oif  that  crushes  mo,  which  is 
It  present  intolerable.  I  have  killed  an  hour  or  two  in  this 
30or  scrawl.  I  am  a  sanguinary  murderer  of  time,  and  would 
kill  him  inchmeal  just  now.  But  the  snake  is  vital.  Well, 
I  shall  write  merrier  anon.  'Tis  the  presentcopy  of  my  coun- 
tenance 1  send,  and  to  complain  is  a  little  to  alleviate.  May 
you  enjoy  yourself  as  far  as  the  wicked  world  will  let  you, 
and  think  that  you  are  not  quite  alone,  as  I  am  !  Health  to 
Lucia,  and  to  Anna,  and  kind  remembrances. 

"  Your  foriorn 

"  C.  L." 

'J'he  cares  of  housekeeping  pressed  too  heavily  on  Miss 
Lamb,  and  her  brother  resolved  to  resign  the  dignity  of  a 
housekeeper  for  the  independence  of  a  lodger.  A  couple  of 
old  dwellers  in  Eniield,  hard  by  his  cottage,  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  raceive  them.  Lamb  refers  lo  the  change  in  the  fol- 
lowing letter,  acknowledging  the  receipt  of  Wilson's  '  Life  of 
De  Foe,'  in  which  a  crhicism  from  his  pen  was  inserted,  im- 
bodying  the  sentiments  which  he  had  expressed  some  years 
before. 


"  Enfield,  15th  November,  1809. 

"  My  dear  Wilson-  -I  have  not  opened  a  packet  of  unknown 
contents  for  many  years  that  gave  me  so  much  pleasure  as 
when  I  disclosed  your  three  volumes.  I  have  given  them  a 
careful  perusal,  and  they  have  taken  their  degree  oT  classical 
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books  upon  my  shelves.  De  Foe  was  always  my  darling, 
but  what  darkness  was  I  in  as  to  far  the  larger  part  of  his 
writings !  I  have  now  an  epitome  of  them  all.  (  think  the 
way  in  which  you  have  done  the  '  Life'  the  most  judicious  you 
could  have  pitched  upon.  You  have  made  him  tell  his  own 
story,  and  your  comnie  '    1^    P    g      ''  *    ^'^       '^^hy 

I  never  hoard  of  such  a        k  I     R  S       g     h 

in  my  stail-hunling  day     I  hip  dd 

volume  of  it.     This  ci      m  Ik  f  h  y  w       n 

of  any  great  circulation      BImyh        m  h  (I 

not  knowing   the  priz  P        '^  ^  ' 

stranger  to  the  whole  h  f  D  h  g 

and  picked  my  way  th      gl     li  b    k    h      C        1 

dator,'  at  random.     Ho       fT  m       1  h      p  I 

appeals :  what  a  mach         f  p   J         h  f  d  f  1 

lowing  writers  have  pikdhpk  hp  Id 

not  understand  whereabouts  in  Roxana  he  himself  lef  off     I 
always  ihought  the  complete -to  urist>sort  of  descrip  on  ol    he 
town  she  passes  through  on  her  last  embarcatio    m  se    bly 
unseasonable  and  out  of  place.     I  knew  not  they  we  e  sp 
ous.     Enlighten  me  as  to  where  the  apocryphal  ma         om 
mences.     1,  by  accident,  can  correct  one  A,  D.,    Fam  ly  I 
structor,'  vol.  ii.,  1718;  you  say  his  lirst  volume  1   d    1 
reached  the  fourth  edition ;  now  I  have  a  fll\h,  p  n  ed  fo 
Eman  Matthews,  1717.     So  have  I  plucked  one    o     n  da 
or  ratiier  picked  it  up  where  it  had  inadvertently  fall  n  f  om 
your  flourishing  date-tree,  the  Palm  of  Engaddi.     I  n  ay   ake 
it  for  my  pains.     I  think  yours  a  book  which  eve  y  publ      I 
brary  must  have,  and  every  English  scholar  should  1  a  e      I 
am  sure  it  has  enriched  ray  meager  stock  of  the  autho  s    o  k 
I  seem  to  be  twice  as  opulent.     Mary  is  by  ray  side,  just  hn- 
ishing  the  second  volume.     It  must  have  interest  to  divert  her 
a+vay  so  long  from  her  modem  novels.     Coleridge  will  bo 
quite  jealous.     I  was  a  little  disappointed  at  my  '  Ode  to  the 
Treadmill'  not  finding  a  place,  but  it  came  out  of  time.     Tlio 
two  papers  of  mine  will  puzzle  the  .reader,  being  so   akin. 
Odd,  that,  never  keeping  a  scrap  of  my  own  letters,  with  some 
fifteen  years'  interval,  I  should  nearly  have  said  the  same 
things.     But  I  shall  always  feel  happy  in  having  ray  name  go 
down  any  how  with  De  Foe's,  and  that  of  his  historiographer. 
I  promise  myself,  if  not  immortality,  yet  diutemity  of  being 
read  in  consequence.     We  have  both  had  much  illness  this 
year,  and  feeling  infirmities  mid  fretfulness  grow  upon  us: 
we  have  cast  off  the  cares  of  housekeeping,  sold  off  our  goods, 
and  commenced  boarding  and  lodging  with  a  very  comfortable 
old  couple  next  door  to  where  you  foimd  us.     We  use  a  sort 
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of  common  table.  Neverthelefs,  we  have  reserved  a  private 
one  for  an  old  friend ;  and  when  Mrs.  Wilson  and  you  revivt 
Babylon,  we  shall  pray  you  to  make  it  yours  for  a  sei>)<e«* 
Om*  very  kindest  remembrances  to  you  both. 

"  From  your  old  friend  2.nA  feUoic-journaUsl,  now  in  two  it- 
stantes, 

"  C.  Lame. 

•'  Hazlitt  is  going  to  make  your  book  a  basis  for  a  review 
of  De  Foe's  Novels  in  '  the  EdinbroV  I  wish  I  had  health 
and  spirits  to  do  it.  Hone  I  have  not  seen,  but  I  doubt  noi 
he  will  be  much  pleased  with  your  performance.  I  very 
much  hope  you  will  give  us  an  account  of  DunEon,  &c.  But 
what  I  should  more  like  to  see  would  be  a  life  and  times  of 
Bunyan.  Wishing  health  to  you,  and  long  life  to  your  heaJlhy 
book,  again  I  subscribe  me, 


"  Yours  in  verily, 

"  0.  L." 


About  the  same  time  the  fol]o\ 
luding  to  the  same  change. 


"Dear  Oilman — Allsop  brought  me  your  kind  message 
yesterday.  How  can  I  account  for  not  having  visited  High- 
gale  this  long  time?  Change  of  place  seemed  to  have 
changed  me.  How  grieved  I  was  to  hear  in  what  indifferent 
health  Coleridge  has  been,  and  I  not  to  know  of  it !  A  little 
school  divinity,  well  applied,  may  be  healing.  I  send  bini 
honest  Tom  of  Aquin  ;  that  was  always  an  obscure  great  idea 
to  me ;  I  never  thought  or  dreamed  to  see  him  in  the  flesh, 
but  t'other  day  I  rescued  him  from  a  stall  in  Barbican,  and 
brought  him  off  in  triumph.  He  comes  to  greet  Coleridge's 
acceptance,  for  his  shoe-latchets  I  am  unworthy  to  unloose. 
Yet  there  are  pretty  pro's  and  con's,  and  such  unsatisfactory 
learning  in  him.  Commend  me  to  the  question  of  etiquette — 
^  utTum  annunciatio  dehuerit  fieri  per  angelum' — Quisst.  30,  Jr- 
ticulus  2.  I  protest,  till  now  I  had  thought  Gabriel  a  fellow  of 
some  mark  and  likelihood,  not  a  simple  esquire,  as  I  find  him. 
Weil,  do  not  break  your  lay  brains,  nor  I  neither,  with  these 
curious  nothings.  They  are  nuts  lo  our  dear  friend,  whom 
hoping  to  see  at  your  first  friendly  hint  that  it  will  be  conve- 
nient, I  end  with  begging  our  very  kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  Gil- 
man.  We  have  had  a  sorry  house  of  it  here.  Our  spirits 
have  been  reduced  till  we  were  at  hope's  end  what  to  do 
Obliged  to  leave  this  house,  and  afraid  to  engage  another,  till 
in  estremiiy,  I  took  the  desperate  resolve  of  kicking  house  and 


^d  by  Google 


ail  down,  like  Bunyan's  pack  ;  and  here  we  are  in  a  new  life 
at  board  and  lodglng,  with  an  honest  couple  our  neighbours 
We  have  ridded  ourselves  of  the  cares  of  dirty  acres  ;  and  the 
change,  though  of  less  than  a  week,  has  had  the  most  benefi- 
cial effects  on  Mary  already.  She  iooks  two  years  and  a  half 
younger  for  it.     But  we  have  had  sore  trials. 

"  God  send  us  one  happy  meeting  !     Yours  faithfiiUy, 
"  C.  Laub. 

"  Chace-eide,  Enfield,  26th  Oct.,  1829. ■• 

The  first  result  of  the  experiment  was  happy,  as  it  brought 
improved  health  \o  Miss  Lamb ;  to  which  Lamb  refers  in  the 
following  letter  to  his  Suffolk  friend,  who  had  announced  to 
him  his  appointment  as  assignee  under  a  bankruptcy. 


"  My  dear  B.  B. — You  are  very  good  to  have  been  uneasy 
about  us,  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  tell  you  that  we  are 
both  in  better  health  and  spirits  than  we  have  been  for  a  year 
or  two  past.  The  cause  may  not  appear  quite  adequate 
when  I  tell  you  that  a  course  of  ill  health  and  spirits  brought 
us  to  the  determination  of  giving  up  our  house  here,  and  we 
are  boarding  and  lodging  with  a  worthy  couple,  long  inhabi- 
tants of  Enfield,  where  everything  is  done  for  us  without  our 
trouble,  further  than  a  reasonable  weekly  payment.  We 
should  have  done  so  before,  but  it  is  not  easy  to  flesh  and 
blood  to  give  up  an  ancient  establishment,  to  discard  old  Pe- 
nates, and  from  housekeepers  to  turn  housesharers.  {N.B. 
We  are  not  in  the  workliouso.)  Diocletian,  in  his  garden, 
found  more  repose  than  on  ihe  imperial  seat  of  Korae  ;  and 
the  nob  of  Charles  V.  ached  seldomer  under  a  monk's  cowl 
than  under  the  diadem.  With  such  shadows  of  assimilation 
we  countenance  our  degradation.  With  such  a  load  of  digni- 
fied cares  just  removed  from  our  shoulders,  we  can  the  moro 
understand  and  pity  the  accession  to  yours,  by  the  advance- 
ment to  an  assigneeship.  I  will  tell  you  honestly,  B.  B.,  that 
it  has  been  my  long  deliberate  judgment  that  all  bankrupts,  of 
what  denomination,  civil  or  religious,  soever,  ought  to  be 
hanged.  The  pity  of  mankind  has  for  ages  run  m  a  wrong  di- 
rection, and  been  diverted  from  poor  creditors  {how  many  have 
1  known  sufferers  !  Hazlitt  has  just  been  defrauded  of  IWl, 
oy  his  bookseller  friends  breaking)  to  scoundrel  debtors.  I 
Know  all  the  topics — that  distress  may  overtake  an  honest  man 
without  his  fault ;  that  the  failure  of  one  that  he  trusted  was 
nis  calamity,  &.c.     Then  let  boC/i  be  hanged.     Oh  how  careful 
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:liis  would  make  traders !  These  are  my  deliberate  thoughts, 
aftor  many  years'  experience  in  matters  of  trade.  •  *  'I'rade 
will  never  flourish  in  this  land  till  such  a  law  is  established. 
I  write  big,  not  to  save  ink,  but  eyes,  mine  having  been  troubled 
with  reading  through  three  folios  of  old  Fuller  in  almost  as 
few  days,  and  I  went  to  bed  last  night  in  agony,  and  am  wri- 
ting with  a  vial  of  eyewater  before  me,  alternately  dipping  in 
vial  and  inkstand.  This  may  inflame  my  zeal  against  bank- 
rupts, but  it  was  my  speculation  when  I  could  see  better. 
Half  the  world's  misery  (Eden  else)  is  owing  to  want  of 
money,  and  all  that  want  is  owing  to  bankrupts.  I  declare 
I  would,  if  the  state  wanted  practitioners,  turn  hangman  my- 
self, and  should  have  great  pleasure  in  hanging  the  first  after 
my  salutary  law  should  be  established.  I  have  seen  no  an- 
nuals, and  wish  to  see  none.  I  like  your  fun  upon  them,  and 
was  quite  pleased  with  Bowles's  sonnet.  Hood  is,  or  was,  at 
Urighion ;  but  a  note  (prose  or  rhyme)  to  him,  Robert-street, 
Adelphi,  I  am  sure,  would  extract  a  copy  of  his,  which  also  1 
liave  not  seen. 

"  Wishing  you  and  yours  all  health,  I  conclude  while  these 
frail  glasses  are,  to  me,  eyes. 


The  following  letter,  written  in  the  beginning  of  1830,  de- 
scribes his  landlord  and  landlady,  and  expresses,  with  a  fins 
solemnity,  the  feelings  which  still  held  him  at  Enfield. 

TO    JIH.    WORDSWORTH. 

"And  is  it  a  year  since  we  parted  from  you  at  the  steps  of 
Edmonton  stage  t  There  are  not  now  the  years  that  there 
used  to  be.  The  tale  of  the  dwindled  age  of  men,  reported  of 
successional  mankind,  is  true  of  the  same  man  only.  We  do 
not  live  a  year  in  a  year  now.  'Tis  a  punclum  slans.  The 
seasons  pass  with  indifference.  Spring  cheers  not,  nor  winter 
heightens  our  gloom ;  autumn  hath  foregone  its  moralities— 
they  are  'hey-pass  re-pass,'  as  in  a  show-box.  Yet,  as  far 
as  last  year  recurs,  for  they  scarce  show  a  reflex  now,  they 
make  no  memory  as  heretofore,  'twas  sufficiently  gloomy. 
Let  the  sullen  nothing  pass.  Suffice  it,  that  after  sad  spirits, 
prolonged  through  many  of  its  months,  as  it  called  them,  we 
have  cast  our  skins ;  have  taken  a  farewell  of  the  pompous, 
troublesome  trifle  called  housekeeping,  and  are  settled  down 
mto  poor  boarders  and  lodgers  at  next  door  with  an  old  couple, 
the  Baucis  and  Baucida  of  dull  Enfield.  Here  we  have  nothmg 
to  do  with  nnr  victuals  but  to  eat  them ;  with  the  garden  but 
lo  see  it  grow  ;  with  the  tax-gatherer  but  to  hear  him  knock  ; 
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with  ihe  maid  but  to  hear  her  scolded.  Scot  and  lot,  butchei, 
baker,  are  tilings  unknown  lo  us  save  as  spectators  of  the  pa- 
geant. We  are  fed  we  know  not  how ;  quietists,  confiding 
ravens.  We  have  the  otiunt  pro  dignitate,  a  respectable  in- 
significance. Yet  in  the  self-condemned  obliviousness,  in  the 
stagnation,  some  molesting  yearnings  of  hfe,  not  quite  killed, 
rise,  prompting  me  that  there  was  a  London,  and  that  I  was 
of  that  old  Jerusalem.  In  dreams  I  am  in  Fleet  Market, 
but  I  wake  and  cry  to  sleep  again.  I  die  hard,  a  stubborn 
Eloisa  in  this  detestable  paraclete.  What  have  I  gained  by 
healtli?  Intolerable  dulness.  What  by  early  hours  and 
moderate  meals  ?  A  total  blank.  Oh !  never  let  the  lying 
poets  be  believed  who  'tico  men  from  the  cheerful  haunts  of 
streets,  or  ihink  they  mean  it  not  of  a  country  village.  In  the 
ruins  of  Palmyra  I  would  gird  myself  up  to  solitude,  or  muse 
to  the  snoring  of  the  Seven  Sleepers ;  but  to  have  a  little 
teaziiig  image  of  a  town  about  one  ■  country  folks  that  do  nol 
look  like  country  folks  ;  shops  two  yards  square,  half  a  dozen 
apples,  and  two  penn'orth  of  overlooked  gingerbread  for  the 
lofty  fruiterers  of  Oxford-street;  and,  for  the  immortal  book 
and  print  stalls,  a  circulating  hbrary  that  stands  still,  where 
the  show-picture  is  a  last  year's  Valentine,  and  whither  the 
fame  of  the  last  ten  Scotch  novels  has  not  yet  travelled 
(marrj-,  they  just  begin  to  be  conscious  of  Red-gauntlet) ;  to 
have  a  new  plastered  flat  church,  and  to  be  wishing  that  ii 
was  but  a  cathedral !  'I'he  very  blackguards  here  are  degen- 
erate ;  the  topping  gentry  stock-brokers ;  the  passengers  too 
many  Eo  ensure  your  quiet,  or  let  you  go  about  whistling  oi 
gaping,  too  few  to  be  the  fine  indifferent  pageants  of  Fleet- 
street.  Confining,  room-keeping,  thickest  winter,  is  yet  more 
bearable  here  than  the  gaudy  months.  Among  one's  books  al 
one's  fire  by  candle,  one  is  soothed  into  an  oblivion  that  one 
is  not  in  the  country ;  but  with  the  light  the  green  fields  re- 
turn, till  I  gaze,  and  in  a  calenture  can  plunge  myself  into  St. 
Giles's.  Oh!  let  no  native  Londoner  imagine  that  health 
and  rest,  and  innocent  occupation,  interchange  of  convers) 
sweet,  and  recreative  study,  can  make  the  country  anyihinj 
better  than  altogether  odious  and  detestable.  A  garden  was  thi 
primitive  prison,  till  man,  with  Promethean  felicity  and  bold 
ness,  luckily  sinned  himself  out  of  it.  Thence  followed  Bab- 
ylon,  Nineveh,  Venice,  London,  haberdashers,  goldsmiths 
taverns,  playhouses,  satires,  epigrams,  puns— these  all  cam* 
in  on  the  town  part, 'and  the  Ihilher  side  of  innocence.  Mai 
found  out  inventions.  From  my  den  I  return  you  condoIenM 
for  your  decaying  sight ;  not  for  anything  there  is  to  see  ii 
the  country,  but  for  the  miss  of  'bn  pleasure  of  reading  a  Ltit 
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cton  newspaper.  The  poets  are  as  well  to  listen  to  ;  anything 
high  may,  nay,  must,  be  read  out ;  you  read  it  to  yourself  with 
an  imaginary  auditor;  but  the  .light  paragraphs  must  be  glid 
over  by  the  proper  eye  ;  mouthing  mumbles  iheir  gossamery 
substance.  'Tis  these  trifles  I  should  mourn  in  fading  sight. 
A.  newspaper  is  the  single  gleam  of  comfort  I  receive  here  ;  it 
comes  from  rich  Cathay  with  tidings  of  mankind.  Yet  I  could 
r.ot  attend  to  it,  read  out  by  the  most  beloved  voice.  But  youi 
eyes  do  not  get  worse,  I  gather.  Oh  for  the  collyrium  of  To- 
bias enclosed  in  a  whiting's  liver,  to  send  you  with  no  apoc- 
ryphal good  wishes !  The  last  long  time  I  heard  from  you 
you  had  knocked  your  head  against  something.  Do  not  do  so  ; 
lor  your  head  (1  do  not  flatter)  is  not  a  nob,  or  the  top  of  a 
brass  nail,  or  the  end  of  a  ninepin — unless  a  Vulcanian  ham- 
mer could  fairly  batter  a  '  Kecluse'  out  of  it ;  then  would  I  bid 
the  smirched  god  knock  and  knock  lustily,  the  two-handed 
ekinker.  Mary,  must  squeeze  out  a  line  propnd.  manu ;  but, 
indeed,  her  lingers  have  been  incorrigibly  nervous  to  letter- 
writing  for  a  long  interval.  'Twill  please  you  all  to  hear, 
ihat  though  I  fret  like  a  lion  in  a  net,  her  present  health  and 
spirits  are  better  than  they  have  been  for  some  time  past ; 
she  is  absolutely  three  years  and  a  half  younger,  as  I  tell  her, 
since  we  have  adopted  this  boarding  plan. 

"  Our  providers  are  an  honest  pair,  Dame  W  ■■  ■  and  her 
husband  ;  he,  v-ben  the  light  of  prosperity  shined  on  them,  a 
moderately  thriving  iiaberdasher  within  Bow  bells,  retired 
since  with  something  under  a  competence ;  writes  himself 
gentleman  ;  hath  borne  parish  ofiices ;  sings  fine  old  sea  songs 
at  threescore  and  ten ;  sighs  only  now  and  then  when  he 
thinks  that  he  has  a  son  on  his  hands  about  fifteen,  whom  he 
finds  a  difliculty  in  getting  out  into  the  world,  and  then  checks 
a  sigh  with  muttering,  as  I  once  heard  him  prettily,  not  mean- 
ing to  be  heard,  'I  have  married  my  daughter,  however;' 
takes  the  weather  as  it  comes ;  outsides  it  to  town  in  severest 
season ;  and  o'  winter  nights  tells  old  stories  not  tending  to 
literature  (how  comfortable  to  author-rid  folks!)  and  has  one 
anecdote,  upon  which  and  about  forty  pounds  a  year  he  seems 
to  have  retired  in  green  old  age.  It  was  how  he  was  a  rider 
in  his  y6uth,  travelling  for.  shops,  and  once  (not  to  balk  his 
employer's  bargain),  on  a  sweltering  day  iu  August,  rode  foam- 
ing into  Dunstable  upon  a  mad  horse,  to  the  dismay  and  ex- 
postulatory  wonderment  of  innkeepers,  ostlers,  &c.,  who  de- 
clared they  would  not  have  bestrid  the  beast  to  win  the  Derby. 
Understand,  the  creature  galled  to  death  and  desperation  by 
gadflies,  cormorant- winged,  worse  than  beset  Inachus's  daugh- 
cr.     This  he  tells,  this  he  brindles  and  burnishes  on  a  win- 
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ler's  eve ;  'lis  his  Slav  of  set  glory,  his  rejuveruscetice,  to  de- 
scant upon.  Far  ftom  me  he  it  [dii  averlant)  to  look  a  gift 
story  in  the  mouth,  or  cruelly  to  surmise  (as  those  who  doubi 
Jie  plunge  of  Curtiua)  that  the  inseparate  conjuncture  of  man 
and  beast,  the  ceiitaur-phenomenon  that  staggered  all  Dunsta- 
ble, might  have  been  the  etfect  of  unromaniic  necessity ;  tha; 
the  horsepart  carried  the  reasoning,  willy  nilly ;  that  needs 
must  when  such  a  devil  drove  ;  that  certain  spiral  configura- 
tions i[i  the  frame  of  T W ,  unfriendly  to  alighting, 

made  the  alliance  more  forcible  than  voluntary.  Let  him 
enjoy  his  fame  for  me,  nor  kt  me  hint  a  whisper  that  shall 
dismount  Bellerophon.  But  in  case  he  was  an  involuntarj 
martyr,  yet  if  in  the  fiery  conAict  he  buckled  the  soul  of  a  con 
slant  haberdasher  to  him,  and  adopted  his  flames,  let  acciden. 

and  he  share  the  glory.     You  would  all  like  T W -. 

*[  ]  How  weak  is  painting  to  describe  a  man !  Say 
that  he  stands  four  feet  and  a  nail  high  by  his  own  yard  meas- 
ure, which,  like  the  sceptre  of  Agamemnon,  shall  never  sproul 
again,  still  you  have  no  adequate  idea ;  nor  when  I  tell  you 
tl.,it  his  dear  hump,  which  1  have  favoured  in  the  picture, 
seems  to  me  of  the  buffalo— indicative  and  repository  of  mild 
qualities,  a  budget  of  kindnesses— still  you  have  not  the  man 
Knew  you  old  Norris  of  the  Templet  sixty  years  ours  and  out 
fathers'  friend  J  He  was  not  more  natural  to  us  than  this  old 
W.,  tlie  acquaintance  of  scarce  more  weeks.  Under  his  rool 
now  ought  I  to  take  my  rest,  but  that  back-looking  ambition 
tells  me  I  might  yet  be  a  Londoner !  Well,  if  we  ever  do 
move,  we  have  encumbrances  the  less  to  impede  us ;  all  our 
furniture  has  faded  under  the  auctioneer's  hammer,  going  for 
nothing  like  the  tarnished  frippery  of  the  prodigal,  and  we 
have  only  a  spoon  or  two  left  to  bless  us.  Clothed  we  cama 
into  Enfield,  and  naked  we  must  go  oat  of  it.  I  would  live 
in  London  shirtless,  bookless.  Henry  Crabb  is  at  Rome ; 
advices  to  that  effect  have  reached  Bury.  But  by  solemn 
legacy  he  bequeathed  at  parting  (whether  he  should  live  or 
die)  a  turkey  of  Suffolk  to  be  sent  every  succeeding  Christ- 
mas 10  us  and  divers  other  friends.  What  a  genuine  old  bach- 
elor's action !  I  fear  he  will  find  the  air  of  Italy  too  classic. 
Hia  station  is  in  the  Harz  forest ;  his  soul  is  be-Goethed. 
Miss  Keliy  we  never  see ;  Talfourd  not  this  half  year ;  the 
latter  flourishes,  but  the  exact  number  of  his  children,  God 
forgive  me,  I  have  utterly  forgotien;  we  single  people  are 
often  out  in  our  count  there.  Shall  I  -say  two  ?  We  see 
scarce  anybody.  Can  I  cram  loves  enough  to  you  all  iii  this 
little  0?     Excuse  particularizing.  C.  L." 

■  Hfirfi  was  a  rurte  sketch  of  a  Eenlleman  aiiswcvLng  to  ;he  descriiilion. 


^d  by  Google 


LETTERS    TO    CILMA^  28 

A  letter  which,  addressed  to  Mr.  Gilmati,  was  intended  both 
for  him  and  his  great  guest  Coleridge,  gives  another  version  of 

the  same  character.     "  One  anecdote"  of  '1' W is 

repeated  in  it  with  the  substitution  of  Devizes  for  Dunslable 
Which  is  the  veritable  place  must  remain  a  curious  question 
for  future  descant,  as  the  hero  ts  dead,  and  hia  anecdots  sur- 
vives alone  in  ihese  pages.  It  seems  that  Miss  Lamb  had 
accompanied  his  landlord  on  a  little  e 


iched  home  and  the  good 
town  of  Enfield  a  httle  after  four,  without  slip  or  dislocation. 
Little  has  transpired  concerning  the  events  of  the  back  jour- 
ney, save  that  of  passing  the  house  of  Squire  Mellish,  situate 

a  stone  bow's  cast  from  the  hamlet.     Father  W ,  with  a 

good-natured  wonderment,  exclaimed,  '  I  cannot  think  what  is 
gone  of  Mr.  MelUsh's  rooks.  I  fancy  they  have  taken  flight 
somewhere,  but  I  have  missed  ihem  two  or  three  years  past.' 
All  this  while,  according  to  his  fellow-traveller's  report,  the 
rookery  was  darkening  the  air  above  with  undiminished  popu- 
lation, and  deafening  all  ears  but  hia  with  their  cawings.  But 
nature  has  been  gently  withdrawing  such  phenomena  from  the 

notice  of  two  of  T W- — — 's  senses,  from  the  time  he 

began  to  miss  the  rooks.     '1 .  vV has  passed  a  retired  life 

in  this  liamlet  of  thirty  or  forty  years,  living  upon  the  minimum 
wHch  is  consistent  with  gentility,  yet  a  star  among  the  mine* 
gentry,  receiving  the  bows  of  the  tradespeople  and  courtesiv'j 
of  the  almswomen  daily.  Children  venerate  him  not  leas 
for  his  external  show  of  gentry  than  they  wonder  at  him  for 
a  gentle  rising  endorsation  of  the  person,  not  amounting  to  a 
hump,  or  if  a  hump,  innocuous  as  the  hump  of  the  buffalo,  and 
coronative  of  as  mild  qualities.  'Tis  a  throne  on  which  pa- 
tience seems  to  sit — the  proud  perch  of  a  self-respecting  hu- 
mility, stooping  with  condescension.  Thereupon  the  cares  of 
life  have  sat,  and  rid  him  easily.  For  he  has  ihrid  the  an- 
gustiie  domus  with  dexterity.  Life  opened  upon  him  with 
comparative  brilliancy.  He  set  out  a  rider  or  traveller  for  a 
wholesale  house,  in  which  capacity  he  tells  ol  many  hair- 
breadth escapes  that  befell  him  ;  one  especially,  how  he  rode 
a  mad  horse  into  the  town  of  Devizes  ;  how  horse  and  nder 
arrived  in  a  foam,  to  the  utter  consternation  of  the  expostu- 
lating hostlers,  innkeepers,  &c.  It  seems  it  was  sultry  weather, 
piping  hot;  the  steed  tormented  into  phrensy  with  gadflies, 
long  past  being  roadworlhy  ;  but  safety  and  the  interest  of  the 
liouse  he  rode  for  were  incompatible  things;  a  fall  in  serge 
i.luih  wiis  expected,  and  a  road  entrance  they  made  of  it. 
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WheiJiei  tiie  exploit  was  purely  voluntary,  or  partially;  oi 
wheiher  t  ^!«eUin  personal  disfiguration  in  the  man-part  of  this 
ojttraordiiiBiy  centaur  (nonassistive  to  partition  of  natures) 
might  not  oiilactf,  the  conjunction,  I  stand  not  to  inquire.  I 
look  not  with  'hit^w  eyes  into  the  deeds  of  heroes.  The  ho- 
sier that,  was'  luinit  with  his  shop  in  Field-lane,  on  Tuesday- 
night,  shall  have  passed  to  heaven  for  me  hke  a  Marian  mar- 
tyr, provided  aiifays  that  he  consecrated  the  fortuitous  incre- 
mation with  a  sliitft  ejaculation  in  the  exit,  as  much  as  if  he 
had  taken  his  stale,  degrees  of  martyrdom  in  forma  in  the  market 
vicinage.  There  is  adoptive  as  well  as  acquisitive  sacrifice. 
Be  the  animus  what  ii  might,  the  fact  is  indisputable,  that  this 
:omposition  was  aeen  flying  all  abroad,  and  mine  host  of 
Daintry  may  yet  reuieaber  its  passing  through  his  town,  if 
his  scores  are  not  more  faithful  ilian  h.;  memory.     After  this 

exploit  {enough  for  o.ie  man),  T W seems  to  have 

subsided  into  a  less  hazardous  occupalion  ;  and  in  the  twenty, 
fifih  year  of  his  age  we  find  him  a  haberdasher  in  Bow-lane  ; 
yet  still  retentive  of  his  early  riding  (though  leaving  it  to 
rawer  stomachs),  and  Chrisimasly  at  night  sithence  to  this 
last,  and  to  his  latest  Clirisimas,  hath  he,  doth  he,  and  shall 
he,  tell  after  supper  the  skiry  of  the  insane  steed  and  the  des- 
perate rider.  Save  for  Btidlam  or  Luke's,  no  eye  could  have 
(uessed  that  melting  day  uhai  house  he  rid  for.  But  he  re- 
poses on  his  bridles,  and  ailer  the  ups  and  downs  {metaphoric 
tnly)  of  a  life  behind  the  i^ounter — hard  riding  sometimes,  I 
■ear,  for  poor  T.  W. — with  the  scrapings  together  of  the  shop, 
ind  one  anecdote,  he  hath  filially  settled  at  Enfield  ;  by  hard 
rtconomizing,  gardening,  buiUing  for  himself,  hath  reaxed  a 
mansion ;  married  a  daughlei ;  qualified  a  son  for  a  coutiting- 
Itouse ;  gotten  the  respect  of  \iigh  and  low  j  served  for  self  or 
substitute  the  greater  parish  "offices  ;  hath  a  special  voice  at 
vestries ;  and,  domiciliating  us,  hath  reflected  a  portion  of  hi* 
housekeeping  respectability  upon  your  humble  servants.  We 
are  greater,  being  his  lodgers,  than  when  we  were  substantial 
renters.  His  name  is  a  passport  to  take  ofi"  the  sneers  of  the 
native  Enfielders  against  obnoxious  foreigners.     We  are  en- 

denizened.     Thus  much  of  T.  W have  1  thought  fit  to 

acquaint  you,  that  you  may  see  the  exemplary  reliance  upon 
Providence  with  which  I  intrusted  so  dear  a  charge  as  my  own 
sister  to  the  guidance  of  the  man  that  rode  the  mad  horse  into 
Devizes.  To  come  from  his  heroic  character,  all  the  amiable 
qnahties  of  domestic  life  concentre  in  this  tamed  Bellerophon. 
He  is  excellent  over  a  glass  of  grog ;  just  as  pleasant  without 
it;  laughs  when  he  hears  a  joke  and  when  {which  is  much 
oficner*)  he  hears  it  not;  sings  glorious  old  sea  songs  on  fes 
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uf  al  nighls  ;  and  but  upon  a  slight  acqu  f         y     k 

Coleridge  is  as  dear  a  deaf  old  man  lo  Id  N 

hia  soul !  was  after  fifty.     To  him  and  1  y  1 

{what  there  is  of  it,  sound)  have  we  flo\  n  f         1     m       pol  a 
and  its  cursed  an nuaiists,  reviewers,  a    1  d    h       h  1 

muddy  ink  press  of  that  stagnant  pool. 

"  Now,  Gilman  again,  you  do  not  know  I  f  h 

Fullers,     I  calculate  on  having  massy        1  ng    U  CI       n 
All  I  want  here  is  books  of  the  true  so  h        h    g 

boards  that  moderns  mistake  for  books,     h      h  y    I  b  f 
book-clubs, 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  cheat  you  with  bl  !i  d  b  mj 
eye  smarts,  for  which  I  am  taking  medicme,  and  abstam,  this 
day  at  least,  from  any  aliments  but  milk  ponidge,  the  innocent 
taste  of  which  I  am  anxious  to  renew  after  a  half  century's 
dis acquaintance.  If  a  biot  fall  here  like  a  tear,  it  la  not  pathos, 
but  an  angry  eye, 

"  Farewell,  while  my  speciUa  are  sound. 

"  C.  Lamb." 

The  next  letter  to  Coleridge's  excellent  host  is  a  reply  to 
»  request  from  an  importunate  friend  of  his  correspondent, 
that  he  would  write  something  on  behalf  of  the  Spitalfields' 
weavers.  Alien  as  such  a  task  would  have  been  to  hia  habita 
of  thouglit  or  composition,  if  Lamb  had  been  acquainted  with 
ihat  aingular  race,  living  in  their  high,  narrow,  overpeopled 
houses,  in  the  thickest  pari  of  London,  yet  almost  apart  from 
the  great  throng  of  its  dwellers;  indulging  their  straitened 
sympathies  in  the  fostering  of  the  more  tender  animals,  as 
rabbits  and  pigeons,  nurtured  in  their  garrets  or  cellars  ;  or 
cultivating  some  stunted  plants  with  an  intuitive  love  of  na- 
ture, imfed  by  any  knowledge  of  verdure  beyond  Hoxton ; 
iheir  painful  industry,  their  uneducated  morals,  their  eager 
snatches  of  pleasure  from  the  only  quickening  of  their  intel- 
lect, by  liquors,  which  make  glad  the  heart  of  man  ;  he  would 
scarcely  have  refused  the  offered  retainer  for  ihem. 


•'  My  dear  G. — Your  friend  B (for  I  knew  him  imme 

diately  by  the  smooth  salinity  of  his  style)  must  excuse  me 
for  advocating  the  cause  of  his  friends  in  Spitalfields.  The 
fact  is,  1  am  retained  by  the  Norwich  people,  and  have  al- 
ready appeared  in  their  paper  under  the  aignaiurea  of  '  Lu- 
cius Sergius,' 'Bluff,'  'Broadcloth,' '  No-Trade -to -the -Woollen- 
Trade,'  'Anti-Plush,'  &c.,  in  defence  of  druggets  and  long 
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camlets      A  d  without  this  p re-engagement,  I  feel  I  should 

1  alurallj  have  chosen  a  side  opposite  to ,  for  in  ihe  sijk- 

fn  seem  ngness  of  his  nature  there  is  that  which  ofiends  me. 
My  ilesl  t  ngles  at  such  caterpillars.  He  shall  not  crawl  me 
vt,       I  et  1    11  and  his  workmen  sing  the  old  burden, 

'Hdghho,je  weavers!' 

tor  a  y  a  d  1  shall  offer  them  in  this  emergency.  I  was  over 
6amt  Luke  s  ihe  other  day  with  my  friend  Tuihi!),  and  might- 
ily pleased  with  one  of  his  contrivances  for  the  comfort  and 
amelioration  of  the  students.  They  have  double  ceils,  in 
which  a  pair  may  lie  feel  to  feet- horizon  tally,  and  chat  the 
time  away  as  rationally  as  they  can.  It  must  certainly  be 
more  sociable  for  ihem  these  warm  raving  nights.  The  right- 
hand  truckle  in  one  of  these  friendly  recesses,  at  present  va< 
cant,  was  preparing,  I  understood,  for  Mr.  Irving.  Poor  fel- 
low !  it  is  time  he  removed  from  Pentonville.  1  followed  him 
as  far  as  to  Highbury  the  other  day,  with  a  mob  at  his  heels, 
calling  out  upon  Ermigiddon,  who,  I  suppose,  is  some  Scotch 
moderator.  He  squinted  out  his  favourite  eye  laet  Friday,  in 
the  fury  of  possession,  upon  a  poor  woman's  shoulders  that 
was  crying  matches,  and  has  not  missed  it.  The  companion 
truck,  as  far  as  I  could  measure  it  with  my  eye,  would  con- 
veniently fit  a  person  about  the  length  of  Coleridge,  allowing  for 
a  reasonable  drawing  up  of  the  feel,  not  at  all  painful.  Does 
he  talk  of  moving  this  quarter  ?  You  and  !  have  too  much 
sense  to  trouble  ourselves  with  revelations ;  marry,  to  ilie 
same  in  Greek,  you  may  have  something  professionally  \o 
say.  Tell  C  that  he  was  to  come  and  see  us  some  line  day. 
Let  it  be  before  he  moves,  for  in  his  new  quarters  he  will 
necessarily  be  confined  in  his  conversation  to  his  brother 
prophet.  Conceive  the  two  rabbis  fool  to  foot,  for  there  are  no 
Gamaliels  there  to  affect  a  humbler  posture !  All  are  masters 
.n  that  Patmos,  where  the. law  ia  perfect  equality;  Latinos,  I 
should  rather  say,  for  they  will  be  Luna's  twin  darlings ;  her 
affection  will  be  ever  at  the  full.  Well,  keep  your  brains 
moist  with  gooseberry  this  mad  March,  for  the  devil  of  expo- 
sition seeketh  dry  places. 

"C.L." 

Here  is  a  brief  reply  to  the  questioning  of  Lamb's  true- 
hearted  correspondent.  Barton,  who  doubted  of  the  personal 
verily  of  Lamb's  "Joseph  Paice,"  the  most  po'ite  of  the  old 
Templars.  This  friend's  personal  acquaintai.ce  with  Lamb 
had  not  been  frequent  enough  to  teach  him,  that  if  Lamb 
coulrl  innocently  "  lie  like  truth,"  ho  made  up  for  this  free- 
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dom  by  sometimea  making  truth  look  liku  a  lie.     His  accoiiti 
of  iVIr.  Paice's  politeness  couid  be  attested  to  the  letter  hy  liv 


TO    BERNARD    BARTON. 

"  Dear  B.  B. — 'I'o  reply  lo  you  by  return  of  post,  1  must  gob- 
ble up  my  dinner,  and  despatch  iliis  in  proprid  persond  to  the 
office  to  be  in  time.  So  take  it  from  me  hastily,  that  you  are 
perfectly  welcome  to  furnish  A.  C.  wiih  the  scrap,  which  I 
had  almost  forgotten  writing.  The  more  my  character  comes 
to  be  known,  the  less  my  veracity  will  come  to  be  suspected. 
Time  every  day  clears  up  some  suspected  narrative  of  Herod- 
otus, Bruce,  and  others  of  us  great  travellers.  Why,  that  Jo- 
seph Paice  was  as  real  a  person  aa  Joseph  Hume,  and  a  great 
deal  pleasanter.  A  careful  observer  of  life,  Bernard,  has  no 
need  to  invent.  Nature  romances  il  for  him.  Dinner-plates 
rattle,  and  I  positively  shall  incur  indigestion  by  carrying  h 
half  concocted  to  the  posthouae.  Lei  me  congratulate  you  on 
the  spring  coming  in,  and  do  you,  in  return,  condole  with  me  on 
ihe  winter  going  out.  When  the  old  one  goes,  seldom  comes 
a  better.  1  dread  the  prospect  of  summer,  with  his  all  day- 
long days.  No  need  of  his  assistance  to  make  country -pi  aces 
dull.  With  fire  and  candlelight,  I  can  dream  myself  in  Hol- 
born ;  with  lightsome  sides  shining  in  to  bedtime,  I  cannot. 
This  is  Meschek,  and  these  ate  the  tents  of  Kedar.  I  would 
dwell  in  the  skirls  of  Jericho  rather,  and  think  every  blast  of 
the  coming  in  mail  a  ram's-horn.  Give  me  old  London  at  fire 
and  plague  time,  rather  than  these  tepid  gales,  healthy.coun- 
try  airs,  and  purposeless  exercise. 

"  ijeg  of  mutton  absolutely  on  the  table. 

"  Take  our  hasiv  loves  and  a  short  farewell. 

"C.  L. 

A  rural  conflagration  at  this  time  kindled  the  noblest  range 
of  Lamb's  thoughts,  which  he  expressed  in  the  following  let- 
ter. The  light  he  flashes  on  the  strange  power  exerted  by  the 
half-witted  incendiary  shows  in  it  something  of  a  fearful  gran- 
deur.    It  is  addressed 

TO    Mn.    DYEB. 

»  Dear  Dyet— I  should  have  written  before  to  ibank  you  lor 
your  kind  letter,  written  with  your  own  hand.  It  glads  me  lo 
see  vour  writing.  Il  will  give  you  pleasure  to  hear  that,  afier 
so  niuch  illness,  we  are  in  tolerable  health  and  spirits  once 
more.  Poor  Enfield,  that  has  been  so  peaceful  hitherto,  has 
caught  the  intlammalory  fever ;  the  tokens  are  upon  her  ;  and  a 
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great  fire  was  blazing  last  night  in  the  barns  and  haystacks  ol  a 
farmer  abouthalf  a  mile  from  us.  Where  will  these  tilings  end  I 
There  is  no  doubt  of  its  being  the  work  of  some  ill-disposed 
rustic,  but  how  is  he  to  be  discovered  1  They  go  to  work  in 
the  dark  with  strange  chymical  preparations,  unknown  to  our 
forefathers.  There  is  not  even  a  dark  lantern,  to  have  a 
chance  of  detecting  these  Guy  Fauses,  We  are  past  the  iron 
Hge,  and  are  got  into  the  fiery  age,  undreamed  of  by  Ovid 
Yon  are  lucky  in  Clifibrd's  Inn,  where  I  think  you  have  few 
ricks  or  stacks  worth  the  burning.  Fray  keep  as  little  com 
by  you  as  you  can,  for  fear  of  the  worst.  It  was  never  good 
limes  in  England  since  the  poor  began  to  speculate  upon  their 
condition.  Formerly  they  jogged  on  with  as  little  reflection 
18  horses.  The  whistling  ploughman  went  cheek  by  jowl 
with  his  brother  that  neighed.  JNow  the  biped  carries  a  box 
of  phosphorus  in  his  leather  breeches,  and  in  the  dead  ol 
night  the  half-illuminated  beast  steals  his  magic  potion  into  a 
cleft  in  the  barn,  and  half  ihe  country  is  grinning  with  new 
fires.  Farmer  Graystock  said  something  lo  the  touchy  rustic 
that  ho  did  not  relish,  and  he  writes  his  distaste  in  flames. 
What  a  power  to  intoxicate  his  rude  brains,  just  muddlingly 
iwake  to  perceive  that  something  is  wrong  in  the  social  sya- 
■em— what  a  hellish  faculty  above  gunpowder !  Now  the 
rich  and  poor  are  fairly  pitted.  We  shall  see  who  can  hang 
or  bum  the  fastest.  It  is  not  always  revenge  that  stimulates 
these  kindlings.  There  is  a  love  of  exciting  mischief! 
Think  of  a  disrespected  clod,  that  was  trod  into  earth  ;  that 
was  nothing;  onasudden,  by  damned  arts,  refined  into  an  ex- 
terminating angel,  devouring  the  fruits  of  the  earth  and  their 
growers  in  a  mass  of  fire;  what  a  new  existence  !  What  a 
temptation  above  Lucifer's !  Why,  here  was  a  spectacle  last 
night  for  a  -whole  country,  a  bonfire  visible  to  London,  alarm 
ing  her  guilty  lowers,  and  shaking  the  monument  with  an  ague 
fit,  all  done  by  a  little  vial  of  phosphor  in  a  clown's  fob.  How 
he  must  grin  and  shake  his  empty  noddle  in  clouds !  The 
Vulcanian  epicure !  Alas !  can  we  ring  the  bells  backward  ? 
Can  we  unlearn  the  arts  that  pretend  to  civilize,  and  then  burn 
the  world  ?  There  is  a  march  of  science  ;  but  who  shall  beat 
the  drums  for  its  retreat  1  Who  shall  persuade  the  boor  that 
phosphor  will  not  ignite  ?  Seven  goodly  stacks  of  hay,  with 
corn-barna  proportionable,  He  smoking  ashes  and  chafl",  which 
man  and  beast  would  sputter  out  and  reject  like  those  apples 
of  asphaltes  and  bitumen.  The  food  for  the  inhabitants  of 
earth  will  quickly  disappear.  Hot  rolls  may  say,  Fuimus 
panes,  full  quartern-loaf,  et  ingens  gloria  appl e -pasty- orum. 
That  the  gootl  old  munching  system  may  la^t  thy  time  and 
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mine,   good  un-iiicendiary  George !  is  the  devout  prayer  oi 
thine. 

"  To  the  last  ciiist, 

"  C.  Lamb." 

Lamb's  kindness  to  Hoae  was  not  confined  to  his  contri- 
butions to  the  "Every-day  Book"  and  the  "Table  Book." 
Thctse  pleasant  and  blameless  works  had  failed  to  supply  an 
adequate  income  to  a  numerous  family,  and  Lamb  was  desi- 
rous of  interesting  his  influential  friends  in  a  new  project  of 
Hone's,  to  establish  himself  in  a  coffee-house  conducted  in  a 
superior  style.  With  this  view  he  wrote  lo  Southey,  who, 
nobly  forgetting  Hone's  old  heresies  in  politics  or  parodies, 
had  made  a  genial  reference  to  his  late  work  in  his  "  Life  of 
Bunyan." 


"Dear  Southev— iVIy  friend  Hone,  whom  you  would  like 
for  e  friend,  I  found  deeply  impressed  with  your  generous  no- 
tice of  him  in  your  beautiful  '  Life  of  Bunyan,'  which  I  am 
just  now  full  of.  He  has  written  to  you  for  leave  to  publish 
a  certain  good-natured  letter.  I  write  not  this  to  enforce  his 
request,  for  we  are  fully  aware  that  the  refusal  of  such  publi- 
cation would  be  quite  consistent  with  all  that  is  good  in  your 
character.  Neither  he  nor  I  expect  it  from  you,  nor  exact  it ; 
but  if  you  would  consent  to  it,  you  would  have  me  obliged  by 
it  as  well  as  him.  What  right  I  have  to  interfere  you  best 
know.  Look  on  rae  as  a  dog  who  went  once  temporarily  in- 
sane, and  bit  you,  and  now  begs  for  a  crust.  Will  you  set 
your  wits  lo  a  dog  ? 

"  Our  object  is  to  open  a  subscription,  which  my  friends  of 

the are  most  willing  to  forward  him,  but  think  t!iat  a 

leave  irom  you  lo  publish  would  aid  it. 

"  But  not  an  atom  of  respect  or  kindness  will  or  shall  abate 
in  either  of  us  if  you  dechne  it.  Have  this  strongly  in  your 
mind. 

"  Those  '  Every-day'  and  'Table'  Books  will  be  a  treasure 
a  hundred  years  hence,  but  they  have  failed  to  make  Hone's 
fortune. 

"Here  his  wife  and  all  bis  children  are  about  rae,  gaping 
for  coffee  customers;  but  how  should  ihey  come  in,  seeing 
no  pot  boihng ! 

"Enough  of  Hone.  I  saw  Coleridge  a  day  or  two  since. 
He  has  had  some  severe  attack,  not  paralytic  ;  but,  if  I  had 
not  heard  of  it,  I  should  not  have  found  it  out.  He  looks,  and 
especially  speaks,  strong.     How  are  all  the  Wordsworths 
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and  all  ihe  Southeya,  whom  I  am  obliged  lo  you  if  you  have 
not  brought  up  haters  of  the  name  of 

"  C.  Lamb. 
"P.S. — I  have  gone  lately  into  the  acro.stic  line.  I  find 
genius  (such  as  1  had)  declines  with  me,  but  I  get  clever. 
Do  you  know  anybody  that  wants  charades  or  such  things 
for  albums  ?  I  do  'em  at  so  much  a  sheet.  Perhaps  a.n  epi- 
gram (not  a  very  happy-gram)  I  did  for  a  schoolboy  yesterday 
may  amuse.  I  pray  Jove  he  may  not  get  a  flogging  for  any 
false  quantity  ;  but  'tis,  with  one  exception,  the  only  Latin 
verses  I  have  made  for  forty  years,  and  1  did  it '  to  order.' 


CDIQUE  ! 

SOUM. 

Adsci 
Fa, 

Propr 
Om 

Datv 

scit  sihi  divitias  et  opes  alieiias 

■,  taplens,  Epolians,  quod  mihi,  quod-que 

ne  auum'est:  tandem  Cui-que  Suum  tr 
esticollum;  restee,  vah  !  camiUcidkt ; 
ae  Dlabolo,  sic  bene  ;  Cuique  Suum. 

libi, 
■ibuit. 

,..,■ 

■'  1  WTite 

from  Hone's,  therefore  Mary  cannot  sei 

nd  her  1 

Mrs.  Soulhey,  but  I  do. 

YOHIR 

ever 

"C.'l. 

In  1830  Lamb  took  a  journey  to  Bury  St.  Edmund's,  to 
fetch  Miss  Isola  lo  her  adopted  home,  from  a  visit  which  had 
been  broken  by  her  illness.  It  was  on  his  return  that  Lamb's 
repartee  to  the  query  of  the  statistical  gentleman  as  to  tlie 
prospects  of  the  imnip  crop,  which  has  been  repeatedly  pub- 
lished, was  made.  The  following  is  his  own  version  of  it, 
contained  in  a  letter  addressed  to  Miss  Isola's  hostess  on  theii 
arrival, 

"  A  rather  talkative  gentleman,  but  very  civil,  engaged  me 
in  adiscourse  for  full  twenty  miles  on  the  probable  advantages 
of  steam  carriages,  which,  being  merely  problematical,  I  bore 
my  part  in  with  some  credit,  in  spite  of  my  totally  un-engineer- 
like  faculties.  But  when,  somewhere  about  StansteaJ,  he  put 
an  unforlun ale  question  to  me  as  to  the  'probability  of  its  turn- 
ing out  a  good  turnip  season,'  and  when  I,  who  am  still  less 
of  an  agriculturist  than  a  steam  philosopher,  not  knowing  a 
turnip  from  a  potato  ground,  innocently  made  answer  tliat '  1 
believed  it  depended  very  much  upon  boiled  legs  of  mutton,' 
my  unlucky  reply  set  Miss  Isola  a  laughing  to  a  degree  that 
disturbed  her  tranquillity  for  the  only  moment  in  our  journey. 
I  am  afraid  my  credit  sank  very  low  with  my  other  feEow- 
■.raveiler.  who  had  thought  he  had  met  with  a  well-infonne(3 
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r,  which  is  an  accident  so  desirable  in  a  stagecoach 
rather  less  cominunicative,  but  stili  friendly,  the  rest 

)  the  same  lady,  having  sent  him  an  acrostic  on  his  sis- 
name,  he  replied  with  a  letter  wliicli  contained  one  on 
and  the  following  notice  of  his  own  talent  in 


"  Bear  Madam— I  do  assure  you  that  yout  verses  gratified  irie 
very  much,  and  my  sister  is  quile  proud  ot  them.  For  iheiirsl 
time  in  my  life  1  congratulated  myself  upon  Che  shortness  and 
meanness  of  my  name.  Had  it  been  for  Schwartzenberg  or 
Esterhazy,  it  would  have  put  you  to  some  puzzle.  I  am  afraid 
I  shall  sicken  you  of  acrostics,  but  this  last  was  written  to  or- 
der. I  begyou  to  have  inserted  in  your  county  paper  something 
like  this  advertisement.  'To  the  nobility,  gentry,  and  others 
abou  Bu  J  C.  Lamb  respectfully  informs  his  friends  and  the 
p  bl  c  ng  neral,  that  he  is  leaving  off  business  in  the  acrostic 
Ine  as  le  is  going  into  an  entirely  new.  line.  Rebuses  and 
ha  ad  s  done  as  usual,  and  upon  the  old  terms.  Also,  epi- 
phs  o  su  t  the  memory  of  any  person  deceased.' 

I  on  ht  1  had  adroitly  escaped  the  rather  unpliable  name 
of  Williams'  curtailing  your  poor  daughter's  verses  to  her 
proper  surnames,  but  it  seems  you  would  not  let  me  off  so 
easily.  If  these  trifles  amuse  you,  I  am  paid.  Though  really 
'tis  an  operation  so  much  like — '  A,  apple-pie ;  B,  bit  it.'  To 
make  amends,  I  request  leave  to  lend  you  the  '  Excursion,'  and 
U>  recommend,  in  particular,  the  '  Churchyard  Stories  ;'  in  the 
seventh  book,  1  think.  'I'hey  will  strengthen  the  tone  of  your 
mind  after  its  weak  diet  on  acrostics." 

In  1830  a  emali  volume  of  poems,  the  gleanings  of  some 
years,  during  which  Lamb  had  devoted  himself  to  prose,  under 
his  name  of  "Elia,"  was  published  by  Mr.  Moson,  under  the 
title  of  "  Album  Verses,"  and  which  Lamb,  in  token  of  his 
strong  regard,  dedicated  lo  the  publisher.  An  unfavoutabto 
review  of  them  in  the  Literary  Gazette  produced  some  verses 
from  Southey,  which  were  inserted  in  the  Times,  and  of  which 
ihe  following,  as  evincing  his  unchanged  friendship,  may  not 
unfitly  be  inserted  here.  The  residue,  being  more  severe  on 
Lamb's  critics  than  Lamb  himself  would  have  wished,  may  now 
De  sjiared. 

Charles  Lamb,  to  those  who  know  tbee  justly  dear 
For  rarest  genius,  anri  for  sierling  worth, 
Unchanging  frLendahip.  warmth  of  heart  sincere, 
And  wit  that  never  gave  an  ill  thought  birth, 
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s  sport  inlix'd  a  sting ; 


We  inow  thai,  with  the  elder  Bona  of  song. 
In  honouring  whom  thou  hast  delighted  sti.l, 
Thy  name  ehall  keep  its  coursa  to  after  days. 

This  year  closed  upon  tlits  grave  of  Haziitt.  Lamb  visiled 
him  frequently  during  his  last  illtiess,  and  attemled  his  funeral. 
They  had  taken  great  delight  in  each  other's  conversation  for 
many  years ;  and  though  the  indifference  of  l.amb  to  the  ob- 
jecls  of  Hazlitt's  passionate  love  or  hatred,  as  a  politician,  al 
one  lime  produced  a  coolness,  the  warmth  of  the  defence  of 
Hazlilt  in  "  Eiia's  Letter  to  Southey"  renewed  the  old  regard 
of  the  philosopher,  and  set  all  to  rights.  Hazlilt,  in  his  turn, 
as  ati  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  had  opportunities  which  he  de- 
iighted  to  use,  of  alluding  to  Lamb's  Specimens  and  Essays, 
and  making  him  amends  for  the  severity  of  ancient  criticism, 
which  the  editor,  wtio  could  well  afford  the  genial  inconsist- 
ency, was  too  generous  to  exclude.  The  conduct,  indeed,  of 
that  distinguished  person  to  Haziitt,  especially  in  his  last  ill- 
ness, won  Lamb's  admiration,  and  wholly  effaced  the  recoUec 
tion  of  the  time  when,  thirty  years  before,  his  play  had  been 
denied  critical  mercy  under  hie  rule.  Hazlitt's  death  did  not 
so  much  shock  Lamb  at  the  time,  as  it  weighed  down  his 
spirits  afterward,  when  he  felt  the  want  of  ihose  essays 
which  he  had  used  periodically  to  look  for  with  eagentess  in 
ihe  magazines  and  reviews,  which  they  alone  made  tolerable 
to  him;  and  when  he  realized  the  dismal  ce  a  n  j  h  he 
«hould  never  again  enjoy  that  rich  discourse  of  old  poe  s  aid 
viih  which  BO  many  a  long  winte  ^1     1    d  been 

laste  life  with  an  additional    el  «h        he  keen 
e  of  enjoyment  which  endeared  it  to  h  s  compan  on 


CHAPTER  XVIH. 

[1830  to  183-1  J 

Lamb's  last  Letters  and  Death. 

After  the  year  1830  Lamb's  verses  and  essays  were  chittlj 
given  to  his  friends ;  the  former  consisting  of  album  conlribU' 
tions,  the  latter  of  little  essences  of  observation  and  i  riticism. 
Mr.  iVloxon,  having:  sstablislied  a  new  masazine,  called  th« 
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"Englishman's  Magaziiie,"  induced  him  to  write  a  series  oi 
papers,  some  of  which  were  not  inferior  to  his  happiest  e£ 
says.  At  this  time  his  old  and  excellent  friend,  Dyer,  waa 
much  annoyed  by  some  of  his  witticisms — which,  in  truth 
were  only  Lamb's  modes  of  expressing  his  deep-sealed  regard 
and  at  the  quotation  of  a  couplet  in  one  of  his  early  poems 
which  he  had  suppressed  as  liable  to  be  misconstrued  by  Mr 
Rogers,  Mp  Barker  had  unfortunately  met  with  the  unex- 
purgated  edition  which  contained  this  dubious  couplet,  and  in 
his  "  Memorials  of  Dr.  Parr"  quoted  the  passage  ;  which,  lo 
Mr.  Dyer's  delicate  feelings,*  conveyed  the  apprehension  thai 
Mr.  Rogers  would  treat  the  suppression  as  colourable,  and 
refer  the  revival  of  the  lines  lo  his  sanction.  The  following 
letter  was  written  lo  dispel  those  fears  from  his  mind. 


"  Dear  Dyer — Mr.  Rogers  and  Mr.  Rogers's  friends  arc 
perfectly  assured  that  you  never  intended  any  harm  by  an  in- 
nocent couplet,  and  that  in  the  revivification  of  it  by  blundering 
Barker  you  had  no  hand  whatever.  To  imagine  that,  at  this 
time  of  day,  Rogers  broods  over  a  fantastic  expression  of  moro 
than  thirty  years'  standing,  would  be  to  suppose  him  indulging 
his  'pleasures  of  memory'  with  a  vengeance.  You  never 
penned  a  line  which  for  its  own  sake  you  need,  dying,  wish 
to  blot.  You  mistake  your  heart  if  you  think  you  c.a7i  write  a 
lampoon.  Your  whips  are  rods  of  roses.  Your  spleen  has 
ever  had  for  its  object  vices,  not  the  vicious ;  abstract  offen- 

as  much  at  the  consciousness  of  having  committed  a  compli- 
ment as  another  man  would  at  the  perpetration  of  an  affront. 
But  do  not  lug  me  into  the  same  soreness  of  conscience  with 
yourself.  I  maintain,  and  will  lo  the  last  hour,  that  I  nevet 
writ  of  you  but  con  amore.     That  if  any  allusion  was  made 

•Mr,  Di^er  also  complained  to  Mr.  Lamb  of  some  suggeelious  in  Elia,  vuhieli 
annoyed  him,  not  so  much  fur  his  own  sake  as  for  the  Bake  ol  oihers  who,  in 
Ihe  delicacy  of  his  apprehensiyeness,  ho  thought  mi^hc  feel  aggrioved  by  im 
putations  which  were  certainly  nol  inlended,  and  which  Ihey  did  not  deserve 
One  passage  in  Elia,  hinting  that  he  had  been  hardlv  dealt  with  by  school 
masters,  under  whom  hs  had  been  a  teacher  in  hia  younger  days,  hurt  him 
B9,  in  fact,  he  was  trealed  by  them  wiih  the  most  considerate  generosity  ani" 
kindness.  Anotlior  passage  which  be  regarded  as  implying  that  he  had  been 
underpaid  by  booksellers  also  leied  him  :  as  his  labours  have  alwavs  beer 
highly  esteemed,  and  have,  according  to  the  rate  of  remuneration  of  learned 
men.  been  well  compensated  by  Mr.  Valpy  and  others.  The  truth  is.  Iha. 
i.amb  wrote  from  a  vague  tecollection,  without  intending  any  personal  refer 
enc«  at  all  to  Mr.  Dyer  himself,  and  only  seeking  lo  illustrala  Ihe  pure,  sim 

fie,  and  elevated  character  of  a  man  of  letters,  "  unspotted  from  the  world.' 
robably  no  one  has  ever  applied  these  suggestions  to  the  parties  far  whost 
reputstion  Mr.  Dyer  has  been  so  honoural.ly  anxious  but  himself;  hutitiedu* 
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to  your  near-sightedness,  it  was  not  for  the  purpose  of  mocking 
an  infirmity,  but  of  connecting  it  with  scholar-Jike  habits  ;  for, 
is  it  not  erudite  atid  scholarly  to  be  somewhat  near  of  sight 
before  age  naturally  brings  on  the  malady  ?  You  could 
not  ihen  plead  the  obrepCns  senectus.  Did  I  not,  moreover, 
make  it  an  apology  for  a  certain  absence,  which  some  of  your 
friends  may  have  experienced  when  you  have  not  on  a  sudden 
made  recognition  of  them  in  a  casual  Eire et-mee tin g  ?  And 
did  I  not  strengthen  your  excuse  for  this  slowness  of  recogni- 
tion by  further  accounting  morally  for  the  present  engagement 
of  your  roind  in  worthy  objects?  Did  I  not,  in  your  person, 
make  the  handsomest  apology  for  absent-of-mind  people  thai 
waa  ever  made  !  If  these  things  be  not  so,  I  never  knew  what 
I  wrote  or  meant  by  my  writing,  and  have  been  penning  libels  all 
mylife  without  being  aware  of  it.  Does  it  follow  that  I  should 
have  expressed  myself  exactly  in  the  same  way  of  those  dear 
old  eyes  of  yours  now,  now  that  Father  Time  has  conspired 
with  a  hard  taskmaster  to  put  a  last  extiiiguisher  upon  them  ? 
1  should  as  soon  have  insulted  the  Answerer  of  Salmasius, 
when  he  awoke  up  from  his  ended  task,  and  saw  no  more  with 
mortal  vision.  But  you  are  many  films  removed  yet  from  Mil- 
ion's  calamity.  You  write  perfectly  intelligibly.  Marry,  the  let- 
ters are  not  all  of  the  same  size  or  lailness  ;  but  that  only  shows 
your  proficiency  in  the  hands,  text,  German-hand,  court-hand, 
sometimes  law-hand,  and  affords  variety.  You  pen  better  than 
you  did  a  twelvemonth  ago ;  and  if  you  continue  to  improve,  you 
bid  fair  to  win  the  golden  pen  which  is  the  prize  at  your  young 
gentlemen's  academy.  But  you  must  be  aware  of  Valpy  and 
his  printing-house,  that  hazy  cave  of  Trophonius,  out  of  which 
it  was  a  mercy  that  you  escaped  with  a  glimmer.  Beware  ol 
MSS.  and  Varife  Lectiones.  Settle  ihe  text  for  once  in  your 
mind,  and  stick  lo  it.  You  have  some  years'  good  sight  in 
you  yet  if  you  do  not  tamper  wilh  it.  It  is  not  for  you  (for 
us  I  should  say)  to  go  poring  into  Greek  contractions,  and 
stargazing  upon  slim  Hebrew  points.     We  have  yoi  the  sigh£ 

Of  sun,  andmoon,  and  star  lliroughout  Ihe  year, 
And  man  and  woman. 

You  have  vision  enough  to  discern  Mrs.  Dyer  from  the  other 
comely  gentlewoman  who  lives  up  at  staircase  No.  5;  or,  if 
you  should  make  a  blunder  in  the  twilight,  Mrs.  Dyer  has  too 
much  good  sense  lo  be  jealous  for  a  mere  effect  of  imperfeei 
optics.  But  don't  try  to  write  the  Lord's  Prayer,  Greed,  and 
Ten  Commandments  in  the  compass  of  a  halfpenny ;  nor  run 
after  a  midge  or  a  mote  to  catch  it,  and  leave  off  hunting  foi 
needles  in  bushels  of  hay,  for  al!  these  things  strain  the  eyes 
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The  Biiow  is  six  feot  deep  in  some  parls  here.'  I  must  put 
on  jack-boots  to  get  at  the  posloffice  with  this,  h  is  not  good 
for  weak  eyes  to  pore  upon  snow  loo  niHch.  It  lies  in  drifts. 
I  wonder  what  its  drift  is ;  only  that  it  makes  good  pancakes, 
remind  Mrs.  Dyer.  It  turns  a  pretty  green  world  into  a  white 
one.  It  glares  too  much  for  an  innocent  colour,  methinks.  I 
wonder  why  you  tkink  I  dislike  gih  edges.  They  set  off  a 
letter  mari^llously.  Yours,  for  instance,  looks  for  all  the 
world  like  a  tablet  of  curious  hierogiypkics  in  a  gold  frame. 
But  don't  go  and  lay  this  to  your  eyes.  You  always  wrote 
hieroglyphically,  yet  not  to  come  up  to  the  mystical  notations 
and  conjuring  characters  of  Doctor  Parr.     You  never  wrote 

what  I  call  a  schoolmaster's  hand,  like  C- ;  nor  a  woman's 

hand,  like  S ;  nor  a  Missal  hand,  like  Porson ;  nor  an 

all-of-the-wrong-side  sloping  hand,  like  Miss  H -,  nor  a 

dogmatic,  Mede-and-Persian,  peremptory  hand,  like  R— — ; 
but  you  ever  wrote  what  I  call  a  Grecian's  hand ;  what  the 
Grecians  write  (or  used}  at  Christ's  Hospital ;  such  as  Whal- 
ley  would  have  admired,  and  Boyer  have  applauded,  but  Smith 
or  Atwood  (writing-masters)  would  have  horsed  you  for. 
Your  boy-of-genius  hand  and  your  mercantile  hand  are  vari- 
ous. By  your  flourishes,  f  should  think  you  never  learned  to 
make  eagles,  or  corkscrews,  or  flourish  the  governors'  names 
in  the  writing-school ;  and,  by  the  lenour  and  cut  of  your  let- 
ters, I  suspect  you  were  never  in  it  at  all.  By  the  length  of 
this  scrawl  you  will  think  I  have  a  design  on  your  optics  ;  but 
I  have  writ  as  large  as  I  couid,  out  of  respect  to  them ;  too 
large,  indeed,  for  beauty.  Mine  is  a  sort  of  deputy  Grecian's 
hand ;  a  little  better,  and  more  of  a  worldly  hand  than  a  Gre- 
cian's, hut  still  remote  from  the  mercantile.  I  don't  know 
how  it  is,  but  I  keep  my  rank  in  fancy  still  since  schooldays. 
I  can  never  forget  I  was  a  deputy  Grecian !  And  writing  to 
you,  or  to  Coleridge,  besides  affection,  I  feel  a  reverential 
deference  as  to  Grecians  still,  f  keep  my  soaring  way  above 
the  Great  Erasniians,  yet  far  beneath  the  other.  Alas !  what 
am  1  now!  what  is  a Leadenhall  clerk  or  India  pensioner  to 
a  deputy  Grecian  ?  How  art  thou  fallen,  oh  I.ueifer !  JusI 
room  for  our  loves  to  Mrs,  D.,  &;c. 

•  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  letter  is 


Assidens  est  mihi  bona  soror,  Eurlpiden  evolvens,  donum 
carissime  Carey,  pro  quo  graiias  agimus,  lecturi  at- 
m  lecturi  idem.     Pergratus  est  liber  ambobus,  nerape 
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300  to    THE    EDITOR    OF   ThE    "aTHENJ!UM," 

Sacerdocis  Commiseration  is,'  sacrum  opus  a  te  ipso  Humariis 
simie  Religionis  Sacerdote  dono  datum.  Lac hrym antes  gavis 
uri  sumus ;  est  ubi  dolor  tiat  voiuptas  ;  nee  semper  dulce  mihi 
est  ridere ;  aiiquando  commutandum  est  he !  he !  he !  cum 
heu  !  heu  !  hen  ! 

"A  Musis  Tragicis  me  nun  penitus  abhorruisse  testis  sit 
Carmen  Calamitosum,  nescio  quo  aulore  Jingua.  prius  vemac- 
ulS  scripium,  et  nuperrimfe  a  me  ipso  Latine  versum,  scilicet; 
'  Tom  Tom  of  Islington.'     Tenuistine  ? 

'Thomas  Thomas  (5e  Islington, 
lliorem  dunit  Die  quodam  Solis, 
Aliduxit  domuni  eequenti  die, 


Et  miro  gaudio  afficitur  Thomas  luce  posterft  quod 
ti  (nempe,  DominicS)  uxor  sit  effercnda. 

'EnlliadesDomesticas! 


I  nunc  et  confer  Euripiden  vestram  his  luctibus,  hflc  morte 
uxoriS, ;  confer  Alcesten  !  Hecuben !  quas  non  antiquas  Hero- 
inas  Dolorosas.  . 

"  Sufiundor  genas  lachrymis  taiilas  strages  rcrolvens.  Quid 
restat  nisi  quod  Tecum  Tuara  Caram  salutamus  ambosque  va 
lere  jubeamus,  nosmet  ipsi  bene  valentes. 

'  liatuniab  agro  Enfeldiensi,  Mali  die  beiIS,  1831." 

The  death  of  Munden  reviving  his  tecolleclions  oi  "  the 
veleran  comedian,"  called  forth  the  following  letter  of  Illh 
February,  1832,  to  the  editor  of  the  AtheniBixm,  whom  Lamb 
had,  for  a  long  time,  numbered  among  his  friends. 


"Dear  Sir — Youf  communication  to  me  of  the  death  ol 
Munden  made  me  weep.  Now,  sir,  I  am  not  of  ilie  melting 
mood ;  but,  in  these  serious  times,  the  loss  of  half  tlie  world's 
fun  is  no  trivial  deprivation.  It  was  my  loss  {or  ^uin  shall  1 
call  it)  in  the  early  time  of  my  play-going,  lo  have  missed  all 
Munden's  acting.  There  was  only  he  and  Lewis  at  Coven' 
Garden,  while  Drury  Lane  was  exuberant  with  Parsons,  DodJ, 
&c.,  such  a  comic  company  as,  I  suppose,  the  stage  nevoi 
showed.  Thence,  in  the  evening  of  my  life  1  had  Mundes 
all  to  myself,  more  mellowed,  richer,  perhaps,  than  ever.  1 
cannot  say  what  his  change  of  faces  produced  in  me.  It  waa 
not  acting.     He  was  not  one  of  my  '  old  aWors,'     It  might  be 
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better.  His  power  was  extravagant.  I  saw  him  one  evening 
in  three  drunken  characters.  Three  farces  were  played.  One 
part  was  Dosey — I  forget  the  rest ;  but  they  were  so  discrim- 
inated that  a  stranger  might  have  seen  them  all,  and  not  have 
dreamed  that  he  was  seeing  the  same  actor.  I  am  jealous 
for  the  actors  who  pleased  my  youth.  He  was  not  a  Parsons 
or  a  Dodd,  but  he  was  more  wonderful.  He  seemed  as  if  he 
could  do  anything.  He  was  not  an  actor,  but  something  bet- 
ter, if  you  please.  Shall  I  instance  Old  Foresight,  in  'Love 
for  Love,'  in  which  Parsons  was  at  once  the  old  man,  the  as- 
trologer, &c.  Muiiden  dropped  the  old  man,  the  doter — 
which  makes  the  character — but  he  substituted  for  it  a  moon- 
struck character,  a  perfect  abstraction  from  this  earth,  that 
looked  as  if  he  had  newly  come  down  from  the  planets.  Now 
that  is  not  what  I  call  acting.  It  might  be  better.  He  was 
imaginative ;  he  could  impress  upon  an  audience  an  idea— 
the  low  one,  perhaps,  of  a  leg  of  mutton  and  turnips ;  but  such 
was  the  grandeur  and  singleness  of  his  expressions,  ihat  that 
single  expression  would  convey  to  all  his  auditory  a  notion 
of  all  the  pleasures  they  had  all  received  from  all  the  legs  of 
mutton  and  turnips  they  had  ever  eaten  in  their  lives.  Now 
this  is  not  acting,  nor  do  I  set  down  Munden  among  my  old 
actors.  He  was  only  a  wonderful  man,  exerting  his  vivid  im- 
pressions through  the  agency  of  the  stage.  In  one  only  thing 
did  I  see  him  act — that  is,  support  a  character ;  it  was  in  a 
wretched  farce,  called  '  Johnny  Gilpin,'  for  Dowton's  benefit, 
in  which  he  did  a  cockney.  The  thing  ran  but  one  night ; 
but  when  I  say  that  Ltalon's  Lubin  Log  was  nothing  to  it,  I 
say  little ;  it  was  transcendent.  And  here  let  me  say  of 
actors,  envious  actors,  that  of  Munden,  Listim  was  used  to 
speak,  almost  with  the  enthusiasm  due  to  the  dead,  in  terms 
of  such  allowed  superiority  to  every  actor  on  the  stage,  and 
this  at  a  time  when  Munden  was  gone  by  in  the  world's  es- 
timation, that  it  convinced  me  that  artists  (in  which  term  I  in- 
clude poets,  painters,  &c.)  are  not  so  envious  as  the  worlcl 
think.  I  have  little  lime,  and  therefore  enclose  a  criticism  on 
Munden's  Old  Dosey  and  his  general  acting,"  by  a  friend. 
"  C.  Lamb." 
"  Mr.  Munden  appears  lo  us  to  be  the  most  classical  of  ac 
tots.  He  is  that  in  high  farce  which  Kemble  was  in  high 
tragedy.  The  lines  of  these  great  artists  are,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, sufficiently  distinct;  but  the  same  elements  are  in 
both — -he  same  directness  of  purpose,  the  same  singleness  of 

•  A  me  I 
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which  we  have  ever  felt  Thev  seem  to  come  up  from  a 
depth  of  emotion  in  the  hea  and  burs  through  (he  sturdy 
casing  of  manner  with  a  s  e  g  h  h  h  seems  increased  ten- 
fold by  its  real  and  hea  j  ob  a  le  J'he  vtorkings  of  his 
spirit  seem  to  expand  h  f  ame  11  we  cyn  scarcely  believe 
that  by  measure  it  is  small  fo  1  e  space  which  he  tills  in 
the  imagination  is  so  real  1  a  ve  almos  mistake  it  for  that 
of  corporeal  dimensions.  His  Old  Dosey,  in  the  excellent 
farce  of '  Past  Ten  o'CIock,'  is  his  grandest  effort  of  this  kind, 
and  we  know  of  nothing  finer.  He  seems  to  have  a '  heart  of 
oak'  indeed.  His  description  of  a  scatight  is  the  most  noble 
and  triumphant  piece  of  enthusiasm  which  we  remember.  It 
is  as  if  the  spirits  of  a  whole  crew  of  nameless  heroes  '  were 
svelling  in  his  bosom.'  We  never  felt  so  ardent  and  proud  a 
sympathy  with  the  valour  of  England  as  when  we  heard  it. 
May  health  long  be  his,  thus  to  do  our  hearts  good — for  we 
never  saw  any  actor  whose  merits  have  the  least  resemblance 
to  Ills  even  in  species :  and  when  his  genius  is  withdrawn 
from  the  stage,  we  shall  not  have  left  even  a  term  by  which 
we  can  filly  describe  it." 

Coleridge,  now  in  declining  health,  seems  to  have  feared, 
fiom  a  long  intermission  of  Lamb's  visits  to  Highgat«,  thkt 
there  was  some  estrangement  between  them,  and  to  have 
written  to  Lamb  under  that  fear.  The  following  note  shows 
how  much  he  was  mistaken. 
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TO    NR.    COLERIDGE. 

"April  14,  1S32, 

■*  My  clear  CoieriJge — Not  an  unkind  thought  has  [lassed 
IB  my  brain  about  you.  Uul  I  have  been  wofully  neglectful 
of  you,  80  that  I  do  not  deserve  to  announce  lo  you,  that  if  1 
do  not  hear  from  you  before  then,  i  will  set  out  on  Wednes- 
day morning  to  take  you  by  the  hand.  I  would  do  it  this  mo- 
ment, but  an  unexpected  visit  might  flurry  you.  I  shall  take 
silence  for  acquiescence,  and  come.  I  am  glad  you  could 
write  so  long  a  letter.  Old  loves  to,  and  hope  of  kind  looks 
from,  the  Gilmana  when  1  come. 

"  Yours,  semper  idem, 

"C.  L. 

"If  you  ever  thought  an  offence,  much  more  wrote  it, 
ngainat  me,  it  must  have  been  in  the  times  of  Noah,  and  the 
great  waters  swept  it  away.  Mary's  most  kind  love,  and  may 
be  a  wrong  prophet  of  your  bodings  ! — here  she  is  crying  for 
mere  love  over  your  letter.  1  wring  out  less,  but  not  sincerer 
showers. 

"My  direction  is  simply  Enfield." 

Lamb's  regard  for  Mr.  Carey  had  now  ripened  into  a  fast 
friendship ;  and,  by  agreement,  he  dined  every  third  Wednes- 
day in  the  month  at  the  Museum.  In  general,  these  were 
occasions  on  which  Lamb  observed  the  strictest  rules  of  tem- 
perance ;  but  once  accident  of  stomach  or  of  sentiment  caused 
a  woful  deviation,  which  Lamb  deplored  in  the  following 
letter. 


"  I  protest  I  know  n  wh  d    lo  invest  my  sense  oi 

the  shameful  violation  1  h  p  tal  y  which  I  was  guilty  of  on 
that  fatal  Wednesday      L  b    bl     ed  from  the  calendar. 

Had  it  been  committed         1  y  h  use,  say  a  merchant's, 

or  a  manufacturer's,  a  1  m  g  or  green-grocer's,  or, 
to  go  higher,  a  barns  a  ra  mb      of  parliament's,  a  rich 

banker's,  I  should  ha       f  1      11  i,  a  drop  of  self-pity. 

But  to  be  seen  deliberately  to  go  out  of  the  house  of  a  clergy- 
man drunk.!  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England  too !  nol 
that  alone,  but  of  an  expounder  of  that  dark  Italian  Hiero- 
phant,  an  exposition  little  short  of  his  who  dared  unfold  tLe 
Apocalypse ;  divine  riddles  both ;  and,  without  supernal  grace 
vouchsafed,  arks  not  to  be  fingered  without  present  blasting 
to  the  touchers.  And  then,  from  what  house  !  Not  a  com- 
mon glebe,  or  vicarage  (which  yet  had  been  shameful),  but 
fwm  a  kingly  repository  of  sciences,  human  and  divine,  « -lb 
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ilie»Primate  of  England  for  its  guardian,  arrayed  in  piiRic 
majeaiy,  from  whicS  the  profane  vulgar  are  bid  fly.  Could 
ail  those  volumes  have  taught  me  nothing  belter !  With  fe- 
verish eyes  on  the  succeeding  dawn  I  opened  upon  the  faint 
light,  enough  to  distinguish,  in  a  strange  chamber,  not  imme- 
diately to  be  recognised,  garters,  hose,  waistcoat,  neckerchief, 
arranged  in  dreadful  order  and  proportion,  which  I  knew  was 
not  mine  own.  'Tis  the  common  Bymplom,  on  awaking,  I 
•udge  my  last  night's  condition  from.  A  tolerable  scattering 
on  the  floor  I  hail  as  being  loo  probably  my  own,  and  if  the 
candlestick  be  not  removed,  I  assoil  myself.  But  this  iini- 
cal  arrangement,  this  finding  everything  in  the  morning  in  ex- 
act diametrical  rectitude,  torments  me.  Remote  whispers 
suggested  that  I  coached  it  home  in  triumph.  Far  be  that  from 
working  pride  in  me,  for  I  was  unconscious  of  the  locomotion. 
'I'hat  a  young  Menior  accompanied  a  reprobate  old  Telema- 
chus  ;  that,  the  Trojan  like,  he  bore  his  charge  upon  his 
shoulders,  while  the  wretched  incubus,  in  glimmering  »onse, 
hiccoughed  drunken  snatches  of  flying  on  the  bats'  wings  after 
sunset.  An  aged  servitor  was  also  hinted  at,  to  make  dis- 
grace more  complete,  one  to  whom  my  ignominy  may  offer  fur- 
ther occasions  of  revolt  (to  which  he  was  before  too  fondly 
inclining]  from  the  true  faith ;  for,  at  a  sight  of  helplessness, 
what  more  was  needed  to  drive  him  to  the  advocacy  of  inde- 
pendence \  Occasion  led  me  through  Great  Russel-street 
yesterday.  I  gazed  at  the  great  knocker.  My  feeble  hands 
in  vain  essayed  to  lift  it.  1  dreaded  that  Argus,  who  doubt- 
less lanterned  me  out  on  that  prodigious  night.  I  called  the 
Eiginian  marbles.  They  were  cold  to  my  suit.  I  shall 
never  again,  I  said,  on  the  wide  gates  unfolding,  say,  wiibom 
fear  of  thrusting  back,  in  a  light  but  peremptory  air,  '  I  am  go- 
ing* to  Mr.  Carey's.'  I  passed  by  the  walls  of  Balclutha.  I 
had  imaged  to  myself  a  zodiac  of  third  Wednesdays  irradiating 
by  glimpses  the  Edmonton  dulness.  1  dreamed  of  Higbroore ! 
I  am  de-vited  to  come  on  Wednesdays.  Villanous  old  age, 
ihat,  with  second  childhood,  brings  linked  hand  in  hand  her 
inseparable  twin,  new  inexperience,  which  knows  not  eifecis 
of  liquor.  Where  I  was  to  have  sat  for  a  sober,  middle-Bged- 
and-a-half-gentleman,  literary  too,  the  neat  fingered  artist  can 
educe  no  nations  but  of  a  dissoluted  Silenus,  lecturing  natural 
philosophy  to  a  jeering  Chromius,  or  a  Mnasilus.  Pudet.  Tronc 
ihe  context  gather  the  lost  name  of ." 

In  1833  the  choicest  prose  essays  which  Lamb  had  writ- 
ten since  the  piiblicalLon  of  Eliawere  collected  and  published 
-as  with  a  melancholy— under  the  title  of  "The  last  E» 
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Bays  of  Elia,"  by  Mr.  Moxon.  The  work  coniaiiia  ample 
proof  that  the  powers  of  the  author  had  ripened  rather  than 
declined  ;  for  the  paper  called  "  Blakesmoor  in  H — shire," 
which  imbodies  his  recolleclion  of  the  old  mansion  in  which 
his  grandmother  lived  as  housekeeper;  those  on  Elhston, 
"  Captain  Jackson,"  and  "  The  Old  iWargate  Hoy,"  are  among 
the  most  original,  ihe  least  constrained,  and  the  moat  richly 
coloured  of  his  works.  It  was  favourably  noticed  by  almost 
all  (he  principal  critics — -by  many  enthusiastically  and  sincere- 
ly praised ;  and  an  admirable  notice  in  "  The  Quarterly"  was 
published  just  after  the  foreboding  of  the  title  was  fulfilled. 
His  indisposition  to  write,  however,  increased ;  but  in  crea- 
ting so  much,  excellent  in  its  kind,  so  complete  in  itself,  and 
so  little  tinged  with  alloy,  he  had,  in  truth,  done  enough,  and 
had  earned  in  literature,  as  in  the  drudgery  of  the  desk,  a 
right  to  repose.  Yet,  still  ready  to  obey  the  call  of  friend- 
ship, he  wrote  both  prologue  and  epilogue  to  Knowles's  play 
of  "  The  Wife ;"  the  composition  of  which  must  have  been 
mere  labour,  as  they  are  only  decently  suited  to  the  occasion, 
and  have  no  mark  or  likelihood  to  repay  the  vanity  of  the  poet. 
Miss  Isola's  marriage,  which  left  Lamb  and  his  sister  once 
more  alone,  induced  them  to  draw  a  little  nearer  to  their 
friends  ;  and  they  fixed  their  abode  in  Church-street,  Edmon- 
ton, within  reach  of  the  Enfield  walks  which  custom  had  en- 
denred  to  them.  There  with  his  sister  he  continued,  regu- 
larly visiting  London  and  dining  with  Mr.  Carey  on  every  third 
Wednesday.  The  following  notelet  is  in  answer  to  a  letter 
enclosing  a  list  of  candidates  fur  a  widow's  fund  society  for 
which  he  was  entitled  to  vole. 

TO   MS.   CAREV. 

"  Dear  Sir — The  unbounded  range  of  munificence  presented 
lo  my  choice  staggers  me.  What  can  twenty  votes  do  for 
one  hundred  and  two  widowst  I  cast  my  eyes  hopeless 
among  the  viduage.  N.B.  Souihey*  might  be  ashamed  of 
himself  to  let  his  aged  mother  stand  at  the  top  of  the  list,  with 
his  100?.  a  year  and  butt  of  sack.  Sometimes  I  sigh  over 
No.  12,  Mrs.  Carve-ill,  some  poor  relation  of  mine,  no  doubt. 
No.  16  has  my  wishes,  but  then  she  is  a  Welsh  one,  I  have 
Rutli  upon  No.  21.  I'd  tug  hard  for  No.  34.  No.  25  is  an 
anomaly,  there  can  be  no  Mrs.  Hog.  Ho.  34  ensnares  me. 
No.  73  should  not  have  met  so  foolish  a  person.  No.  92  may 
bob  it  as  she  likes,  but  she  catches  no  cherry  of  me.  So  I 
have  even  fixed  at  hap-hazard,  as  you'll  see. 

"Yours,  every  third  Wednesday,  C  L" 

'  A  Mrs.  Southey  headed  the  enclosed  list. 
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Lamb  was  entirely  destitute  of  what  is  commonly  callei] 
"  a  taste  for  music."  A  few  old  tunes  ran  in  Lis  head  ;  now 
and  then  the  expression  of  a  seniiuient,  though  never  of  a  song, 
louched  him  with  rare  and  exquisite  delight ;  and  Braham  in 
nis  youth,  Mis3  Rennell,  who  died  too  soon,  and  who  used  to 
sing  the  charming  air,  "  In  infancy  our  hopes  and  fears,"  and 
Miss  Burreli,  won  his  ear  and  his  heart.  But,  usually,  music 
only  confused  him,  and  an  opera — to  which  he  once  or  twice 
tried  to  accompany  Miss  Isola — was  to  him  a  maze  of  sound 
in  which  he  almost  lost  his  wits.  But  he  did  not,  therefore, 
take  less  pleasure  in  the  success  of  Miss  Clara  Novello — 
whose  family  he  had  known  for  many  years,  and  to  whom  he 
addressed  the  following  lines,  which  were  inserted  in  the 
"  AiheuEeum"  of  July  26,  in  this  his  last  year. 

TO  CLARA  N , 

The  gods  lia'B  made  me  most  unmusical, 

With  feelings  that  respond  not  to  the  call 

Of  stringed  harp,  or  voice— obtnse  ond  mute 

To  hautboy,  sackbnt,  dulcimer,  and  flute  ; 

King  David's  lyre,  that  made  the  madness  flee 

From  Saul,  had  been  hut  a  Jew's-harp  lo  me; 

Theorbos,  violins.  French  horns,  guitars, 

Leave  in  my  wounded  ears  inflicted  scars ; 

I  hate  those  trills,  and  shakes,  and  sounds  that  float 

Upon  the  captive  air ;  I  know  no  note, 

Nor  ever  shall,  whatster  folks  may  say, 

Of  the  strange  mysteries  of  Sol  and  Fa ; 

I  sit  at  oratorios  like  a  Hsli, 

Incapable  of  sound,  and  only  wish 

■|he  thing  was  over.    Yet  do  I  admire, 

Oh  tuneffil  daughter  of  a  tuneful  sire. 

Thy  painful  labours  in  a  science,  which 

'I'o  your  deserts  1  pray  may  make  you  rich 

As  much  as  you  are  loved,  and  add  a  grace 

"^'C.  Umb. 

He  had  now  to  sustain  the  severest  of  his  losses.  After  a 
long  and  painful  illness,  borne  with  a  heroic  patience,  which 
concealed  the  intensity  of  his  sufferings  from  the  bystanders, 
Coleridge  died.  As  in  the  instance  of  Hazlltt,  Lamb  did  not 
feel  the  immediate  blow  so  acutely  as  he  himself  expected  ; 
but  the  calamity  sank  deep  into  his  mind,  and  was,  I  believe, 
seldom  far  from  his  thoughts.  It  had  been  arranged  that  iho 
attendance  at  the  funeral  should  be  confined  to  the  family  of 
the  departed  poet  and  philosopher,  and  Lamb,  therefore,  was 
spared  the  misery  of  going  through  the  dismal  ceremony  of 
mourning.  For  the  iirst  week  he  forbore  lo  write  ;  but  at  its 
close  he  addressed  the  following  short  letter  to  one  of  thn 
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family  of  him  whom  he  once  so  justly  denommaleil  Coleridge's 
"more  than  friend."  Like  most  of  Lamb's  letters,  it  is  unda 
ted,  but  the  postmark  is  August  5,  1834. 


"  My  dear  Sir— The  sad  week  being  over,  I  must  write  la 
you  to  say  that  I  was  glad  of  being  spared  from  attending ; 
[  have  no  words  to  express  my  feeling  with  you  all.  I  can 
only  say  that  when  you  think  a  short  visit  from  me  would  bo 
acceptable,  when  your  father  and  mother  shall  be  able  to  see 
me  with  com/oTt,!  will  come  to  the  bereaved honse.  Express 
10  them  my  lenderest  regards,  and  hopes  that  they  will  con 
linue  our  friends  still.  We  both  love  and  respect  ihem  as 
much  as  a  human  being  can,  and  finally  thank  them  with  our 
hearts  for  what  they  have  been  to  the  poor  departed. 
"God  bless  you  all. 

"  C.  Lamb. 


Shortly  after,  assured  that  his  presence  would  be  welcome. 
Lamb  went  to  Highgate.  There  he  asked  leave  to  see  the 
nurse  who  had  attended  upon  Coleridge  ;  and  being  struck  and 
affected  by  the  feeling  she  manifested  towards  his  friend,  in 
sisted  on  her  receiving  five  guineas  from  him — a  gratuity 
which  seemed  almost  incomprehensible  to  ihe  poor  woman, 
but  which  Lamb  could  not  help  giving  as  an  immediate  ex- 
pression of  his  own  gratitude.  From  her  he  learned  the  ef- 
fort by  which  Coleridge  had  suppressed  the  expression  of  hia 
sufferings,  and  the  discovery  affected  him  even  more  than  the 
news  of  his  death.  He  would  startle  his  friends  sometimes 
by  suddenly  exclaiming,  "  Coleridge  is  dead !"  and  then  pass 
on  lo  common  themes,  having  obtained  the  momentary  relief 
of  oppressed  spirits.  He  still  continued,  howpver,  his  monthly 
visiis  U>  Mr.  Carey,  and  was  ready  to  write  a,-  acrostic  or  a 
complimentary  epigram  at  the  suggestion  of  any  friend.  The 
following  is  the  last  of  his  effusions  in  verse. 

TO  MARGARET  W . 

'  Margaret,  in  happy  hour 


Like  il  you  show  a  modest  face, 
An  nnpretending  iialivB  grace ; 
The  tulip  and  the  piok, 

'  Marguerite,  iii  French,  signifies  i 
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The  china  ai,d  the  damask  r( 

And  every  flauniing  flower  t! 

In  the  comparmg  shrink. 


Home-seated  in  your  lonely  bo*et, 
Or  wedded— a  tiansplanled  flower— 
1  bless  you,  Margaret! 

Edmonton,  Oct.  £,  lest. 

A  pieseni  of  game  from  an  unknown  admirer  produced  tho 
following  acknowledgmeiii  in  the  Alhenfcum  of  30t!i  Nwem 
ber,  destined  to  be,  in  sad  verity,  the  last  essay  of  Elia. 

THOUGHTS  ON  PRESENTS  OF  GAME,  &c. 

"  We  love  10  have  our  friend  in  the  country  sitting  thus  ai 
our  table  by  proxy ;  to  apprehend  his  presence  (though  a  hun- 
dred miles  may  be  between  us)  by  a  turkey,  whose  gOiidly  as- 
pect, reflects  to  us  his  '  plump  corpusculuni ;'  to  tasto  him  in 
grouse  or  woodcock ;  to  feel  him  gliding  down  in  the  toast 
peculiar  to  the  latter;  to  concorporate  him  in  a  slice  of  Can- 
terbury brawn.  This  is,  indeed,  to  have  bim  within  ourselves ; 
to  know  him  intimately  ;  such  participation  is,  methinks,  uni- 
tioe,  as  the  old  theologians  phrase  it." — Last  Essays  of  Elia. 

"  Elia  presents  his  acknowledgments  to  his  '  Correspondent 
unknown'  for  a  basket  of  prodigiously  fine  game.  He  lakes 
for  granted  that  so  amiable  a  character  must  be  a  reader  of  the 
AtlietuBum,  else  iie  had  meditated  a  notice  in  The  Times. 
Now  if  this  friend  had  consulted  ihe  Delphic  oracle  for  a 
present  suited  to  the  palate  of  Elia,  lie  could  not  have  hit  upon 
a  morsel  so  acceptable.  The  birds  he  is  barely  thankful  for; 
pheasants  are  poor  fowls  disguised  in  fine  feathers.  But  a 
hare  roasted  hard  and  brown,  with  gravy  and  melted  butter ! — 
old  Mr.  Chambers,  the  sensible  clergyman  in  Warwickshire, 
whose  son's  acquaintance  has  made  many  hours  happy  in  the 
life  of  Elia,  used  lo  allow  a  pound  of  Epping  to  every  hare. 
Perhaps  that  was  overdoing  it.  But,  in  spile  of  the  note  of 
Philomel,  who,  like  some  fine  poets,  that  think  no  scorn  to 
adopt  plagiarisms  from  a  humble  brother,  reiterates  every  spring 
her  cuckoo  cry  of  'Jug,  Jug,  Jug,'  Elia  pronounces  that  a 
hare,  to  be  truly  palated,  musi  be  roasted.  Jugging  sophisti- 
cates her.  In  our  way  it  eats  so  '  crips,'  as  Mrs.  Minikin 
says.  Time  was,  when  Elia  was  not  arrived  at  his  taste,  that 
he  preferred  to  all  luxuries  a  roasted  pig.  But  he  disclaims 
all  such  green- sickness  appetites  in  future,  though  he  hath  ta 
acknowledge  the  receipt  of  many  a  delicacy  in  that  kind  from 
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correspondenis — good,  but  mistaken  men — in  consequence  ot 
their  erroneous  supposition  lliat  he  had  earned  up  into  mature 
life  the  prepossessions  of  childhood.  From  the  worthy  Vicai 
of  Enfield  he  acknowledges  i  lithe  contribution  of  extraor 
dinary  sapor.  The  ancients  must  have  loved  hares.  Else 
why  adopt  the  word  lepares  (obviously  from  tepus)  but  for  some 
subtile  analogy  between  the  delicate  flavour  of  the  iatter,  and 
the  finer  relishes  of  wit  in  what  we  most  poorly  iranslale  pleas- 
antries. The  fine  madnesses  of  the  poet  are  the  very  decoc 
lion  of  his  diet.  Thence  is  he  hare-brained,  Ilarum-icarum 
is  a  libellous  unfoiitided  phrase  of  modern  usage.  'Tis  true 
the  hare  is  the  most  circumspect  of  animals,  sleeping  with  her 
eye  open.  Her  oars,  ever  erect,  keep  them  in  that  wholesome 
exercise  which  conduces  them  lo  form  the  very  tit-bit  of  the 
admirers  of  this  noble  animal.  Noble  will  I  call  her  in  spite 
of  her  detractors,  who,  from  occasional  demonstration  of  the 
principle  of  self-preservation  (common  to  all  animals),  infer  in 
her  a  defect  of  heroism.  Half  a  hundred  horsemen,  with 
thrice  the  number  of  dogs,  scour  the  country  in  pursuit  of 
puss  across  three  counties  ;  and  because  the  well -flavoured 
beast,  weighing  the  odds,  is  willing  to  evade  the  hue  and  cry, 
with  her  delicate  ears  shrinking  perchance  from  discord — 
comes  the  grave  naturalist,  Linnsus  perchance,  or  Buflbn,  and 
gravely  sets  down  the  hare  as  a — timid  animal.  Why  Achil- 
les or  Bully  Dawson  would  have  declined  the  preposterous 
combat. 

"  In  fact,  how  light  of  digestion  we  feel  after  a  hare !  How 
tender  its  processes  after  swallowing !  What  chyle  it  pro- 
motes !  How  ethereal !  as  if  lis  living  celerity  were  a  type 
of  its  nimble  coursing  through  the  animal  juices.  The  notice 
might  be  longer.  It  is  intended  less  as  a  Natural  History  of 
the  Hare  than  a  cursory  thanks  to  the  country  '  good  Un- 
known.'    The  hare  has  many  friends,  but  none  sincerer  than 


A  short  lime  only  before  Lamb's  fatal  illness,  lie  yielded  lo 
iay  urgent  importunity,  and  met  a  small  party  of  his  friends  at 
dinner  at  my  house,  where  we  had  provided  for  him  some  of 
(he  few  articles  of  food  which  now  seemed  lo  hit  his  fancy, 
Knd  imong  them  the  hare,  which  had  supplanted  pig  in  his 
just  esteem,  with  the  hope  of  exciting  his  very  delicate  appe- 
tite. We  were  not  disappointed ;  he  ale  with  a  relish  not 
usual  with  him  of  late  years,  and  passed  the  evening  in  hia 
happiest  mood.  Among  the  four  or  five  who  met  him  on  th/s 
occasion,  the  last  on  which  I  saw  him  in  health,  were  his  o,\l 
friends  Mr.  Barron  Field,  Mr.  Procter,  and  Mr.  Forsler,  (he 
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author  of  the  "  Lives  of  Eminent  English  Statesmen,"  a  frientf 
of  comparatively  recent  dale,  but  one  wiih  whom  Lamb  found 
himself  as  much  at  home  as  if  lie  had  known  him  for  years 
Mr.  Field,  in  a  short  but  excellent  memoir  of  Lamb,  in  tha 
"Annual  Biography  and  Obituary"  of  1836,  has  brought  this 
evening  vividly  lo  recollection ;  and  I  have  a  melancholy  satis- 
faction in  quoting  a  passage  from  it  as  he  has  recorded  it 
After  justly  eulogizing  Lamb's  sense  of  "  The  Virtue  of  Sup- 
pression in  Writing,"  Mr.  Field  proceeds : — 

"  We  remember,  at  the  very  last  supper  we  ate  with  him,  he 
ijuoted  a  passage  from  Prior's  '  Henry  and  Emma,'  illustrative 
of  this  discipline  ;  and  yet  he  said  that  he  loved  Prior  as  much 
as  any  man,  but  that  his  '  Henry  and  Emma'  was  a  vapid  para- 
phrase of  the  old  poem  of '  The  Wutbrowne  Mayde.'  For  ex- 
ample, at  the  denouement  o[  ihe  ballad  Prior  makes  Henry  rant 
out  to  his  devoted  Emma — 

'  !n  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  heir, 
Illustrious  earn  him  terrible  in  viai. 

And  trembling  fled  before  the  Bihish  loid,' 

^nd  so  on  for  a  dozen  couplets,  heroic,  as  they  are  called. 
And  then  Mr.  Lamb  made  us  mark  the  modest  simplicity  with 
which  the  noble  youth  discloses  himself  to  his  mistress  in  the 

To  Westmoreland, 
Which  it  Tny  heritoge 

I  will  you  bring. 


"  How  he  loved  these  old  rhymes,  and  wiih  what  justice  !"— ■ 
p.  14,  15. 

In  December  Mr.  Lamb  received  a  letter  from  a  gentleman 
a  stranger  to  him — Mr.  Childs,  of  Bungay,  whose  copy  of 
"  Elia"  had  been  sent  on  an  oriental  voyage,  and  who,  in  or 
der  to  replace  it,  applied  to  Mr.  Lamb.  The  following  in  hii 
reply. 
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Dt  Enhelil, 

"  Dear  Sir — The  volume  ivhich  you  seem  K)  want  is  not  ti 
tie  had  for  love  or  money.  I  wiih  difficulty  procured  a  copy 
for  myself.  Yours  is  gone  to  enlighten  the  tawny  Hindoos. 
What  a  supreme  felicity  to  the  author  (only  he  is  no  traveller) 
on  the  Ganges  or  Hydaspes  {Indian  streams)  lo  meet  a  smutiy 
Gentoo  reader  to  burst  with  laughing  at  the  tale  of  Bo-Bo!  for 
doubtless  it  hath  been  translated  into  ail  the  dialects  of  the  East. 
I  grieve  the  less  that  Europe  should  want  it.  I  cannot  gather 
from  your  letter  whether  you  are  aware  that  a  second  series 
of  the  Essays  is  published  by  Moxon,  in  Dover-street,  Picca- 
dilly, called  '  The  Last  Essays  of  Elia,'  and,  1  am  told,  is  not 
inferior  lo  the  former.  Shail  I  order  a  copy  fur  you,  and  will 
you  accept  it  ?  Shall  I  lend  you,  al  the  same  lime,  my  sole 
copy  of  the  former  volume  (oh  !  return  it)  for  a  month  or  two  ? 
[n  return,  you  shall  favour  me  with  the  loan  of  one  of  those 
Norfolk  grunters  that  you  laud  so  highly ;  !  promise  not  to 
keep  it  above  a  day.  What  a  funny  name  Bungay  is !  I  never 
dreamed  of  a  correspondent  thence.  I  used  to  think  of  it  as 
some  Utopian  town  or  borough  in  Gotham  land.  I  tiow  be- 
heve  in  its  existence  as  part  of  merry  England. 

[Here  some  lines  are  scratched  out.] 
The  part  I  have  scratched  out  is  the  best  of  the  letter.     Let 
me  have  your  commands. 

Ch.  Lamb  alias  Elia." 

A  few  days  after  this  letter  was  written  an  accident  befell 
Mr.  Lamb,  which  seemed  (rifling  at  first,  but  which  terminated 
in  a  fatal  issue.  In  taking  his  daily  morning  walk  on  the 
London  Road  as  far  as  the  inn  where  John  Gilpin's  ride  is 
pictured,  he  stumbled  against  a  stone,  fell,  and  slightly  injured 
his  face.  The  wounds  seemed  healing,  when  erysipelas  in 
the  head  came  on,  and  he  sunk  beneath  the  disease,  happily 
without  pain.  On  Friday  evening  Mr,  Ryle,  of  the  India 
House,  who  had  been  appointed  co-executor  with  me  of  hia 
will  some  years  before,  called  on  me,  and  informed  me  that 
he  was  in  danger.  I  went  over  to  Edmonton  on  the  following 
morning,  and  found  him  very  weak,  and  nearly  insensible  to 
things  passing  around  him.  Now  and  then  a  few  words  were 
audible,  from  which  it  seemed  that  his  mind  in  its  feebleness, 
was  intent  on  kind  and  hospitable  thoughts  His  last  corre- 
spondent, Mr.  Childs,  had  sent  a  present  of  a  turkey  in 
Blead  of  the  suggested  pig  ;    and  the  broken  s 
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could  be  hcntd  vc  o  of  on  e  me  g  of  friends  to  partake 
of  it  I  lo  no  h  k  1  e  knew  rae  and,  having  vainly  tried 
to  engage  1  s  a  e  o  I  lef  h  m  no  believing  his  death  so 
near  a  land  I  le  ban  an  ho  aferward  his  voice  grad- 
uallj  g  ew  fa  n  e  a  1  e  s  U  mu  mu  ed  the  names  of  Moxon, 
Proc  e  and  some  o  her  old  friends  and  he  aank  mto  death 
as  pla  dly  as  n  0  sleep  On  the  following  Saturday  his  re- 
mains eel  d  n  a  deep  grave  m  Edmonton  churchjard, 
made  in  a  spot  whn,h  about  a  fortnight  before  he  had  pointed 
out  to  h  s  Mster  on  an  alternoon  w  ntry  walk  as  the  place 
i>here  he  wished  lo  be  buried 

So  died  in  the  sixtieth  )  ear  of  his  a^e  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable and  amiable  men  who  have  ever  lived  Few  of  his 
numerous  fr  ends  «ere  aware  of  his  illness  before  thty  heart! 
of  his  death  and,  until  that  illness  seized  him  he  had  ap- 
peared so  htlle  changed  by  time  so  likely  to  continue  for  sev- 
eral yesTS  and  he  «as  so  intimately  associated  with  every- 
div  engagements  and  leelings  that  the  news  was  as  strange 
as  [  was  mouriilul  When  the  farsl  «iad  surprise  was  over, 
^eierai  of  his  ft  ends  strove  to  do  justice  to  their  own  recol- 
lections of  him  and  articles  upon  his  character  and  writings, 
ill  written  oi*  of  the  he?  t  appeared  Irom  Mr  Procter  m  the 
AtheiiiBiim  from  Mr  f  oistei  m  the  New  Monthly  Maga- 
zine," from  Mr.  Patmore  in  the  "  Court  Magazine,"  and  from 
Mr.  Moxon  in  Leigh  Hunt's  London  Journal,  besides  others 
whose  authors  are  unknown  to  me  ;  and  subsequently  many 
alTectionate  allusions  from  pens  which  his  own  had  inspired, 
have  been  gleaned  out  in  various  passages  of  "  Blackwood," 
"  Fraser,"  "  Tait,"  and  almost  every  periodical  work  of  repu- 
taiion.  The  "  Recollections  of  Coleridge,"  by  Mr.  AIlsop, 
also  breathed  the  spirit  of  admiration  for  his  elevated  genius, 
which  the  author — one  whom  Lamb  held  in  the  highest  esteem 
for  himself,  and  for  his  devoiion  to  Coleridge— had  for  years 
expressed  both  in  his  words  and  in  deeds.  But  it  is  not  pos- 
sible for  the  subtilest  characteristic  power,  even  when  animated 
by  the  warmest  personal  regard,  to  give  to  those  who  nevet 
had  the  privilege  of  his  companionship  an  idea  of  what  Lamb 
was.  There  was  an  apparent  contradiction  in  him,  which 
seemed  an  inconsistency  between  thoughts  closely  associated, 
and  wtich  was,  in  reality,  nothing  but  the  contradiction  of  his 
genius  and  his  fortune,  fantastically  exhibiting  itself  in  differ- 
ent aspects,  which  close  intimacy  could  alone  appreciate. 
He  would  startle  you  with  the  finest  perception  of  truth,  sep- 
arating, by  a  phrase,  the  real  from  a  tissue  of  conventional 
falsehoods,  and  the  next  moment,  by  some  whimsical  inver- 
tion,  make  yon  "doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar."     He  would  loi'cK 
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ihe  inmost  pulse  of  profound  alTection,  and  then  break  off  in 
some  jesi.  which,  would  seem  profane  "  lo  ears  polile,"  bu 
carry  as  profound  a  meaning  to  those  wha  had  the  right  key 
as  his  most  paiheiic  suggestions ;  and  where  he  loved  and 
doled  most,  he  would  vent  the  overflowing;  of  his  feeling  in 
words  that  looked  like  rudeness.  He  touches  on  this  strange 
resource  of  love  in  his  "  FareweH  to  Tobacco,"  in  a  passage 
which  may  explain  some  startling  freedoms  with  those  he  him- 
*elf  lovsd  most  dearly. 

"  Irony  Ell,  and  feign'd  abuse, 

At  K  need,  when  in  despair, 
To  paint  fotth  their  fairest  fair  | 
Ot  in  part  but  to  expreea 
That  eiceeding  comeliness. 
Which  their  fancies  doth  bo  strilte 
Tiiey  borrow  language  of  diehhe; 
And,  instead  of 'dearest  mira,' 
jB\rel,  honey,  sweetheort,  bliss. 
And  those  forms  of  old  admiring, 
Call  her  cockatrice  and  siren, 
Basilish.and  all  that's  eiil, 
Witch,  hyena,  niermaid,  deril, 
Ethiop,  wench,  and  biacltamoor, 
Honhejr,  ape,  and  twenty  more, 
Friendly  traitress,  loving  fos. 
Not  that  she  is  truly  so. 
But  no  olherway  they  know 
A  contentment  to  express 
Borders  so  upon  excess, 
Thai  they  do  not  rightly  wit 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not." , 


r,  whom  ho 


Thus,  m  the  very  excess  of  affecli 
lored  above  all  else  on  earth,  he  would  si 
her  some  words  of  seeming  reproach,  yet  so  tinged  with  a 
humorous  irony  that  none  but  an  entire  stranger  could  mistake 
his  driA.  His  anxiety  for  her  kealth,  even  in  his  most  con- 
vivial moments,  was  unceasing.  If,  in  company,  he  perceived 
she  looked  languid,  he  would  repeatedly  ask  her,  "  Mary,  does 
your  head'ache?"  "Don't  you  feel  unwelU"  and  would  bo 
satisfied  by  none  of  her  gentle  assurances  that  his  fears  were 
groundless.  He  was  always  afraid  of  her  sensibilities  betni! 
loo  deeply  engaged ;  and  if  in  her  presence  any  painful  acci- 
dent or  history  was  discussed,  he  would  turn  the  conversation 
with  some  desperate  joke.  Miss  Beetham,  the  author  of  tho 
"Lay  of  Marie,"  which  Lamb  esteemed  one  of  the  most 
graceful  and  truly  feminine  works  in  a  literature  rich  in  fe- 
male genius,  who  has  reminded  me  of  the  trait  in  some  recol- 
lections of  Lamb  wiili  which  she  has  furnished  me,  relates 
that  once  when  she  was  speaking  to  Miss  Lamb  of  Charles, 
and  in  her  earnestness  Miss  Lamb  bad  laid  her  hand  kindly 
Vol.  I.— 14 
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Oil  the  eulogist's  shoulder,  he  came  up  liasiily  and  interruplod 
ihem.  saying, "  Come,  come,  we  must  not  taik  Betiliroeritally,'' 
and  took  up  the  conTersation  in  his  gayest  strain. 

Many  of  Lamb's  witty  and  curious  sayings  have  been  re- 
peated since  his  death,  which  are  worthy  to  be  held  in  undying 
remembrance ;  but  they  give  no  idea  of  ihe  general  lenour  ol 
his  conversation,  which  was  far  more  singular  and  delightful 
in  the  trails,  which  could  never  be  recalled,  than  in  the  epi- 
grammatic turns  which  it  is  possible  to  quote.  It  was  fretted 
into  perpetual  eddies  of  verbal  felicity  and  happy  ihougbt, 
with  iiic!e  tranquil  intervals  reflecting  images  of  exceeding 
elegance  and  grace.  He  sometimes  poured  out  puns  in  start- 
ling succession ;  sometimes  curiously  contrived  a  train  of  sen- 
tences to  introduce  the  catastrophe  of  a  pun,  which,  in  that 
case,  was  often  startling  from  its  own  demerit.  At  Mr.  Carey's 
one  day  he  inirodiiced  and  kept  up  an  elaborate  disserlation 
on  the  various  uses  and  abuses  of  the  word  nice;  and,  when 
its  variations  were  exhausted,  showed  what  he  had  been  dri- 
ving at  by  exclaiming,  "  Well !  now  we  have  held  a  Council 
of  Nice."  "A  pun,"  said  he,  in  a  letter  to  Coleridge,  in 
which  he  eulogized  the  Odes  and  Addresses  of  his  friends 
Hood  and  Reynolds,  "  is  a  thing  of  loo  much  consequence  Ki 
be  thrown  in  aa  a  makeweight.  You  shall  read  one  of  the 
Addresses  twice  over  and  miss  the  puns,  and  it  shall  be  quite 
as  good,  or  better,  than  when  you  discover  them.  A  pom  is  a 
noble  thing  per  se.  Oh,  never  bring  it  in  as  an  accessary  1 
A  pun  is  a  sole  digest  of  reflection  {vide  my  'Aids'  to  thai 
awaking  from  a  savage  slate) ;  it  is  entire;  it  fills  the  mind; 
it  is  as  perfect  as  a  sonnet  j  better.  It  limps  ashamed  in  the 
irain  and  retinue  of  humour.  It  knows  it  should  have  an  es- 
tablishment of  its  own.  The  one,  for  instance,  I  made  ihe 
other  day ;  I  forget  which  it  was."  Indeed,  Lamb's  choicest 
pnns  and  humorous  expressions  could  not  be  recollected. 
They  were  born  of  the  evanescent  feeling,  and  died  with  it; 
"  one  moment  Iright,  then  gone  for  ever,"  The'  shocks  of 
pleasurable  surprise  were  so  rapid  in  succession,  and  (he 
thoughts  suggested  so  new,  that  one  destroyed  the  other,  and 
left  only  the  sense  of  delight  behind.  Frequently  as  I  had 
the  happiness  of  seeing  him  during  twenty  years,  I  can  add 
nothing  from  my  own  store  of  recollection  to  those  which 
have  been  collected  by  others,  and  those  I  almost  hesitate  to 
repeal,  so  vapid  is  their  effect  when  printed  compared  to  thak 
which  they  produced  when,  stammered  out,  ihey  gave  to  lh» 
moment  its  "iciory." 


le  heaid  of  her,  hi 


eiamptes  of  his  ci 
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It  cannot  be  denied  or  concealed  that  Lamb's  exce'lences, 
moral  and  intellectual,  were  blended  with  a  single  frailty  ;  so 
intimately  associating  itself  with  all  that  was  most  charming 

lion  to  Mr.  Jafan  Head  of  Ipswich)  was  at  a  partf,  and  he  said  on  lieatii:ghei 
name,  "  Miss  Pate  1  Jiate,"  "  You  are  the  first  person  who  ever  told  me  so, 
however,"  said  she.  "Oh!  ImeannothinKbyil,  If  it  had  been  Miss  Dovo,  I 
should  haTB  eaid.  Miss  Dove  I  love  ;  or  Miss  Pike  I  lika."  About  this  time 
also  I  saw  Mr.  Hazhtt  for  the  first  time  at  their  houee,  and  was  talking  on 
metaphysical  subjects  with  him.  Mr.  Lamb  came  up;  but  mj  companion 
was  vers  eloquent,  and  I  begged  him  not  to  interrupt  ua.  He  stood  silent, 
and  Mr,  Dyer  came  to  me.  "  I  know,"  eaid  he.  "that  Mr.  Cristall  is  a  very 
line  artist,  but  1  should  hke  to  know  in  what  his  merit  principally  consists,  la 
it  colouring,  character,  design,  &c.  t  my  eyes  are  so  bad !"  On  which  Mr 
Lamb  began  rhyming — 

"  Says  Mr.  Dyer  to  .Wr.  Dawe, 
Fray  how  does  Mr.  Cristall  draw  ! 
Says  Mr.  Dawe  to  Mr.  Dyer, 
He  draws  as  well  as  you'd  desire." 


A  ladyhe  was  intimate  with  had  dark  eyes,  an 
persecuted  himtopraise  them.    "You  should  n 

d  6ne. 

evening  people  rather 

ite  a  couplet  in  praise 

ofhereyes."    "Ay,do,  Mr,  Lamb,"  said  she, '■ 

an  epigram  about  mv 

eyes,"    He  looked  at  her- 

■  eyes !  your  ej 


r  the  eyea,  and  said  her  daughter 


;d  much  benefit  from  it.    "  J  knew,"  said  he, "  she  iiad  sweet  eyes,  but 
nau  no  idea  before  how  they  became  so." 

At  my  hoDso  once  a  person  said  something  about  his  grandmother,  "  Was 
she  a  tall  woman!"  said  Lamb.  "1  don't  know;  no.  Why  do  joa  »sk1" 
"  Oh,  mine  was  ;  she  was  a  granny  dear."  He  asked  an  absent  lady's  name 
who  had  rather  sharp  features.  On  hearing  it  was  Elizabeth,  or  som<:,th!ng 
of  the  kind,  he  said,  "  1  should  have  thought,  if  it  had  been  Mary,  she  might 
have  been  St  Mary  Axe."  Another,  who  was  very  much  marked  with  the 
Bmallpoi,  he  said,  looked  as  if  the  devil  had  ridden  roughshod  over  her  face. 
1  saw  him  talking  to  her  ^ierward  with  great  apparent  interest,  and  noticed  it,- 
saying,"!  thought  he  had  not  liked  her."  His  reply  was,  "1  like  her  inter 
nals  very  well."  When  1  knew  him  first,  I  happened  to  ait  neit  him  at  dinner, 
and  he  was  running  on  aliout  some  lady  who  tiad  died  of  love  for  him,  saying, 
"  he  was  very  sorry,"  but  ne  conld  not  command  such  incUnations ;  makuig  all 
the  commonplace  stuff  said  on  such  occasiona  appear  very  ridiculons,  his  sis- 
ter laughingly  interrupting  him  now  and  then  by  saying.  "  Why,  sbe'a  alive 
now  !"  '■  Why,  she's  married,  and  has  a  large  family,"  &c.  He  would  not, 
however,  allow  it,  and  went  on.  With  a  very  serious  face,  therefore,  when 
he  looked  my  way,  I  said,  "  And  did  she  really  die  J"  With  a  look  of  indig 
nant  astonishment  at  my  simplicity,  he  said.  "And  do  yoa  think  I  should?" 
Not  being  able  to  suppress  a  smile,  he  saw  what  I  had  been  about ;  and,  with- 
out finishing  his  speech,  turned  away  his  head.  The  way  in  which  he  would 
imitate  a  person  who  had  been  detected  in  some  petty  theft  was  inimitable, 
lie  began  once  by  saymg  he  never  had  been  in  suspicious  circumstances  but 
once,  and  then  hehad  his  hand  over  a  guinea  thai  lay  on  a  counter,  but  that  he 
really  did  not  know  it  was  there,  &c.    My  youngest  sister,  then  a  little  gi 


in  her  talk  afterwai 

rd,  seem. 

Bd  to  think  he  must  1 

have  linown  it. 

Mn 

1.  H— 

sitting  c 

sofa  one  day  bei 

tween  Mr.  Men 

a  and  Ml 

Lamh 

..    The 

.  latter 

\7^h 

ohe 

r,  but  all  her  atl 

the  othe 

psrty. 

At  la 

St  the) 

talk 

ing,  and.  turning 

round  to  Mr.  Lamh, 

what 

it  was  . 

be  had 

.    He  replied,  " 

AskMr.Monlas 

;u^.f 

'  and  out  at  an 
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in  ihe  one  and  sweetest  in  the  other,  that,  ei  en  if  it  were  right 
to  withdraw  it  wholly  from  notice,  it  would  be  impossibla 
without  it  to  do  justice  to  his  virtues.  The  eageiness  with 
which  he  would  quaff  exciting  liquors  from  an  early  period 
of  life    proved  that  to  a  physical  peculiarity  of  constitution 

One  day,  at  Ibe  eihibltion  of  the  Ro; at  Academy,  I  visa  EiUing  on  a  fcFrm, 
looking  at  the  catalogue,  and  answering  eozkb  young  people  about  me  who 
had  none,  or  spared  themselves  the  trouble  of  consulting  it.  The™  was  a 
large  picture  of  Prospero  and  Miranda  ;  and  I  had  just  Saul,  "  It  is  by  Slue  f 
when  a  voice  near  me  said,  "  Would  it  not  be  more  grammatical  to  saj  by 
ha7"    Hooked,  it  was  Mr.  Lamb. 

He  went  with  a  party  dowu  to  m 

ficeragavea  liall  lo  their  friends.     ;_^ 

lo  It,  and  some  one  of  the  company  Mked  it „  _ 

Xnfcldpe,  Mr.  Lamb  ctied  out,  "  Don't  name  it;  I  have  such  a  respect  for  my 
annt,  I  cannot  bear  (o  think  of  her  doing  anch  a  foohsh  action !" 

lonce  sat  with  Mr.  Lamb  in  the  pit  of  the  ihealre  when  Mrs.  Siddons  gave 
one  of  her  last  performances.  We  had  two  vulgar  and  conceited  women  be 
hind  us,  who  went  on  explaining  and  commenting,  lo  show  their  knowledge, 
in  a  most  absurd  manner.-  Mt.  Lamb  occasionally  gavs  them  a  lift.  When 
Malcom  came  on,  he  eaid,  "He  a  king!  why  he  is  in  petticoats!"  One  of 
them  said  lo  the  other,  "  It's  the  dress  of  the  country.  Ignorant  wretcbea !" 
/had,  1  believe,  once  led  the  disconrse  in  company,  by  telling  a  slory  of  a  bad 
Arabian  poet,  who  fell  sick  because  he  could  gel  nobody  to  hear  him  recite ; 
the  physician  grasped  the  cane  and  caned  him.  On  this  Mr.  Lamb  declaimed  a 
great  deal  against  Ihe  absurdity  of  reading  one's  own  works  aloud ;  that  peo 
pie  were  always  tired  instead  of  being  pleased  with  it ;  and  that  he  made  a 
poem  the  othetday,  befitting  the  lir" ' '"■ ' 1-'--—  ^-^ 

t,  and  recollected  it  perle    ^,  ..   . 

ing  it  lo  other  people.  Everybody,  of  course,  were  entreating  h 
Ihem  by  tepeatmg  it,  assuring  him  Ihey  should  like  it  very  much ;  and  atltngth 
he  complied.  "Oh  my  Gog!  whatafogl"  ''A  fine  thing  lo  make  a  fuss 
about!"  said  Miss  M ;  ''why,  I  can  make  a  second  part  eitemporo — I 


'     The  following  specimens  of  his  conversation  base  been  supplied  by  anolhti 

A  widow-friend  of  I^mb  bating  opened  a  preparatory  school  for  children  at 
Camden  Town,  said  to  him,"I!ive  so  far  from  town  I  must  haveasign.I 
think  you  call  it,  to  show  that  I  teach  children,"  "  Well,"  he  replied,  '■  you 
can  baTB  nothing  better  than  '  The  Murder  efthi  Intiocmls.' " 

A  gentleman  who  had  lived  some  years  in  China  mentioned  that  aformidablo 
enemy  to  the  Chinese  would  arise  one  day  in  a  warlike  piratical  nation  on  the 
Dorders  of  China — thi  Ladnmes.  In  the  course  of  ihe  evening  the  progress  of 
musical  science  in  China  was  spoken  of,  and  the  traveller,  by  way  of  illnstra 
ting  his  remarks,  sung  a  Chinese  love-song.  Lamb  listened  very  gravely  to 
this  dissonant  performance,  and  at  the  end  eielaimed,  "  God  jmsjin  tht  La- 

Coleridee  one  day  aaid  to  him,  "  Charles,  did  you  e'er  hear  me  jinroeft  7" 
"  I  never  heard  you  do  anything  else,"  said  Lamb. 

Seeing  a  little  boy  heavily  laden  with  groceries  toilinj  up  Higbgale  HiU 
□1,0  hot  eummer'a  day.  Lanib  oJfered  to  assist  him  ;  took  his  load ;  and  car- 
TiFd  it  for  him  to  the  house  where  the  child  was  la  ddiver  iL  On  laying  down 
his  burden,  Lamb  requested  the  lady  of  the  house  to  remonstrate  with  hei 
grocer  on  the  inhumanity  of  compelling  snch  a  little  boy  lo  cany  such  a  load. 
The  lady  bnstled  up,  and  sharply  replied,  "  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  suck 
.„..„  _„.u.-i...„u  -r.,..:...,^ ,  irresistibly  said   '■  I  hope,  ma'asi 


matters;"  onwhichLamb,  altei 
you'll  give  rne  a  drop  of ' 
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waa  to  be  ascribed,  in  the  first  instance,  tlie  strength  of  th* 
temptalien  with  which  he  was  assailed.  This  kind  of  cop 
poreal  need ;  the  struggles  of  deep  thought  lo  overcome  the 
bashfulness  and  the  impediment  of  speech  which  obstructed 
its  utterance  ;  tlie  dull,  heavy,  irksome  labours  which  hung 
heavy  on  his  mornings,  and  dried  up  his  spirits ;  and,  still 
more,  the  sorrows  which  had  environed  him,  and  which 
prompted  him  to  snatch  a  fearful  joy ;  and  the  unbounded 
craving  after  sympathy  with  human  feelings,  conspired  to  dis- 
arm his  power  of  resisting  when  the  means  of  indulgence  were 
actually  before  him.  Great  exaggerations  have  been  preva- 
lent on  this  subject,  countenanced,  no  doubt,  by  the  "Con- 
fessions" which,  in  the  prodigality  of  his  kindness,  he  contrili- 
uled  to  his  friend's  collection  of  essays  and  authorities  against 
the  use  of  spirituous  liquors  ;  for,  although  he  had  rarely  the 
power  to  overcome  the  temptation  when  presented,  he  made 
heroic  sacrifices  in  flight.  His  final  abandonment  of  tobacco, 
after  many  ineffectual  attempts,  was  one  of  these — a  princely 
sacrifice.  Ho  had  loved  smoking,  "  not  wisely,  but  too  well," 
for  he  had  been  content  to  use  the  coarsest  varieties  of  the 
"  great  plant."  When  Dr.  Parr — who  took  only  the  finest  to- 
bacco, used  to  half  fill  his  pipe  with  salt,  and  smoked  with  a 
philosophic  calmness — saw  Lamb  smoking  the  strongest  prep- 
aration of  the  weed,  puffing  out  smoke  like  some  furious  en- 
chanter, he  gently  laid  down  his  pipe,  and  asked  him  how 
he  had  acquired  his  power  of  smoking  at  such  a  rate.  Lamb 
replied,  "  I  toiled  after  it,  sir,  as  some  men  toil  after  virtue." 
Partly  to  shun  the  temptations  of  society,  and  partly  to  pre- 
serve  his  sister's  health,  he  fled  from  London,  where  his 
pleasures  and  his  heart  were,  and  buried  himself  in  the  soli- 
tude of  the  country,  to  him  always  dismal.  He  would  even 
deny  himself  the  gratification  of  meeting  Wordsworth  or 
Southey,  or  use  it  very  sparingly  during  their  visits  to  Lon- 
don, in  order  that  the  accompaniments  of  the  table  might  not 
entice  him  to  excess.  And  if  sometimes,  after  miles  of  soli- 
tary communing  with  his  own  sad  thoughts,  the  village  inn 
did  invite  him  to  quafi'  a  glass  of  sparkling  ale  ;  and  if,  when 
his  retreat  was  lighted  up  with  the  presence  of  some  old 
friend,  he  was  unable  to  refrain  from  the  small  potion  which 
was  too  much  for  his  feeble  frame,  let  not  the  stout-limbed 
and  the  happy  exult  over  the  consequence !  Drinking  with 
him,  except  so  far  as  it  cooled  a  feverish  thirst,  was  not  a 
sensual,  but  an  intellectual  pleasure  ;  it  lighted  up  his  fading 
fancy,  enriched  his  humour,  and  impelled  the  struggling 
thoughtor  beautiful  image  into  day;  and,  perhaps,by  requiring 
for  him  some  portion  of  that  allowance  which  he  extended  Ic 
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all  human  frailiiies,  endeared  him  the  more  to  thdse  who  an 
often  received,  and  were  deiighted  lo  bestow  it. 

Lamb's  indulgence  to  the  failings  of  others  could  hardly,  in- 
deed, be  termed  allowance ;  the  name  of  chariiy  is  too  cold 
to  suit  it.  He  did  not  merely  love  his  friends  in  spile  of  their 
errors,  but  he  loved  tliem  errors  and  all ;  so  near  to  him  was 
everything  human.  He  numbered  among  his  associates  men 
of  all  varieties  of  opinion — philosophical,  religious,  and  polil- 
ical — and  found  something  to  like,  not  only  in  the  men  them- 
selves, but  in  themselves  as  associated  with  their  theories  and 
their  schemes.  In  the  high  and  calm,  but  devious  specula- 
tions  of  Godwin ;  in  the  fierce  hatreds  of  HazHtt ;  in  the  gen- 
ile  and  glorious  mysticism  of  Coleridge ;  in  the  sturdy  oppo- 
sition of  Thelwall  lo  the  government ;  in  Leigh  Hunt's  soft- 
ened and  fancy-streaked  patriotism ;  in  the  gallant  loryism  of 
Stoddarl ;  he  found  irahs  which  made  the  individuals  more 
dear  lo  him.  When  Leigh  Hunt  was  imprisoned  in  Cold  Bath 
Fields  for  a  libel.  Lamb  was  one  of  his  most  constaiil  visiters 
— and  when  Thelwall  was  striving  to  bring  the  "  Champion" 
into  notice.  Lamb  was  ready  to  assist  him  with  his  pen,  and 
to  fancy  himself,  for  the  time,  a  Jacobin,"  In  this  large  intel- 
lectual tolerance  he  resembled  Professor  Wilson,  who,  not- 
withstanding his  own  decided  opinions,  has  a  compass  of  mind 
large  enough  to  embrace  all  others  which  have  noble  alliances 


THE  THREE  GRAVES. 

Close  by  the  ETer-buining  brimstone  beds, 
Where  Bedloe,  Gates,  and  Judas  hide  their  heads, 
I  saw  great  Satan,  like  a  sexton  stand, 
With  his  intolerable  spade  in  iMnd, 
Digging  three  graves.    Of  coffin  shape  they  went, 
For  those  nho,  coffinless,  most  enter  there, 
With  unbless'd  rites.    The  shrouds  were  of  thai  cloth 
Which  Clotho  weaved  in  her  blackest  wrath , 
The  dismal  tint  oppress'd  the  eferhat  dwelt 
Upon  it  loag,  like  darkness  to  be  felt. 
The  pillows  to  these  baleful  beds  were  toads, 
Large,  lising,  liiid,  melancholy  loads. 
Whose  softriess  shocR'd.    Worms  of  all  monstrous  sat. 

A  doleful  bell,  inculcating  despair, 
Was  always  ringing  in  the  heaTj  ait. 
And  »L1  around  the  detestable  pit 
Strange  headless  ghosts  and  qnarter'd  forms  did  flit ; 
Risers  of  blood  from  lidng  traitors  spilt, 
By  treachery  stung  from  poretty  to  goilt. 
1  ask'd  the  fiend  for  whom  those  rites  were  meant; 
"Ttiese  graves."  quolh  he,  "when  life's  brief  oil  is  spent 
When  the  dark  night  comes,  and  they're  sinking  bedwa 
mpanforCcslIes, Oliver,  and  Edvardtt" 


^d  by  Google 


CHARACTER   OF    LAMll.  319 

within  its  range.*  liut  not  only  to  opposite  opinions  and  de- 
vious habits  of  thought  was  Lamb  indulgent ;  he  discovered 
"  the  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil"  so  vividly,  that  the  siir 
rounding  evil  dissappeared  from  his  mental  vision.  Nothing 
— no. discovery  of  error  or  of  crime — could  divorce  his  sym- 
pathy from  a  man  viio  had  once  engaged  it.  He  saw  in  the 
Bpendlhrift,  the  outcast,  only  the  innocent  companion  of  hia 
schooldays  or  the  joyous  associate  of  his  convivial  hours,  and 
he  did  not  even  make  penitence  or  reform  a  condition  of  his 
regard.  Perhaps  he  had  less  sympathy  with  philanthropic 
schemers  for  the  improvement  of  the  world  than  with  any 
other  class  of  men  ;  but  of  these  he  numbered  two  of  the 
greatest,  Clarksou,  the  destroyer  of  the  slave  trade,  and  Basil 
Montague,  ibe  constant  opponent  of  the  judicial  infliction  of 
death ;  and  the  labours  of  neither  have  been  -n  vain  ! 

To  those  wlio  were  not  intimately  acquainied  with  Ijamb, 
the  strong  disinclination  to  contemplate  another  state  of  being, 
which  he  sometimes  expressed  in  his  serious  conversation, 
and  which  he  has  solemnly  confessed  in  his  "Newyear'a 
Eve,"  might  cast  a  doubt  on  feelings  which  were  essentially 
pious.  The  same  peculiarity  of  nature  which  attached  him 
to  the  narrow  and  crowded  streets,  in  preference  to  the 
mountain  and  the  glen — which  made  him  loath  to  leave  even 
painful  circumstances  and  unpleasant  or  ill-timed  company ; 
the  desire  to  seize  and  grasp  all  that  was  nearest,  bound  him 
to  earth,  and  prompted  his  sympalliies  to  revolve  within  a  nar- 
row circle.  Yet  in  that  very  power  of  adhesion  to  oatward 
things  might  be  discerned  the  strength  of  a  spirit  destined  to 
live  beyond  them.  Within  the  contracted  sphere  of  his  habits 
and  desires  he  detected  the  subtilest  essences  of  Christian 
kindliness,  shed  over  it  a  light  from  heaven,  and  peopled  it 
with  divine  fancies  and 

"  Thoughts  whose  rery  swcetiieaa  yieklelh  proof 
That  they  were  born  for  immorlality." 

Although  he  numbered  among  his  associates  freethinkers 
and  skeptics,  he  had  a  great  dislike  to  any  profane  handling 
of  sacred  subjects,  and  always  discouraged  polemical  dis- 
cussion. One  evening,  when  Irving  and  Coleridge  were  in 
company,  and  a  young  gentleman  had  spoken  slightingly  of 
religion.  Lamb  remained  silent;  but,  when  the  party  broke 


•  Lanih  only  once  met  Ihi 

ri  lemarh: 

sbie  pcrson- 

■who  haa,  probably, 

more 

points  of  reeemblance  to  h 

im  than  a 

,ny  other  liv 

ing  poet— and  was 
ilcT  loEether,  and  at 

quite 

charmed  wilh  him.    They  ' 
happily  »  long  summer's  day 
dtauEhl.     Lamb  called  for  a 
beentiii  own  usual  allowanc 

walked  ou 

t  from  Enfi. 

rolled 

.  not  omitting,  howtvec,  a  call  for  a  refra 
pot  of  ale  o;  rotter— half  of  which  would 

'ta™ 

Z  and  w; 

as  delighted 

to  hear  the  profess 

Ihe  appearenoe  of  the  foamiD 

g  tankard, 

say  reproachfully  to  the  waiter  ' 

"And 
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Up,  he  said  to  the  youth  who  had  ihus  annoyed  his  guests 
"Pray,  did  you  come  here  in  a  hat,  sir,  or  in  a  turban  V 

The  range  of  Lamb's  reading  was  varied,  but  yet  peculiar 
He  rejoiced  in  all  old  English  authors,  but  cared  little  for 
the  modems,  except  one  or  two ;  and  those  whom  he  loved 
as  authors  because  they  were  his  friends.  Attached  always 
to  things  of  flesh  and  blood  rather  than  to  "  the  bare  earth 
and  mountains  bare,  and  grass  in  the  green  field,"  he  chiefly 
loved  the  great  dramatists,  whose  beauties  he  supported,  and 
sometimes  heightened,  in  his  suggestive  criticisins.  While 
he  enjoyed  Wordsworth's  poetry,  especially  "  The  Excursion," 
with  a  love  which  grew  upon  him  from  his  youth,  he  would 
repeat  some  of  Pope's  divine  compliments  or  Dryden's  lines, 
weighty  with  sterling  sense  or  tremendous  force  of  satire, 
with  eyes  tfembling  into  tears.  The  comedies  of  Wycherley, 
and  Congreve,  and  Fanjuhar,  were  not  to  him  gross  and  sen- 
sual, but  airy,  delicate  creations,  framed  out  of  coarse  male- 
rials  it  might  be,  but  evaporating  in  wit  and  grace,  harmless 
effusions  of  the  intellect  and  the  fancy.  The  ponderous  dul- 
ness  of  old  controversiaiisls,  the  dead  weight  of  volumes  0/ 
once  fierce  dispute,  of  which  time  had  exhausted  the  venom, 
did  not  appal  him.  He  liked  the  massive  reading  of  the  old 
Quaker  records,  the  huge  density  of  old  schoolmen,  beltei 
than  the  flippancy  of  modem  criticism.  If  you  spoke  of  Lord 
Byron,  he  would  turn  the  subject  by  quoting  the  lines  de- 
scriptive of  his  namesake  in  Love's  Labour's  Lost — "  Oft  have 
I  heard  of  you,  my  Lord  Byron,"  &c. — for  he  could  find 
nothing  to  revere  or  love  in  poetry  of  that  extraordinary  but 
most  uncomfortable  poet,  except  the  apostrophe  to  Parnassus, 
in  which  he  exults  in  the  sight  of  the  real  mountain  instead 
of  the  mere  poetic  image.  All  the  Laras,  and  Giaours,  and 
Chiide  Harolds  were  to  him  but  "  unreal  mockeries'' — the 
phantasms  of  a  feveiish  dream — forms  which  did  not  appeal 
to  the  sympathies  of  mankind,  and  never  can  find  root  among 
them.  Shelley's  poetry,  too,  was  icy  cold  to  him ;  except  one 
or  two  of  tho  minor  poems,  in  which  he  could  not  help  admi- 
ring the  exquisite  beauty  of  the  expression ;  and  the  "  Cenci," 
in  which,  notwithstanding  the  painful  nature  of  the  subjeet, 
there  is  a  warmth  and  passion,  and  a  correspondent  simplicity 
of  diction,  which  prove  how  mighty  a  poet  the  author  would 
have  become  had  he  lived  loi.g  enough  for  his  feelings  to  have 
free  discourse  with  Ins  creative  power.  Responding  only  to 
the  touch  of  human  aff'eciion,  he  could  not  bear  poetry  which, 
instead  of  making  the  whole  world  kin,  renders  our  own  pas- 
sions, and  frailties,  and  virtues  strange  to  us  ;  presents  them 
at  distance  in  splendid  masquerade  ;  exalts  them  into  new  and 


^d  by  Google 


CHAKACTBR   OP  LAMB.  321 

unauthorized  mythology,  and  crystallizes  all  our  freshest  loves 
and  mantling  joys  into  clusters  of  radiant  fancies.  He  mads 
some  amends  for  his  indifference  to  Shelley  by  his  admiration 
of  Mrs.  Shelley's  "  Frankenstein,"  which  he  thought  the  most 
extraordinary  realization  of  the  idea  of  a  being  out  of  nature 
which  had  ever  been  effected.  For  the  Scotch  novels  he  cared 
very  little,  not  caring  to  be  puzzled  with  new  plots,  and  pre- 
ferring to  read  Fielding,  and  Smollett,  and  Richardson,  whose 
glories  were  familiar,  over  and  over  again,  to  being  worried 
with  the  task  of  threading  the  maze  of  fresh  adventure.  But 
the  good-naturedness  of  Sir  Walter  to  all  his  contemporaries 
won  his  admiration,  and  he  heartily  rejoiced  in  the  greatness 
of  his  fame  and  the  rich  rewards  showered  upon  him,  and  de- 
sired ihey  might  accumulate  for  the  glory  of  literature  and  the 
triumph  of  kindness.  He  was  never  introduced  to  Sir  Waller  j 
but  he  used  lo  speak  with  gratitude  and  pleasure  of  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  he  saw  him  once  in  Fleet-slreet.  A 
man,  in  the  dress  of  a  mechanic,  slopped  him  just  at  Inner 
Temple-gate,  and  said,  touching  his  hat,  "I  beg  your  pardon, 
sir,  but  perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  Sir  Waller  Scott ;  that 
is  he  just  crossing  the  road ;"  and  Lamb  stammered  out  his 
hearty  thanks  to  his  truly  humane  informer. 

Of  his  own  writings  it  is  now  superfluous  to  speak  ;  for,  af- 
ter having  encountered  long  derision  and  neglect,  they  have 
taken  their  place  among  the  classics  of  his  language.  They 
stand  alone,  at  once  singular  and  delightful.  They  are  all 
carefully  elaborated  ;  yet  never  were  works  written  in  higher 
defiance  to  the  conventional  pomp  of  style.  A  sly  hit,  a  happy 
pun,  a  humorous  combination,  leia  the  light  into  the  intricacies 
of  the  subject,  and  supplies  the  place  of  ponderous  sentences. 
As  his  serious  conversation  was  his  beet,  so  his  serious  wri- 
ting is  far  preferable  to  his  fantastical  humours — cheering  as 
they  are,  and  suggestive  ever  as  they  are  of  high  and  invigo- 
rating thoughts.  Seeking  his  materials,  for  the  most  part,  in 
the  common  paths  of  life — often  in  ihe  humblest — he  gives  an 
importance  to  everything,  and  sheds  a  grace  over  all.  The 
spirit  of  gentility  seems  to  breathe  around  all  his  persons ;  ho 
detects  the  venerable  and  the  excellent  in  the  narrowest  cir- 
cumstances and  humblest  conditions,  with  the  same  subtilty 
which  reveals  the  hidden  soul  of  the  greatest  works  of  genius. 
In  all  things  he  is  most  human.  Of  ail  modern  writers,  his 
works  are  most  immediately  directed  to  give  us  heart-case 
Kod  to  make  us  happy. 

Among  the  felicities  of  Lamb's  checkered  life,  that  which 
he  esteemed  most  was  his  intimate  friendship  with  some  oi 
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the  greatest  of  our  poels — Coleridge,  Southey,  and  Word* 
worth ;  the  last  and  greateai  of  whom  has  paid  a  tribute  to 
lis  memory  which  may  fitly  close  this  sketch  of  his  life. 

"  To  a  good  man  of  most  dear  memory 
Tbis  Btone  is  sacred.    Here  he  lies  apart 
From  that  great  city  wliete  he  first  draw  breath, 
Was  reared  and  laugbt;  and  humbly  earned  hia  uiesd, 
To  the  strict  labours  of  the  merchant's  desli 
By  duly  chained.    Kol  seldom  did  those  task* 
Teaze,  and  the  thought  of  time  so  sp«nt  depress 
His  spirit,  but  the  recompense  was  high ; 
Firm  Independence,  Bounty's  rightful  aire; 
Aflectjnns,  warm  as  sunshine,  tree  as  air; 
And  when  the  precious  hours  of  leisure  came. 
Knowledge  and  wisdom,  gained  from  converse  sweet 
With  books,  or  while  ho  ranged  the  crowded  BlreetA 
With  a  iieen  eye  and  overflowing  heart : 
■  IS  triumphed  over  seeming  wrong. 


.nd  pouted  out  trath  in  works  by  thougblful  love 
aspired — works  potent  over  bedIIos  and  teara- 
■nd  as  round  mountain-tops  the  lightning  plays. 


The  vivid  flashes  of  hi__^ , 

From  the  most  gentle  creatnre  nnised  in  fields 
Had  been  derived  the  name  he  bore— a  name 
Wherever  Christian  altars  hare  been  raised. 

And  if  in  him  meekness  at  limes  gave  way, 
Provoked  out  of  herself  by  troubles  strange, 
Many  and  strange,  that  hung  about  his  liie; 
Still,  at  the  centre  of  his  bem^,  lodged 
A  soul  by  resignation  sanctified : 
And  if  too  often,  self-reproached,  he  felt 
That  innocence  belongs  not  to  our  kind, 
A  power  that  never  CCTsed  to  abide  in  him, 
Cliarity,  mid  the  multitude  ofsms 
That  she  can  cover,  left  not  his  exposed 
To  an  unforgiving  judgment  from  ]Qst  Heaven. 
Oh,  he  was  good,  if  e'er  a  good  man  lived ! 

From  a  reflecting  mind  and  Borrowing  heart 


Whose  Virtues  called  them  forth.    "That  aim  is  misMi 

For  much  that  truth  most  urgenlly  required 

Had  from  a  faltering  pen  been  asked  in  vain ; 

Yet,  haply,  on  the  printed  page  received. 

The  imperfect  record,  there,  may  stand  unblamed 

Aa  long  aa  veise  of  mine  shall  breathe  the  air 

Of  memory,  or  see  the  tight  of  love, 

Thon  wert  a  scomer  of  Ihe  fields,  my  friend  ! 
But  more  in  show  than  truth  I  and  tiom  the  fields 
And  from  the  mountains,  to  thy  rural  grave 
Transported,  my  soothed  spirit  hovers  o'er 
lis  green  untrodden  turf  and  blowing  fiowers  ; 
And,  taking  up  a  voice,  shall  speak  (though  atill 
Awed  by  the  theme's  peculiar  sanctity, 
Which  words  less  free  presumed  not  even  to  loodi) 
Of  tbst  fMlrmal  love,  whose  heaven-lit  lamp 
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From  inrancy,  through  manhood,  (o  the  last 
or  threescore  years,  and  lo  thy  latest  hour, 
Burnt  on  with  everBlrengtheamg  light,  enahrined 
Within  thy  bosom. 

'  Wonderful'  hath  been 
The  lavs  estahlished  hetween  man  and  man, 
•  Passing  ihe  love  of  women ;'  and  between 
Man  and  his  helpmate  in  fast  wedlock  joined 
Throagh  God,  is  raised  a  spirit  and  soul  of  love, 
Without  whose  blissful  influence  Paiadiaa 
Had  baen  no  Paradise ;  and  earth  were  now 
A  waste,  where  creatures  bearing  human  form. 
Direst  ofsaiage  beasts,  would  roam  in  fear. 
Joyless  and  comfortless.    Our  daya  glide  on ; 

That  he  halh  been  an  Elm  without  his  Vine, 

And  her  bright  dower  of  clustering  charities, 

That,  rouniihii  trunk  and  blanches,  migy  haie  cluDg 

Enriching  and  adorning.    Unto  thee 

Not  so  enriched,  not  so  adorned,  to  thee 

Was  given  (say  rather  thou  of  later  birth 

TunidlT  uttered,  for  she  Iha,  Ihe  meek, 

The  self-restraining,  and  the  ever-kind ; 

In  whom  thy  reason  and  intelligent  heart 

Foutid — for  all  interests,  hopes,  and  tender  careo. 

All  aoflening,  humanizing,  hallowing  powers. 

Whether  withheld,  or  for  her  sake  unsought — 

More  than  sufficient  recompense ! 

Her  love 
(What  weakness  prompts  the  voice  to  tell  it  here!) 
Was  as  the  love  of  mothers ;  and  when  years, 
Lifliing  the  boy  to  man's  estate,  had  called 
The  long-protected  to  assume  the  part 
Of  a  protector,  the  first  filial  tie 
Was  undissolved  ;  and,  in  or  out  of  sight, 
Kemained  'mperishably  interwoven 
With  life  it  elf,    Thua,  mid  a  shifting  world. 
Did  they  together  testify  of  lime 
And  aeaaona'  diltc;°nce — a  double  tree 
With  two  oollaletal  stems  sprung  from  one  roof, 
Such  were  thay— auch  through  ufe  Ihey  mighl  have  ben 
In  union,  in  partition  only  such ; 
Otherwise  wrought  (he  will  of  the  Most  High  ; 
Yet,  through  all  visitations  and  all  (rials. 
Still  they  were  hithful ;  like  two  vessels  launched 
From  the  aame  beach  one  ocean  to  explore 
With  mutual  help,  and  sailing — to  Ihejr  league 


With  thbe,  oh  silent  and  invisible  Friend  • 
To  those  dear  intervals,  nor  rare  nor  brief, 
When  reuniied,  and  by  choice  withdrawn 
From  miscellaneous  converse,  ye  were  taught 
That  the  remembrance  of  foregone  distress. 
And  the  worst  fear  of  future  ill  (which  oft 
Doth  hang  around  it,  as  a  sickly  child 
Upon  ita  mother),  may  be  both  alike 
Disarmed  of  power  to  unsettle  present  good 
So  prized,  and  things  Inward  and  outward  held 
In  »jch  aft  even  balance,  that  the  heart 
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Acknuwiedges  God's  grace,  hi*  mercy  feolo. 
And  in  ita  depth  of  gratilude  is  etill. 

Oh  gift  divine  of  quiet  sequestntkm! 
The  hermit,  exercised  in  prayf  r  and  pniHe, 
And  feeding  daily  on  the  hope  of  hea'fn, 
Is  happy  in  hia  tow,  and  fondly  cleaTes 
To  life-Ions  sineleness ;  but  happier  far 
Was,  to  your  souls,  and ,  to  the  thoughls  of  othor 
A  thousand  times  more  beautiful  appeared, 
Youi  dual  ionelineas.    The  sacred  tiB 
Is  brolten ;  yet  why  grieve  ?  for  Time  but  holds 
His  moiely  m  trust,  till  Joy  shall  lead 
To  the  blesa'd  world  where  parting  is  unknows.' 


HO,. db,  Google 


FINAL    MEMOEIAL  S 


CHARLES    LAMB, 


SIR  THOMAS  NOON  TALFOURD,  D.C.L., 


HO,. db,  Google 


WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH,  ESO.,  B.C.L., 


THESE  FINAL  MEMORIALS 


HO,. db,  Google 


PREFACE. 


Nearly  twelve  years  have  elapsed  since  the  Letters 
of  Charles  Lamb,  accompanied  by  such  slight  sketch 
of  his  life  as  might  link  them  together,  and  explain  the 
circumstances  to  which  they  refer,  were  given  to  the 
world.  In  the  preface  to  that  work  reference  was 
made  to  letters  yet  remaining  unpubhshed,  and  to  a  pe- 
riod when  a  more  complete  estimate  might  be  formed 
of  the  singular  and  delightful  character  of  the  writer 
than  was  there  presented.  That  period  has  arrived. 
Several  of  his  friends,  who  might  possibly  have  felt  a 
moment's  pain  at  the  publication  of  some  of  those  eiFu- 
sions  of  kindness  in  which  they  are  sportively  mention- 
ed, have  been  removed  by  death ;  and  the  dismissal  of 
the  last,  and  to  him  the  dearest  of  all,  his  sister,  while 
it  has  brought  to  her  the  repose  she  sighed  for  ever 
since  she  lost  him,  has  released  his  biographer  from  a 
difficulty  which  has  hitherto  prevented  a  due  apprecia- 
tion of  some  of  bis  noblest  qualities.  Her  most  lament- 
able, but  most  innocent  agency  in  the  event  which  con- 
signed her  for  life  to  his  protection,  forbade  the  intro- 
duction of  any  letter,  or  aUusion  to  any  incident,  which 
might  ever,  in  the  long  and  dismal  twilight  of  conscious- 
ness which  she  endured,  shock  her  by  the  recurrence 
of  long  past  and  terrible  sorrows  ;  and  the  same  con- 
sideration for  her  induced  the  suppression  of  every  pas- 
sage which  referred  to  the  malady  with  which  she  was 
through  life  at  intervals  afflicted.  Although  her  death 
had  removed  the  objection  to  a  reference  to  her  inter- 
mittent suffering,  it  still  left  a  momentous  question, 
whether  even  then,  when  no  relative  remained  to  be  af- 
fected by  the  disclosure,  it  would  be  right  to  unveii  the 
dreadful  calamity  which  marked  one  of  its  earliest  vis- 
itations, and  which,  though  known  to  most  of  those  who 
were  intimate  with  the  surviving  sufferers,  had  never 
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been  publicly  associated  with  their  history.  When, 
however,  I  reflected  that  the  truth,  while  in  no  wiae  af- 
fecting the  gentle  excellence  of  one  of  them,  casts  new 
and  solemn  lights  on  the  character  of  the  other — that, 
while  his  frailties  have  received  an  ample  share  of  thai 
indulgence  which  he  extended  to  all  human  weak- 
nesses, theii  chief  exciting  cause  has  been  hidden — ^that 
his  moral  strength  and  the  extent  of  his  self  sacrifice 
have  been  hitherto  unknown  to  the  world,  I  felt  that  to 
develop  all  which  is  essential  to  the  just  appreciation 
of  his  rare  excellence  was  due  both  to  him  and  to  the 
public.  While  I  still  hesitated  as  to  the  extent  of  dis- 
closure needful  for  this  purpose,  my  lingering  doubts 
were  removed  by  the  appearance  of  a  full  statement  of 
the  melancholy  event,  with  all  the  details  capable  of 
being  collected  from  the  newspapers  of  the  time,  in  the 
"British  Quarterly  Review,"  and  the  diifusion  of  the 
passage,  extracted  thence,  through  several  other  jour- 
nals. After  this  publication,  no  doubt  could  remain  as 
to  the  propriety  of  publishing  the  letters  of  Lamb  on 
this  event,  eminently  exalting  the  characters  of  himself 
and  his  sister,  and  enabling  the  reader  to  judge  of  the 
sacrifice  which  followed  it. 

I  have  also  availed  myself  of  the  opportunity  of  intro- 
ducing some  letters,  the  objection  to  publishing  which 
has  been  obviated  by  the  same  great  healer.  Time,  and 
of  adding  others  which  I  deemed  too  trivial  for  the 
public  eye,  when  the  whole  wealth  of  his  letters  lay  be- 
fore me,  collected  by  Mr.  Moxon  from  the  distinguish- 
ed correspondents' of  Lamb,  who  kindly  responded  to 
his  request  for  permission  to  make  the  public  sharers 
in  their  choice  epistolary  treasures.  The  appreciation 
which  the  letters  already  published,  both  in  this  coun- 
try and  in  America — perhaps  even  more  remarkable  in 
America  than  in  England — have  attained,  and  the  in- 
terest which  the  lightest  fragments  of  Lamb's  corre- 
spondence, which  have  accidentally  appeared  in  other 
quarters,  have  excited,  convince  me  that  some  Setters 
which  I  withheld,  as  doubting  their  worthiness  of  the 
public  eye,  will  not  now  be  unwelcome.  There  is,  in- 
deed, scarcely  a  note — a  notelet  (as  he  used  to  call  his 
very  littlo  letters) — Lamb  ever  wrote  which  has  not 
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some  tinge  of  that  quaint  sweetness,  some  hint  of  that 

Eeculiar  union  of  kindness  and  whim,  which  distinguish 
im  from  all  other  poets  and  humorists.  I  do  not  think 
the  reader  will  complain  that — with  some  very  slight 
exceptions,  which  personal  considerations  still  render 
necessary — I  have  made  him  a  partaker  ofall  the  epis- 
tolary treasures  which  the  generosity  of  Lamb's  corre- 
spondents placed  at  Mr.  Moxon's  disposal. 

When  I  first  considered  the  materials  of  this  work,  I 
purposed  to  combine  them  with  a  new  edition  of  the 
former  volumes ;  but  the  consideration  that  such  a 
courso  would  be  unjust  to  the  possessors  of  those  vol- 
umes induced  me  to  present  them  to  the  public  in  a 
separate  form.  In  accomplishing  that  object,  I  have 
felt  the  difficulty  of  connecting  the  letters  so  as  to  ren- 
der their  attendant  circumstances  intelligible,  without 
falling  into  repetition  of  passages  in  the  previous  biog- 
raphy. My  attempt  has  been  to  make  these  volumes 
subsidiary  to  the  former,  and  yet  complete  in  them- 
selves, but  I  fear  its  imperfection  wiil  require  much  in- 
dulgence from  the  reader.  The  italics  and  capita:ls 
used  in  printing  the  letters  are  always  those  of  the 
writer,  and  the  little  passages  sometimes  prefixed  to 
letters  have  been  printed  as  in  the  originals. 

In  venturing  to  introduce  some  notices  of  Lamb's  de- 
ceased companions,  I  have  been  impelled  partly  by  a 
desire  to  explain  any  allusion  in  the  letters  which  might 
be  misunderstood  by  those  who  are  not  famihar  with 
the  fine  vagaries  of  Lamb's  affection,  and  partly  by  the 
hope  of  giving  some  faint  notion  of  the  entire  circle 
with  which  Lamb  is  associated  in  the  recollection  of  a 
few  survivors.  T.  N,  T. 

London;  July,  18*8, 
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L  of  Lamb  lo  Cnlerid^P.  in  ihe  Spring  and  Summer  of  170G. 

I  t)  year  1795,  Charles  Lamb  resided  with  hia  father, 
m  th  nd  sister,  in  lodgings  at  No.  7,  Little  Q,ue en-street, 
H  lb  The  father  was  rapidly  sinking  into  dotage  ;  the 

m  th  ffered  under  art  infirmity  which  deprived  her  of 

th  f  her  limbs ;  and  the  sister  not  only  undertook  the 

ffi        f  daily  and  nightly  attendance  on  her  mother,  hut 
ht  t     add  by  needle-work  lo  their  slender  resources. 
Th  me  then  consisted  of  an  annuity  which  Mr.  Lamb 

1       1 1     derived  from  the  old  Bencher,  Mr.  Salt,  whom  he 
1    d  f   thfuUy  served  for  many  years ;  Charles's  salary, 
h        b  ing  that  of  a.  clerk  of  three  years'  standing  in  the 
Id     H     se,  could  have  been  but  scanty  ;  and  a  small  pay- 
t  m  de  for  board  by  art  old  maiden  aunt,  who  resided 
th  tl      1.     In  this  year  Lamb,  being  just  twenty  years  of 
b       n  to  write  verses — partly  incited  by  the  example 
f  h       Id  friend,'  Coleridge,  whom  he  regarded  with  as 
1  erenee  as  aflection,  and  partly  inspired  by  an  at- 

t    hm     t  to  a  young  lady  residing  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
1  1      t      who  is  commemorated  in  his  early  verses  as  "  the 
f      h       d  maid."     How  his  love  prospered  we  cannot  as- 
It  but  we  know  how  nobly  that  love,  and  all  hope 

f  th  rthly  blessings  attendant  on  such  an  aflection,  were 
resigned  on  the  catastrophe  which  darkened  the  following 
year.  In  the  meantime,  his  youth  was  lonely — rendered 
the  more  so  by  the  recollection  of  the  society  of  Coleridge, 
who  had  just  left  London — of  Coleridge  in  the  first  bloom 
of  life  and  genius,  unshaded  by  the  mysticism  which  it  af- 
terward glorified — full  of  boundless  ambition,  love,  and 
hope !  There  was  a  tendency  to  insanity  in  his  family, 
which  had  been  more  than  once  developed  in  his  sister; 
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and  it  was  no  matter  of  sutpriae  that  in  the  dreariness  of 
Ilia  solitude  it  fell  upon  him ;  and  that,  at  the  close  of  the 
year,  he  was  subjected  for  a  few  weeks  to  the  restraint  of 
the  insane.  The  wonder  is  that,  amidst  all  the  difficulties, 
the  sorrows,  and  tho  excitements  of  his  succeeding;  forty 
years,  it  never  recurred.  Perhaps  the  true  cause  of  this 
rcmarkahle  exemption — an  exemption  the  more  remarka- 
ble when  his  afflictions  arc  considered  in  association  with 
one  single  frailty — will  be  found  in  the  Budden  claim  made 
on  his  moral  and  intellectual  nature  by  a  terrible  exigency, 
and  hy  his  generous  answer  to  that  claim ;  so  that  a  life  of 
self-sacrifice  was  rewarded  hy  the  preservation  of  uncloud- 
ed reason. 

The  following  letter  to  Coleridge,  then  residing  at  Bris- 
tol, which  is  undated,  but  which  is  proved  by  circumstances 
to  have  been  written  in  the  spring  of  1796,  and  which  is 
probably  the  earliest  of  Lamb's  letters  which  have  been 
preserved,  contains  his  own  account  of  this  seizure.  Allu- 
sion to  tho  same  event  will  be  perceived  in  two  letters  of 
the  same  year,  after  which  no  reference  to  it  appears  in 
his  correspondence,  nor  can  any  bo  remembered  in  his  con- 
versations with  his  dearest  friends. 


'  Dear  C ,  make  yourself  perfectly  easy  about  May. 

I  paid  his  bill  when  1  sent  yom-  clothes.  I  was  flush  of 
money,  and  am  so  still  to  all  the  purposes  of  a  single  life  j 
so  give  yourself  no  further  concern  about  it.  The  money 
would  be  superfluous  to  me  if  1  had  it. 

"When  Southey  becomes  as  modest  as  his  predecessor 
Milton,  and  publishes  his  Epics  in  duodecimo,  I  will  read 
'em ;  a  guinea  a  book  is  somewhat  exorbitant,  nor  have  I 
the  opportunity  of  borrowing  tlie  work.  The  extracts  from 
it  in  the  Monthly  Reviews,  and  the  short  passages  in  your 
"VVatohman,  seem  to  me  much  superior  to  anything  in  his 
partnership  account  with  Lovell.  Your  poems  I  shall  pro- 
cure forthwith.  There  were  noble  lines  in  what  you  in- 
serted in  one  of  your  numbers,  from  '  Religious  Musings  ;' 
but  I  thought  them  elaborate.  I  am  somewhat  glad  you 
have  given  up  that  paper ;  it  must  have  been  dry,  unprof- 
itable, and  of  dissonant  mood  to  your  disposition,  I  wish 
you  success  in  all  your  undertakings,  and  am  glad  to  hear 
you  are  employed  about  the 'Evidences  of  Religion.'  There 
is  need  of  multiplying  such  books  a  hundredfold  in  this 
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philoaophioal  age,  to  prevent  convprts  to  atheism,  for  they 
seem  too  tough  disputants  to  meddle  with  afterwards 

"  Le  Grice  is  gone  to  mak     p  C  n  ■«    11       H     h 

got  a  tutorship  to  a  young  byl  hhmh      a. 

widow-lady.     He  will,  of  e  u  1  n    q      kly 

'  whatsoever  things  arc  lovelj  h  u  abi  nd  g 
port.'  Coleridge!  I  know  n  1*1  a  ft  n^ 
have  gone  through  at  Bristol  Mj  1  f  1  b  n 
diversified  of  late.  The  six  weeks  that  finished  last  year 
and  began  this,  your  very  humble  servant  spent  very  agree- 
ably in  a  madhouse,  at  Hoxton.  I  am  got  somewhat  ra- 
tional now,  and  don't  bite  any  one.  But  mad  I  was  !  And 
many  a  vagary  my  imagination  played  with  me,  enough  to 
make  a  volume,  if  all  were  told.  My  sonnets  I  have  ex- 
tended to  the  number  of  nine  since  I  saw  you,  and  will 
some  day  communicate  to  you.  1  am  beginning  a  poem  in 
blank  verse,  which,  if  1  finish,  I  publish.  'White  is  on  the 
eve  of  publishing  (he  took  the  hint  from  Vortigern)  'Orig- 
inal letters  of  Falstaff",  Shallow,'  &C.,  a  copy  you  shall  have 
when  it  comes  out.  They  are  without  exception  the  best 
imitations  I  ever  saw,  Coleridge  !  it  may  convince  you  of 
my  regards  for  you  when  I  tell  you  ray  head  ran  on  you  in 
my  madness,  as  much  almost  as  on  another  person,  who  I 
am  inclined  to  think  was  the  more  immediate  cause  of  ray 
temporary  frenzy. 

"  The  sonnet  1  send  you  "has  small  merit  as  poetry  ;  but 
you  will  be  curious  to  read  it  when  I  tell  you  it  was  writ- 
ten in  my  prison-house  in  one  of  my  lucid  intervals. 
TO  MY  SISTER. 


And  (rouhled  tbovighls,  eioudirg  the  purer  well, 

And  waters  cleat,  of  Reason  ;  and  <nr  me 

Let  this  my  yeise  Ihe  poor  alonemcnt  be — 

My  verse,  which  thou  to  praise  weil  e'er  inciined 

Too  highly,  nnd  with  partial  eye  to  see 
I4o  blemish.    Thou  lo  me  didst  ever  show 

Kindest  affection ;  and  wouldst  oft-timea  lend 

An  ear  lo  the  ilespondin^  love-sick  lay ; 

"Weeping  my  sorrows  with  me,  who  repay 
But  ill  Ihe  mighty  debt  oflove  I  owe, 

Mary,  to  Ihcc,  my  sister  anci  my  friend. 

""With  these  lines,  and  with  that  sister's  kindest  remem- 
brances to  C ,  I  conclude. 

"  Yours  sincerely,  Lamb. 

"  Your  '  Coneionea  ad  Populum'  arc  the  most  eloquent 
jiolitics  that  ever  came  in  my  way. 
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"  Write  when  convenient — not  aa  a  task,  for  here  is  no- 
thing ia  this  letter  to  answer. 

"  We  cannot  send  our  remembrances  to  Mrs.  C,  not  hav- 
ing seen  her,  hut  believe  me  our  best  good  wishes  attend 
you  botli, 

"  My  civic  and  poetic  compliments  to  Southey  if  at  Bris- 
tol ;— why,  he  is  a  very  Leviathan  of  Bards— *^the  small 
■,  1 1" 


In  the  spring  of  this  year,  Coleridge  proposed  the  asso- 
ciation of  those  first  efforts  of  the  young  clerk  in  the  India 
House,  which  he  had  prompted  and  praised,  with  his  own, 
in  a  ne,w  edition  of  his  Poems,  to  which  Mr.  Charles  Lloyd 
also  proposed  to  contribute.  The  following  letter  com- 
prises Sonnets  transmitted  to  Coleridge  for  this  purpose, 
accompanied  by  remarks  so  characteristic  as  to  induce  the 
hope  that  the  reader  will  forgive  the  iatroduction  of  these 
small  gems  of  verse  which  were  published  in  due  course, 
for  the  sake  of  the  original  setting. 


"  1796. 
"  I  am  in  such  violent  pain  with  the  headacne,  that  I  am 
fit  for  nothing  but  transcribing,  scarce  for  that.  When  I 
get  your  poeras,  and  the  '  Joan  of  Arc,'  I  will  exercise  my 
presumption  in  giving  you  my' opinion  of  'em.  The  mail 
does  not  come  in  before  to-morrow  (Wednesday)  morning. 
The  following  Sonnet  was  composed  during  a  walk  down 
into  Hertfordshire  early  in  last  summer : — 

"The  Lord  of  Light  shakes  off  his  drowayhcd.* 

Fresh  from  hia  couch  up  springs  the  lusty  sun 

And  gitds  himself  his  mighty  race  lo  run; 
Meantime,  by  truant  love  ttt  rambling  led 
J  turn  my  back  on  thy  detested  walls, 

Piood  city,  and  thy  sons  I  leave  behind 

A  selfish,  sordid,  money 'getting  kind, 
Who  shut  iheir  ears  when  holy  Freedom  calls. 
1  pass  not  Ihee  so  lightly,  humble  spire, 

That  kindest  me  of  many  a  pleasure  gone, 

Of  merriest  days  of  Love  and  Islington, 
Kindling  anew  the  flames  of  past  desire ; 

And  I  shall  muse  on  thee,  slow  journeying  on, 

To  the  green  plains  of  pleasiint  Hertfordshire, 

"  The  last  line  is  a  copy  of  Bowles's, '  To  the  green  ham- 
let in  the  peaceful  plain.'     Your  ears  are  not  so  very  fas- 

'  '■  Drowsyhed"  I  have  met  with,  I  think,  in  Spenser,  'Tia  an  old  thing, 
tHit  it  rhymes  with  led,  and  rhyming  covers  3  multitude  of  licences.- — 0. 
(jimb's  Manuscripts. 
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tidious  ;  many  people  would  not  like  words  so  prosaic  and 
familiar  in  a  Sonnet  as  Islington  and  Hertford b hire.  The 
next  was  written  within  a  day  or  two  of  the  last,  on  revis- 
iting a  spot  whore  the  scene  was  laid  of  my  first  Sonnet 
'that  mocked  my  step  with  many  a  lonely  glade.' 

"  When  last  I  roved  these  winding  wood-walha  green. 

Green  winding  walks,  and  shady  pathwsys  sweet 
Od-tiioes  would  Anna  seek  the  silent  seene, 

Sbtouding  her  beauties  in  Ihe  lone  letieM. 
No  more  1  hear  hei  footsteps  in  Ihe  shade ; 

Her  imago  only  in  theae  pleasant  ways 

Meets  me  self-wandering,  where  in  happier  days 
I  held  free  conveise  wilh  my  f.iir  haired  maid. 

I  passed  the  httle  coHago  which  she  loved, 
The  collage  which  did  once  my  all  contain; 
It  spake  of  days  that  ne'er  must  come  again  ; 

Spake  to  my  heart,  and  much  my  heart  was  moved. 
Now  •  Fair  hefal  thee,  gentle  maid,'  said  I  -, 
And  from  llie  cottage  turned  me  wilh  a  sigh. 

"  The  next  retains  a  few  lines  from  a  Sonnet  of  mine 
which  you  once  remarked  had  no  '  hody  of  thought'  in  it, 
I  agree  with  you,  but  have  preserved  a  part  of  it,  and  it 
nms  thus.     I  flatter  myself  you  will  like  it; — 

"  A  timid  grace  sits  Iremhling  in  her  eye, 

As  loth  to  meet  the  rudeness  of  men's  sight ; 
Yet  shedding  a  delicious  lunar  light, 
That  steeps  in  kind  oblivious  ecstacy 
The  care-crazed  mind,  like  some  stilt  melody  : 

s  which  do  possess 

, laiden  punty; 

A  look  whereof  might  heal  the  ciuol  smart 
Of  changed  friends  ;  or  Fortune's  wrongs  unkind; 

Might  10  sweet  deeds  of  mercy  move  the  heart 
Of  him,  who  hales  his  brethren  of  mankind; 
Turned  ate  ihoae  beams  froEi  me,  who  fondly  yet 
Past  joys,  vain  lovca,  and  buried  hopes  regret. 

"  The  next  and  last  I  value  most  of  all.  'Twas  com- 
posed close  upon  the  heels  of  the  last,  in  that  very  wood 
I  had  in  mind  when  I  wrote — '  Methinks  how  dainty  sweet.' 

And  inno?enei  hei  name.     The  time  has  b^cn 
We  two  did  love  each  other's  company  : 

Time  was,  wo  Iwo  had  wept  to  have  heen  apart : 

But  when,  with  show  of  seeming  ^ood  beguil'd, 

i  left  the  garh  and  manners  of  a  child, 
And  my  first  love  for  man's  society, 

Defiling  with  the  world  my  virgin  heart — 

And  hid  in  deepest  shades  her  awful  head. 
Beloved!  who  can  tell  me  where  thou  art— 
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"  Since  writing  it,  I  have  found  in  a  poem  by  Hamiltoa 
of  Bangor,  these  two  lines  to  '  Happiness.' 

To  hide  ia  shades  ihy  meek  ccinlented  hood ! 

Lines  eminently  beautiful ;  but  I  do  not  remember  having 
read  them  previously,  for  the  credit  of  my  tenth  and  elev- 
ciitK  lines.  Parnell  has  two  hnea  {which  probably  suggest- 
ed the  above)  to  '  Contentment.' 

Whilher,  Bh  !  wliiiher  ort  thou  fled 
To  hide  ihy  meek  contented*  head  ? 

"Cowley's  exquisite  'lile^y  on  the  death  of  his  friend 
Harvey,'  suggested  the  phrase  of '  we  two.' 

Was  there  3  Ireo  (hat  did  not  know 
Thclove  betwixt  us  two? 

"  So  much  for  acknowledged  plagiarisms,  the  confession 
of  which  I  know  not  whether  it  has  mote  of  vanity  or  mod- 
esty in  it.  As  to  my  blank  verse,  I  am  so  dismally  slow 
and  sterile  of  ideas  (I  speak  from  my  heart)  that  I  much 
question  if  it  will  ever  come  to  any  issue,  I  have  hitherto 
only  hammered  out  a  few  independent,  nuconnected  snatch- 
es, not  in  a  capacity  to  be  sent.  1  am  very  ill,  and  wilt 
rest  till  I  have  read  your  poems,  for  which  I  am  very  thank- 
ful. I  have  one  more  favour  to  beg  of  you,  that  you  never 
mention  Mr.  May's  affair  in  any  sort,  much  Irfsa  (AtnA  of  re- 
paying. Are  we  not  flocci-nauci-what-d'yo-call-'em-istB  ? 
"VVe  have  just  learned  that  my  poor  brother  has  had  a  sad 
accident,  a  laigo  stone  blown  down  by  yesterday's  high 
wind  has  bruised  his  leg  in  a  most  shocking  manner ;  .he 
is  under  the  care  of  Cruikshanks.  Coleridge !  there  are 
10,000  objections  against  my  paying  you  a  visit  at  Bristol ; 
it  cannot  he  else  ;  but  in  this  world  'lis  better  not  to  think 
too  njuch  of  pleasant  possibles,  that  we  may  not  be  out  of 
humour  with  present  insipids.  Should  any  thing  bring  you 
to  London,  you  will  recollect  No.  7,  Little  Gueen  Street, 
Holborn. 

"  I  shall  be  too  ill  to  call  on  Wordsworth  myself,  but  will 
take  care  to  transmit  him  his  poem,  when  I  have  read  it. 
I  saw  Lc  Gricc  the  day  before  his  departure,  and  mention- 
ed incidentally  his '  teaching  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot.' 
Knowing  him  and  the  probability  there  is  of  people  having 
a  propensity  to  pun  in  his  company,  you  will  not  wonder 

•  An  odd  epithet  for  Conlentment  in  a  poet  so  poetical  as  Pamell.— C. 
Lamb's  Manuscripts. 
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that  we  both  stumbled  ou  the  same  pun.  at  once,  he  eager- 
ly anticipating  me, — ^he  would  teach  him  to  shoot!'  Poor 
Le  Grice  1  if  wit  alono  could  entitle  a  man  to  respect,  &c., 
he  has  written,  a  very  witty  little  pamphlet  lately,  satirical 
upon  college  declamations.  When  I  send  White's  book,  I 
will  add  that.  I  ara  eorry  there  shonld  be  any  diiierence 
between  you  and  Southey.  '  Between  you  two  there  should 
be  peace,'  tho'  I  must  say  I  liave  borne  him  no  good  will 
since  he  spirited  you  away  from  among  us.  What  is  be- 
come ofMoachuH  ?  You  sported  some  of  his  sublimities,  I 
sec,  in  your  Watchman.  Very  decent  things.  Ho  much 
for  to-night  from  your  afflicted,  headachey,  sore-throatey, 
humble  servant,  C  Lamb. 

"  Tuesday  night. — Of  your  Watchman,  tho  Uevicw  of 
Burke  was  the  best  prose,  I  augured  great  things  from 
the  first  number.  There  is  some  exquisite  poetry  i[it»r- 
speracd.  I  have  re-read  the  extract  from  the  '  Religious 
Musings,'  and  retract  whatever  invidious  there  was  in  my 
censure  of  it  as  elaborate.  There  are  times  when  one  is 
not  in.  a.  disposition  thoroughly  to  relish  good  writing.  I 
have  re-read  it  in  a  more  favourable  moment,  and  hesitate 
not  to  pronounce  it  sublime.  If  there  be  anything  in  it  ap- 
proaching to  tumidity  {which  I  meant  not  to  infer ;  by  elab- 
orate I  meant  simply  laboured),  it  ia  the  gigantic  hyperbole 
by  which  you  describe  the  evils  of  existing  society ;  '  snakes, 
lions,  hyenas,' and  behemoths,' is  carrying  your  resentment 
beyond  bounds.  The  pictures  of '  The  Simoom,'  of '  Fren- 
zy and  Euin,'  of'  The  Whore  of  Babylon,'  and  '  The  Cry  of 
Foul  Spirits  disinherited  of  Earth,'  and  '  the  strange  beati- 
tude' which  the  good  man  shall  recognise  in  heaven,  as 
well  as  the  particularizing  of  the  children  of  wretchedness 
(I  have  unconsciously  included  every  part  of  it),  forni  a  va- 
riety of  uniform  excellence.  I  hunger  and  thirst  to  read 
the  poem  complete.  That  ia  a  capital  line  in  your  sixth 
number. 

"  This  dark,  ftieiB -mated,  hoarse,  teetli-uliatlejing  moiitli." 

They  are  exactly  such  epithets  as  Burns  would  have  stum- 
bled on,  whose  poem  on  the  ploughed-up  daisy  you  seem 
to  have  had  in  mind.  Your  complaint  that  of  your  read- 
ers some  thought  there  was  too  much,  some  too  little  orig- 
inal matter  in  your  numbers,  reminds  rnc  of  poor  dead  Par- 
sons in  the  '  Critic.'  '  Too  little  incident !  Give  me  leave 
to  tell  you,  air,  there  is  too  much  incident.'  1  had  like  to 
h.xve  forgot  thanking  you  for  that  exquisite  little  morsel. 
Vol    I.— 15 
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"the  first  Sclavonian  Song.  The  expression  in  the  second, — 
'  more  happy  to  bo  unhappy  in  heif ;'  is  it  not  very  quaint? 
Accept  my  thanks,  in  eommon  with  those  of  all  who  love 
good  poetry,  for  'The  Braes  of  Yarrow.'  1  congratulate 
you  on  the  enemies  you  must  have  made  by  your  splendid 
invective  against  the  harterera  in  human  flesh  and  sinews. 
Coleridge  !  you  will  rejoice  to  hear  that  Cowper  is  recov- 
ered from  his  lunacy,  and  is  employed  on  his  translation  of 
the  Italian,  &c.,  poems  of  Milton  for  an  edition  where  Fu- 
seli  presides  as  designer.  Coleridge  !  to  an  idler  like  my- 
self, to  write  and  receive  letters  are  both  very  pleasant,  but 
I  wish  not  to  break  in  upon  your  valuable  time  by  expect- 
ing to  hear  very  frequently  from  you.  Reserve  that  obli- 
gation for  your  moments  of  lassitude,  when  you  have  no- 
thing else  to  do  ;  for  your  loco-restive  and  all  your  idle  pro- 
pensities, of  course,  have  given  way  to  the  duties  of  provi- 
ding for  a  family.  The  mail  is  come  in,  but  no  parcel ;  yet 
this  is  Tuesday.  Farewell,  then,  till  to-morrow,  for  a  niche 
and  a  nook  I  must  leave  for  criticisms.  By  the  way,  I  hope 
you  do  not  send  your  own  only  copy  of  Joan  of  Arc;  I  will 
in  that  case  return  it  immediately. 

"  Your  parcel  is  come ;  you  have  been  lavish  of  your 
presents. 

""Wordsworth's  poem  I  have  hurried  through,  not  without 
delight.  Poor  Lovell !  my  heart  almost  accijf  es  me  for  the 
light  manner  I  spoke  of  him  above,  not  dreaming  of  his  death. 
My  heart  bleeds  for  your  accumulated  tro.ubles  ;  God  send 
you  through  'em  with  patience.  I  conjure  you  dream  not 
that  I  will  ever  think  of  being  repaid ;  the  very  word  is 
galling  to  the  ears.  I  have  read  all  your  '  Religious  Mu- 
sings' with  uninterrupted  feelings  of  profound  admiration. 
You  may  safely  rest  your  fame  on  it.  The  best  remaining 
things  are  what  I  have  before  read,  and  they  lose  nothing 
by  my  recollection  of  your  manner  of  reciting  'em,  for  I  too 
bear  in  mind  '  the  voice,  the  look,'  of  absent  friends,  and 
can  occasionally  mimic  their  manner  for  the  amusement  of 
those  who  have  seen  'em.  Your  impassioned  manner  of 
recitation  I  can  recall  at  any  time  to  mine  own  heart  and 
to  the  cars  of  the  bystanders.  I  rather  wish  you  had  left 
the  monody  on  Chatterton  concluding  as  it  did  abruptly. 
It  had  more  of  unity.  The  conc!usi(in  of  your  '  Religious 
Musings,'  I  fear,  will  entitle  you  to  the  reproof  of  your  be- 
loved woman,  who  wisely  will  not  suffer  your  fancy  to  run 
riot,  but  bids  you  walk  humbly  with  your  God.  The  very 
last  words,  'I  exercise  my  young  noviciate  thonnht  in  min- 
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Uteries  of  heart-stirring  song,'  though  not  now  new  to  nii;, 
cannot  be  enough  admired.  To  speak  politely,  they  are  a 
well  turned  compliment  to  Poetry.  1  hasten  to  read  'Joan 
of  Arc,  &c  1  have  read  your  lines  at  the  beginning  of 
second  book  :  they  are  worthy  of  Milton ;  but  in  my  mind 
yield  to  your  '  K-eligioua  Musings.'  I  shall  read  the  whole 
carefully,  and  in  some  future  letter  take  the  liberty  to  par- 
ticularize my  opinions  of  it.  Of  what  is  new  to  me  among 
your  poems  next  to  the'  Musings,' that  beginning 'My  Pen- 
sive Sara'  gave  me  naost  pleasure :  the  lines  in  it  I  just  al- 
luded to  are  most  exquisite  ;  they  made  my  sister  and  self 
smile,  aa  conveying  a  pleasing  picture  of  Mrs.  C.  checking 
your  wild  wanderings,  which  we  were  so  fond  of  hearing 
you  indulge  when  among  us.  It  has  endeared  us  more  than 
anything  to  your  good  lady,  and  your  own  self-reproof  that 
follows  delighted  us.  Tis  a  charming  poem  throughout 
(you  have  well  remarked  that  charming,  admirable,  exquis- 
ite are  the  wordsexpressiveof  feelings  more  than  conveying 
of  ideas,  else  I  might  plead  very  well  want  of  room  in  my 
paper  as  excuse  for  generalizing).  I  want  room  to  tell  you 
how  we  are  charmed  with  your  verses  in  the  manner  of 
Spenser,  &c.  &c.  &c,  &c.  &c.  I  am  glad  you  resume  tlie 
'Watchman.'  Change  the  name  ;  leave  out  all  articles  of 
news,  and  whatever  things  are  peculiar  to  newspapers,  an^ 
confine  yoursaif  to  ethics,  verse,  criticism — or  rather  do  not 
confine  yourself.  Let  your  plan  be  as  difluse  as  the '  Spec- 
tator,' and  I'll  answer  for  it  the  work  prospers.  If  1  am 
vain  enough  to  think  ,1  can  he  a  contributor,  rely  on  my  in- 
clinations. Coleridge  !  in  reading  your  '  Religious  Mu- 
sings,' I  feit  a  transient  superiority  over  you.  I  have  seen 
Priestley.  I  love  to  see  his  name  repeated  in  your  writ- 
ings. I  love  and  honour  him  almost  profanely.  You  would 
be  charmed  with  his  Sermons,  if  you  never  read  'em.  You 
have  doubtless  read  his  books  illustrative  of  the  doctrine 
of  Necessity.  Prefixed  to  a  late  work  of  his  in  answer  to 
Paine,  there  is  a  preface  giving  an  account  of  the  man,  and 
his  services  to  men,  written  by  Lindsey,  his  dearest  friend, 
well  worth  your  reading 

"  Tuesday  eve. — Forgive  my  prolixity,  which  is  yet  too 
brief  for  all  I  could  wish  to  say,  God  give  you  comfort, 
and  all  that  are  of  your  household !  Our  loves  and  best 
good  wishes  to  Mrs.  C.  0.  Lamb." 

The  parcel  mentioned  in  the  last  letter  brought  the  "  Joan 
of  Arc,"  ami  a  request  from  Coleridge  that  Lamb  ■would 

HcBsd  by  Google 


;i'10  LETTERS    TO    COLEKJDGE. 

freely  criticise  his  poems  ivith  a  view  to  their  selection,  and 
correction  for  the  contemplated  volume.  The  reply  is  con- 
tained in  the  following  letter,  which,  written  on  several 
days,  begins  at  the  estreme  top  of  the  first  page,  without 
any  ceremony  of  introduction,  and  is  comprised  in  three 
sides  and  a  bit  of  foolscap. 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGE. 

"  With  '  Joan  of  Arc'  I  have  been  deJighted,  amazed ;  I 
had  not  presumed  to  expect  anything  of  such  excellence 
from  Southey.  Why,  the  poem  is  alone  eufficient  to  redeem 
the  character  of  the  age  we  live  in  from  the  imputation  of 
degenerating  in  Poetry,  were  there  no  such  beings  extant 

as  Burns,  and  Bowles,  Cowper,  and ;  fill  up  the  blank 

how  you  please ;  I  say  nothing.  The  subject  is  well  chosen. 
It  opens  well.  To  become  more  particular,  I  ■will  notice  in 
their  order  a  few  passages  that  chiefly  struck  me  on  pe- 
rusal. Page  26,  'Fierce  and  terrible  Benevolence!'  is  a 
phrase  full  of  grandeur  and  originality.  The  whole  con- 
text made  me  feel  possessed,  even  like  Joan  herself.  Page 
28,  '  It  is  most  horrible  with  the  keen  sword  to  gore  the 
finely-fibred  human  frame,'  and  what  follows,  pleased  me 
mightily.  In  the  2d  Book,  the  first  forty  lines  in  particu- 
lar are  majestic  and  high-sounding.  Indeed,  the  whole 
vision  of  the  Palace  of  Ambition  and  what  follows  are  su- 
premely excellent.  Your  Simile  of  the  Laplander,  'By 
Kiemi's  lake,  or  BaldaZhiok,  or  the  mossy  stone  of  Solfar- 
Kapper,'*  will  bear  coniparison  with  any  in  Milton  for  ful- 
ness ef  circumstance  and  loily-pacodness  of  versification. 
Southey's  similes,  though  many  of  'em  are  capital,  are  all 
inferior.  In  one  of  his  books,  the  simile  of  the  oak  in  the 
storm  occurs,  I  think,  four  times.  To  return ;  the  light  in 
which  you  view  the  heathen  deities  is  accurate  and  beau- 
tiful. Southey's  personifications  in  this  book  are  so  many 
fine  and  faultless  pictures.  I  was  much  pleased  with  your 
manner  of  accounting  for  the  reason  why  monarchs  take 
delight  in  war.  At  the  447th  line  you  have  placed  Prophets 
and  Enthusiasts  cheek  by  jowl,  on  too  intimate  a  footing 
for  the  dignity  of  the  former.  Necessarian-like-speaking, 
it  is  correct.  Page  98, '  Dead  is  the  Douglas !  cold  thy  war- 
rior frame,  illustrious  Buchan,'  fcc,,  are  of  kindred  excel- 
lence with  Gray's  '  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue,'  &c.  How 
famously  the  Maid  baffles  the  Doctors,  Seraphic  and  Irre- 

'  Lapland  mountains.  The  vetaes  referred  W  are  puWiahed  in  Mr.  Cole- 
ri-l^c's  FoeniFnIilkd  "The  Desliny  of  Nations  :  a  Viiiori." 
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fragalile, '  witli  all  their  trumpery  !'  Page  126,  the  proces- 
sion, the  appearances  of  the  Maid,  of  the  Bastard  Son  of 
Orleans  and  of  Tremouille,  are  full  of  fire  and  fancy,  and 
exquisite  melody  of  versification.  The  personifications 
from  line  303  to  309,  in  the  heat  of  the  battle,  had  better 
been  omitted ;  they  are  no.t  very  striking,  and  only  encum- 
ber. The  converse  which  Joan  and  Coarade  hold  on  the 
banta  of  the  Loire  is  altogether  beautiful.  Page  313,  the' 
Iconjecturo  that  in  dreams '  all  things  arc  that  seem,'  is  one 
of  those  conceits  which  the  Poet  delights  to  admit  into  his 
creed— a  creed,  by  the  way,  more  marvellous  and  mystic 
than  ever  Athanasius  dreamed  of.  Page  315, 1  need  only 
mention  those  lines  ending  with '  She  saw  a  serpent  gnawing 
at  her  heart !'  They  are  good  imitative  lines, '  bo  toiled 
and  toiled,  of  toil  to  reap  no  end,  but  endless  toil  and  never- 
ending  woe'  Page  347,  Cruelty  is  such  as  Hogarth  might 
have  painted  her.  Page  361,  all  the  passage  about  Love 
(where  he  seems  to  confound  conjugal  love  with  creating 
and  preserving  love)  is  very  coafused,  and  sickens  me  with 
a  load  of  useless  personifications ;  else  that  ninth  Book  is  the 
finest  in  the  volume — an  exquisite  combination  of  the  ludi- 
crous and  tho  terrible :  I  have  never  read  cither,  even  in 
translation,  but  such  I  conceive  to  be  the  manner  of  Dante 
or  Ariosto.  The  tenth  Book  is  the  most  languid.  On  the 
whole,  considering  the  celerity  wherewith  the  poem  was 
finished,  I  was  astonished  at  the  unfrequency  of  weak  lines. 
I  had  expected  to  find  it  verbose.  Joan,  I  think,  does  too 
little  in  battle  ;  Dunois  perhaps  the  same ;  Conrade  too 
much.  The  anecdotes  interspersed  among  tho  battles  re- 
fresh the  mind  very  agreeably,  and  I  am  delighted  with  the 
very  many  passages  of  simple  pathos  abounding  throughout 
the  poem,  passages  which  the  author  '  Crazy  Kate'  might 
have  written.  Has  not  Master  Southey  spoke  very  slight- 
ingly, in  his  preface,  and  disparagingly  of  Cowper's  Homer  ? 
What  makes  him  reluctant  to  give  Cowper  his  fame  ?  And 
does  not  Southey  use  too  often  the  expletives  '  did'  and 
'  does  V  They  have  a  good  cflect  at  times,  but  are  too  in- 
considerable, or  rather  become  blemishes,  when  they  mark 
a  style.  On  the  whole,  I  expect  Southey  one  day  to  rival 
MUton :  I  already  deera  him  equal  to  Cowper,  and  supe- 
rior to  all  living  poets  besides.  What  says  Coleridge? 
The  '  Monody  on  Henderson'  is  vmmensely  good,  the  rest  of 
that  little  volume  is  readable,  and  above  mediocrity.  I  pro- 
ceed to  a  more  pleasant  task  ;  pleasant  because  the  poems 
are  yours  ;   pleasant  because  you  impose  the  task  oa  me  ; 
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and  pleasant,  let  me  add,  becanse  it  will  confer  a  wliim- 
eical  importance  on  me,  to  sit  in  judgment  upon  your 
rhymes.  First,  though,  let  me  thank  you  again  and  again, 
in  my  own  and  my  Bistec's  name,  i'or  your  invitations ; 
nothing  could  give  us  more  pleasure  than  to  come,  but 
(were  there  no  odier  reasons)  while  my  brother's  leg  is  so 
had  it  is  out  of  the  question.  Poor  fellow!  he  is  very  fe- 
verish and  light-headed,  but  Cruikshanks  has  pronounced 
the  symptoms  favourable,  and  gives  U8  every  hope  that 
there  will  he  no  need  of  amputation:  Godsend  not!  "Wo 
are  necessarily  confined  with  him  all  the  afternoon  and 
evening  till  very  late,  so  that  I  am  stealing  a  few  minutes 
to  write  to  you. 

"Thank  you  for  your  frequent  letters;  you  are  the  only 
correspondent,  and,  I  might  add,  the  only  iiriend  I  have  in 
the  world.  I  go  nowhere,  and  have  no  acquaintance. 
Slow  of  speech,  and  reserved  of  manners,  no  one  seeks  or 
cares  for  my  society;  and  I  am  left  alone.  Allen  calls 
only  occasionally,  as  though  it  were  a  duty  rather,  and  sel- 
dom stays  ten  minutes.  Then  judge  how  thankful  I  am 
for  your  letters !  Do  not,  however,  burthen  yourself  with 
the  correspondence.  I  trouble  you  again  so  soon,  only  in 
obedience  to  your  injunctions.  Complaints  apart,  proceed 
wc  to  our  task.  I  am  called  away  to  tea ;  thence  must 
wait  upon  my  brother;  so  must  delay  till  to-morrow. 
Farewell.      Wednesdat/. 

"  Thursday, — I  will  first  notice  what  is  new  to  me. 
Thirteenth  page;  'The  thrilling  tones  that  concentrate  the 
eoul'  is  a  nervous  line,  and  the  six  first  lines  of  page  14 
are  very  pretty ;  the  twenty-first  efiiision  a  perfect  thing. 
That  in  the  manner  of  Spenser  is  very  sweet,  particularly 
at  the  close :  the  thirty-fifth  efiiision  is  most  exquisite ; 
that  line  in  particular,  'And,  tranquil,  muse  upon  tranquil- 
lity.' It  is  the  very  reflex  pleasure  that  distinguishes  the 
tranquillity  of  a  thinking  being  from  that  of  a  shepherd,  a 
modern  one  I  would  be  understood  to  mean,  a  Bamcetaa,  one 
that  keeps  other  people's  sheep.  Certainly,  Coleridge,  your 
letter  from  Shurton  Bars  has  less  merit  than  most  things  in 
your  volume ;  personally  it  may  chime  in  best  with  your 
own  feelings,  and  therefore  you  love  it  best.  It  has,  how- 
ever, great  merit.  In  your  fourth  epistle  that  is  an  ei- 
quisite  paragraph,  and  fancy-full,  ol'  '  A  stream  there  is 
which  rolls  in  lazy  flow,'  &c.  &c.  '  Murmurs  sweet  un- 
dersong 'mid  jasmin  bowers'  is  a  sweet  line,  and  so  are 
the  three  next.  The  concluding  simile  is  far-fetched — 
'  tempest-honoured' is  a  quaintish  phrase. 
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"  Yours  is  a  poetical  family,  1  was  much  surprised  and 
pleased  to  see  the  signature  of  Sara  to  that  elegant  compo- 
sition, the  fifth  epistle,  I  dare  not  criticise  the  '  Religious 
Musings  ;'  I  like  not  to  select  any  part,  where  all  is  excel- 
lent. I  can  only  admire,  and  thank  you  for  it  in  the  name 
of  a  Christian,  as  well  as  a  lover  of  good  poetry  ;  only  let 
me  ask,  is  not  that  thought  and  those  words  in  Young, 
'  stands  in  the  sun,' — oi  is  it  only  such  as  Young,  in  one 
of  his  heller  moments,  laigbt  have  writ? — 

'  Believe  thou,  O  my  soii^ 
Life  is  a  >ision  shnduny  ofliulh  . 
Ami  vice.  Bnti  anEiusli.  and  Ihe  wolmy  grave. 
Shapes  ofadream" 

I  thank  you  for  these  lines  in  the  name  of  a  necessarian, 
and  for  what  follows  in  next  paragraph,  in  the  name  of  a 
child  of  fancy.  After  all,  you  cannot,  nor  evei  will,  write 
any  thing  with  which  I  shall  he  so  delighted  as  what  I 
have  heard  yourself  repeat.  You  came  to  town,  and  I  saw 
you  at  a  time  when  your  heart  was  yet  bleeding  with  re- 
cent wounds.  Like  yourself,  I  was  sore  galled  with  disap' 
pointed  hope  ;  you  had 

That,  mouraing,  soothed  Iho  miumer  or  hi!  v,ay.' 
"  I  had  ears  of  sympathy  to  drink  them  in.  and  they  yet 
vibrate  pleasant  on  the  sense.  When  I  read  in  your  little 
volume,  your  alneteenth  effusion,  or  the  twenty-eighth  or 
twenty-ninth,  or  what  you  call  the  '  Sigh,'  I  think  I  hear 
you  again,  I  Image  to  myself  the  little  smoky  room  at 
the  Salutation  and  Cat,  where  we  have  sat  to<rcther  through 
the  winter  nights,  beguiling  the  cares  of  life  with  Poesy. 
When  you  left  London,  I  felt  a  dismal  void  in  my  heart.  I 
found  myself  cut  off,  at  one  and  the  same  time,  from  two 
most  dear  to  me-  '  How  blest  with  yo  the  path  could  I 
have  trod  of  quiet '  life  !'  In  your  conversation  you  had 
blended  so  many  pleasant  fancies  that  they  cheated  me  of 
my  grief  But  in  your  absence  the  tide  of  melancholy 
rushed  in  again  and  did  its  worst  mischief  by  overwhelm- 
ing my  reason.  I  have  recovered,  but  feel  a  stupor  that 
makes  me  indifferent  to  the  hopes  and  fears  of  this  life.  I 
sometimes  wish  to  introduce  a  religious  turn  of  mind,  but 
habits  are  strong  things,  and  my  religious  fervours  are  con- 
fined, alas  !  to  some  fleeting  moments  of  occasional  solitary 
devotion.  A  correspondence,  opening  with  you,  has  roused 
me  a  little  from  my  lethargy  and  made  me  conscious  of  ex- 
istence.    Indulge  me  in  it ;  I  will  not  be  very  troublesome  I 
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At  some  future  time  I  will  amuse  you  with  an  account,  as 
full  as  my  memory  will  permit,  of  the  strange  turn  my 
frenzy  took.  I  look  liack  upon  it  at  times  with  a  gloomy 
kind  of  envy ;  for,  while  it  lasted,  I  had  many,  many  hours 
of  pure  happiness.  Dream  not,  Coleridge,  of  havingtasted 
all  the  grandeur  and  wildness  of  fancy  till  you  have  gone 
mad!  All  now  seems  to  me  vapid,  comjjaratively  so. 
Excnsc  this  selfish  digression.  Youi  'Monody'  is  so  su- 
perlatively excellent,  that  1  can  only  wish  it  perfect,  which 
I  can't  help  feeling  it  is  not  quite.  Indulge  me  in  a  few 
conjeetutes ;  what  1  am  going  to  propose  would  make  it 
more  compressed,  and,  1  think,  more  energetic,  though  ] 
am  sens'ble  at  the  expense  of  many  beautiful  Imea.  Let 
it  begin  'Is  this  the  land  of  song-ennobled  ime  V  and  pro- 
ceed to  ■  Otway's  famished  form  j'  then. '  Thee  Chatterton,' 
to'  blaze  of  Seraphim;'  then, 'clad  in  Nature's  rich  array,' 
to  ■  orient  day  ;'  then,  '  but  soon  the  scathing  lightning,"  to 
'  blighted  land  ;'  then,  '  sublime  of  thought,"  to  '  his  bosom 
glows ;'  then 

Did  Penuty  hci  s'ckly  milden-  shed  ;' 


Then  '  youth  of  tumultuous  soul'  lo  '  sigh,'  as  before.  The 
rest  may  ail  stand  down  to  ■  gaze  upon  the  waves  below.' 
What  follows  now  may  come  next  as  detached  verses,  sug- 
gested by  the  Monody,  rather  than  a  part  of  it.  They  are, 
indeed,  in  themselves,  very  sweet : 

'  And  «e,  al  solwr  eva,  vcoiild  round  lhi~e  Ihiong. 

in  particular,  perhaps.  If  1  am  obscure,  you  may  under- 
stand me  by  eounting  the  lines  :  I  have  proposed  omitting 
twenty-four  lines :  1  feet  that  thus  compressed  it  would 
gain  energy,  but  think  it  most  likely  you  will  not  agree 
with  me ;  for  who  shall  go  about  to  bring  opinions  to  the 
bed  of  Procrustes,  and  introduce  among  the  sons  of  men  a 
monotony  of  identical  feelings  ?  I  only  propose  with  diiE- 
dence.  Rejectyou,if  you  please,  with  as  little  remorse  as 
you  would  the  colour  of  a  coat  or  the  pattern  of  a  buckle, 
where  our  fancies  differed. 

"  The  '  Pixies'  is  a  perfect  thing,  and  so  are  the  '  Lines 
on  the  Spring,'  page  28.  The  '  Epitaph  on  an  Infant,'  like 
a  Jack-o'-lanthorn,  has  danced,  about  (or  like  Dr.  Forstei's 
seholars)  out  of  the  Morning  Chroniele  into  the  Watchman, 
and  thenee  back  into  your  collection.     It  is  very  pretty,  and 
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you  seem  to  think  SO,  but,  may  be,  o'crlooked  its  chief  merit, 
tbat  of  fiUing  «p  a  whoie  page.  I  had  once  deemed  Bon- 
nets of  unrivalled  use  that  way,  but  your  Epitaphs,  I  find, 
are  the  more  diSuse.  '  Edmund' stilt  holds  its  place  among 
yout  best  verses.  'Ah!  fait  delights'  to  'roses  round,'  in 
your  Poem  called  'Absence,'  recall  (none  more  forcibly)  to 
my  mind  the  tones  in  ivhich  you  rceited  tt.  I  will  not  no- 
tice, in  this  tedious  (to  you)  manner,  verses  which  have 
been  so  long  delightful  to  mc,  and  which  you  already  know 
ray  opinion  of.  Of  this  kind  arc  Bowles,  Prie.stley,  and  that 
most  exquisite  and  most  Bowlcs-Hke  of  all,  the  nineteenth 
eiRision.  It  would  have  better  ended  with '  agony  of  care  ;' 
the  two  last  lines  arc  obvious  and  unnecessary,  and  you 
need  not  now  make  fourteen  lines  of  it ;  now  it  is  renjhris- 
tencd  from  a  Sonnet  to  an  Effusion  Schiller  might  have 
written  the  twentieth  effusion :  'tis  worthy  of  him  in  any 
sense.  I  was  glad  to  meet  with  those  lines  you  sent  me, 
when  my  sister  was  so  ill ;  I  had  lost  the  copy,  and  1  felt 
not  a  little  proud  at  seeing  my  name  in  your  verse.  The 
complaint  of  Ninathoma  (first  stanza  in  particular)  is  the 
best,  or  only  good  imitation  of  Ossian  1  ever  saw — your 
'  EestlesB  Gale'  excepted.  '  To  an  Infant'  is  most  sweet ; 
is  not  '  foodful,'  though,  very  harsh  ?  "Would  not '  dulcet' 
fruit  be  less  hatsh,  or  some  other  friendly  bi-syllablel  In 
'  Edmund,'  '  Frenzy !  fierec-eyed  child'  is  not  so  well  as 
'frantic,'  though  that  is  an  epithet  adding  nothing  to  the 
meaning.  Slander  couching  was  better  than  'squatting.' 
In  the  '  Man  of  Eoss'  it  w<is  a  better  line  thus : 

than  as  it  stands  now.  Time  nor  nothing  can  reconcile  me 
to  the  concluding  five  lines  of 'Kosciusko:'  call  it  anything 
you  will  but  sublime.  In  my  twelfth  effusion  I  had  rather 
have  seen  what  I  wrote  myself,  though  they  bear  no  com- 
parison with  your  exquisite  lines — 

'  On  rose-leafd  beda  amid  youi  faery  bowers,'  ic. 

"  I  love  my  sonnets  because  they  are  the  reflected  im- 
ages of  my  own  feelings  at  different  times.  To  instance, 
in  the  thirteenth — 

'ifow  reason  recltd,'&i:„ 
are  good  lines,  but  must  spoil  the  whole  with  me,  who 
know  it  is  only  a  fiction  of  yours,  and  that  the  '  rude  dash- 
ings'  did  in  fact  not '  rock  me  to  repose.'  I  grant  the  same 
objection  applies  not  to  the  former  sonnet;  but'still  I  love 
my  own  feelings ;  they  are  dear  to  memory,  though  they 
15* 
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now  and  then  wate  a  sigh  or  a  tear;  '  Thinking  on  divers 
things  foredone,'  I  charge  you,  Coleridge,  spare  my  ewe- 
lamhs  ;  and  though  a  gentleman  may  horrow  six  hnes  in 
an  epic  poem  (I  should  have  no  objection  to  borrow  five 
hundred,  and  without  acknowledging),  still,  in  a,  sonnet,  a 
personal  poem,  I  do  not '  ask  ray  friend  the  aiding  verse  ;' 
I  would  not  wrong  your  feelings,  by  proposing  any  improve- 
nients  (did  I  think  myself  capable  of  BUggestlag  'em)  in 
such  personal  poems  as  '  Thou  bleedest  my  poor  heart ' — 
'od  so, — [  am  caught — I  have     1      dy  d  b 

simile  I  propose  abridging,  wo  Id  h  1     f        g 

or  introduce  any  alien  ones.     D    j  i  dm         1 

the  twenty-eighth,  however,  ad         h  h        d    1 

composed  at  Clevedon,  things  th         m    f   m   h    h         d 
rect,  not  by  the  medium  of  the  f      j    I  w     Id 
an  alteration.     "When  my  blank  fi      h  d  y 

long  fancy  poem, '  propino  tibi  dm  p      d  m 

abridgandum,'  just  what  you  w  w  h  b  p  n  j 
ewe-lambs !     That  to  '  Mrs.  Sidd  n  w  y      w  1 

come  to  improve,  if  it  had  bee     w     h         b      1      y 
you  again,  Coleridge,  spare  my     w    J  mb        I  m 
fess  wore  they  mine,  1  should  ora  d  d       f 

fusions  two  and  three,  because  satiric,  and  below  the  dig 
nity  of  the  poet  of '  Religious  Musings,' fifth,  seventh,  half 
of  the  eighth,  that '  "Written  in  early  youth,'  as  far  as  '  thou- 
sand eyes,'- — ^though  1  part  not  unreiuctantly  with  that  live- 

'  Chaste  joyanf  e  ilancing  in  her  liriglil  blue  eyes.' 

and  one  or  two  just  thereabouts.  But  I  would  substitute 
for  it  that  sweet  poem  called  '  Recollection,'  in  the  fifth 
number  of  the  Watchman,  better,  I  think,  than  the  remain- 
der of  this  poem,  though  not  differing  materially  :  as  the 
poem  now  stands  it  looks  altogether  confused  ;  and  ilo  not 
omit  those  lines  upon  the  '  Early  Blossom,'  in  your  sixth 
number  of  the  Watchman ;  and  I  would  omit  the  tenth  ef- 
fusion, or  what  would  do  better,  alter  and  improve  the  last 
four  lines.  In  fact,  I  suppose,  if  they  were  mine,  I  should, 
not  omit  'em ;  but  your  verse  is,  for  the  most  part,  so  ex-' 
quisite,  that  1  like  not  to  sec  aught  of  meaner  matter  mixed 
with  it.  Forgive  my  petulance,  and  often,  I  fear,  ill-found- 
ed criticisms,  and  foi^ive  me  that  I  have,  by  this  time, 
made  your  eyes  and  head  ache  with  my  long  letter ;  but  I 
cannot  forego  hastily  the  pleasure  and  pride  of  thus  con- 
versing with  you.     You  did  not  tell  me  whether  I  was  to 
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include  the  '  Condones  ad  Populum'  in  my  remarks  on  your 
poema.  They  are  not  unfrequenlly  sublime,  and  I  think 
you  couU  not  do  better  than  to  turn  'em  into  verse — if  you 

have  nothing  else  to   do.     A ,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  a 

confirmed  Atheist ;  S ,  a  cold-hearted,  well-bred,  con- 
ceited disciple  of  Godwin,  docs  him  no  good. 

"  How  I  sympathize  with,  you  on.  the  dull  duty  of  a  re- 
viewer, and  heartily  damn  with  you  Wed  E and  the 

Prosodist.  I  shall,  however,  wait  impatiently  for  the  arti- 
cles in  the  Critical  Review,  next  month,  because  they  arc 
youTS.  Young  Evans  CVY.  Evans,  a  branch  of  a  family  you 
were  once  so  intimate  with)  is  come  into  our  office,  and 
sends  his  love  to  you !  Coleridge  !  I  devoutly  wish  that 
Fortune,  who  has  made  sport  with  you  so  long,  may  play 
one  freak  more,  throw  you  into  London,  or  some  spot  near 
it,  and  there  snug-ify  you  for  life.  Tis  a  selfish,  but  nat- 
nral  wish  for  me,  cast  as  I  am  '  on  life's  wide  plain,  friend- 
less.' Are  you  acquainted  with  Bowles  ?  I  see,  by  his  last 
Elegy  {written  at  Bath),  you  arc  near  neighbours.  Thurs- 
day. 

"  I  do  not  know  that  I  entirely  agree  with  you  in  your 
stricture  upon  my  sonnet  '  To  Innocence.'  To  men  whose 
hearts  are  not  quite  deadened  by  their  commerce  with  the 
world,  innocence  (no  longer  familiar)  becomes  an  awful 
idea.  So  1  felt  when  I  wrote  it.  Your  other  censures 
(qualified  and  sweetened,  though,  with  praises  somewhat 
extravagant)  1  perfectly  coincide  with  ;  yet  I  choose  to  re- 
tain the  world  '  lunar' — indulge  a '  lunatic'  in  his  loyalty  to 
his  mistress  the  moon !  I  have  just  been  reading  a  most 
pathetic  copy  of  verses  on  Sophia  Pringle,  who  was  hanged 
and  burnt  for  coining.  One  of  the  strokes  of  pathos  (which 
are  very  many,  all  somewhat  obscure),  is  '  She  lifted  up 
her  guilty  forger  to  heaven.'  A  note  explains,  by  '  forger,' 
her  right  hand,  with  which  she  forged  or  coined  the  base 
metal.  For  pathos  read  bathos.  You  have  put  me  out  of 
conceit  with  my  blank  verse  by  your  '  Religious  Musings.' 
I  think  it  will  come  to  nothing.  I  do  not  like  'em  enough 
to  send  'em.  1  have  just  been  reading  a  book,  which  I 
may  be  too  partial  to,  as  it  was  the  delight  of  my  child- 
hood ;  but  I  will  recommend  it  to  you ; — it  is  Izaak  Wal- 
ton's 'Complete  Angler.'  All  the  scientific  part  you  may 
omit  in  reading  The  dialogue  is  very  simple,  full  of  pas- 
toral beauties,  and  will  charm  you.  Many  pretty  old  verses 
are  interspersed.  This  letter,  which  would  be  a  week's 
work  reading  only,  T  do  not  wish  yot 
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than  a  montJi.  I  Bhall  be  richly  content  with  a  letter  from 
you  some  day  early  in  July ;  though,  if  you  get  any  how 
settled  hefore  then,  pray  let  me  know  it  immediately ; 
twould  give  me  much  Batisfaetion.  Concerning  the  Uni- 
tarian cbapei,  the  salary  is  the  only  scruple  that  the  most 
rigid  moralist  would  admit  as  valid.  Concerning  the  tu- 
torage, is  not  the  salary  low,  and  ahsence  from  your  family 
untLToidahle  ?  London  is  the  only  fostering  soil  for  genius. 
Nothing  more  occurs  just  now  ;  so  I  will  leave  you,  in  mer- 
cy, one  small  white  spot  empty  below,  to  repose  your  eyes 
upon,  fatigued  as  they  must  be,  with  the  wilderness  of 
words  they  have  by  this  time  painfully  travelled  thropgh. 
God  love  you,  Coleridge,  and  prosper  you  through  life  ; 
though  mine  will  he  loss  if  your  lot  is  to  be  east  at  Bristol, 
or  at  Nottingham,  or  anywhere  but  London.  Our  loves  to 
Mrs.C .  C.  L. 

"Friday,  lOlh  Ant,  173G." 

Coleridge,  settled  in  bis  melancholy  cottage,  invited  Lamb 
to  visit  him.  The  hope — the  expectation — the  disappoint- 
ment, are  depicted  in  the  following  letter,  written  in  the 
r  of  the  eventful  year  1796. 


"July  Isl,  1790. 

"  The  first  moment  I  can  come  I  will ;  but  my  hopes  of 
coming  yet  a  while,  yet  hang  on  a  ticklish  thread.  The 
coach  I  come  by  is  immaterial,  as  I  shall  so  easily,  by  your 
direction,  find  ye  out.  My  mother  is  grown  so  entirely 
helpless  (not  having  any  use  of  her  limbs)  that  Mary  is  ne- 
cessarily confined  from  ever  sleeping  out,  she  being  her 
bedfellow.  She  thanks  you  though,  and  will  accompany 
me  in  spirit.  Most  exquisite  arc  the  lines  from  "Withers. 
Your  own  lines,  introductory  to  your  poem  on  '  Self,'  run 
smoothly  and  pleasuiably,  and  I  exhort  you  to  continue 
'em.  "What  shall  [  say  to  your '  Dactyls  V  They  are  what 
you  would  call  good  per  se,  but  a  parody  on  some  of  'em  is 
just  now  suggesting  itself,  and  you  shall  have  it  rough  and 
unlicked  ;  I  mark  with  figures  the  lines  parodied : — 

4. — Sorely  your  Dactyls  do  drag  along  limp-footed. 

S.— Sad  is  Ihe  measuta  that  hangs  a  flog  round  'em  so. 

6.— Meagre  and  lananid,  pioclaiming  ita  wrelchednesB. 

l.—Wearj,  unsatisfied,  not  a  little  sick  of  'em. 
11. — Cold  is  my  tiled  heart,  I  haue  no  charily. 

2.— Painfully  travelling  thus  over  ihe  nigged  road. 

7.— O  begone,  measuie,  half  Lolin,  half  English,  llien. 
12.— Dismal  your  Daoiyl)  are,  God  help  ye,  rhyming  ones  ! 
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"I  possibly  may  dot  come  this  fortnight;  therefore,  ail 
tkoii  hast  to  do  is  not  to  loolc  for  me  any  particular  day, 
only  to  write  word  immediately,  if  at  any  time  you  quit 
Bristol,  lest  I  come  and  Tati'y  be  not  at  home.     I  hope  I  can 

come  in  a  day  or  two  ;  but  young  S ,  of  my  office,  is 

suddenly  taken  ill  in  this  very  nick  of  time,  and  I  must  of- 
ficiate lor  him  till  he  can  come  to  \vork  again :  had  the 
knave  gone  sick,  and  died,  and  been  buried  at  any  other 
time,  philosophy  might  have  afforded  one  comfort,  but  just 
now  I  have  no  patience  with  him.  Q.uarles  I  am  as  great 
a  stranger  to  as  I  was  to  Withers.  I  wish  you  would  try 
and  do  something  to  bring  our  elder  bards  into  more  gen- 
eral fame.  I  writhe  with  indignation  when,  in  books  of 
criticism,  where  commonplace  quotation  is  heaped  upon 
quotation,  I  find  no  mention  of  such  men  as  Massinger,  or 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  men  with  whom  succeeding  dra- 
matic writers  (Otway  alone  excepted)*  can  bear  no  manner 
of  comparison.  Stupid  Knox  hath  noticed'  none  of  'em 
among  his  extracts. 

"  Thursday.— M.TS.  C can.  scarce  guess  liow  she  has 

gratified  me  by  her  very  kind  letter  and  sweet  little  poem. 
1  feel  that  I  should  thank  her  in  rhyme,  but  she  must  take 
my  acknowledgment,  at  present,  in  plain  honest  prose. 
The  uncertainty  in  which  I  yet  stand,  whether  I  can  come 
or  no,  damps  my  spirits,  reduces  me  a  degree  below  prosaic- 
al,  and  keeps  me  in  a  suspense  that  fluctuates  between  hope 
and  fear.  Hope  is  a  charming,  lively,  blue-eyed  wench, 
and  I  am  always  glad  of  her  company,  but  could  dispense 
with  the  visitor  she  brings  with  her — her  younger  sister. 
Pear,  a  white-livered,  lily-cheeked,  bashful,  palpitating, 
awkward  hussy,  that  hangs,  like  a  green^rl,  at  her  sister's 
apron-strings,  and  will  go  with  her  whithersoever  she  goes. 
Por  the  life  and  soul  of  me,  I  could  not  improve  those  lines 
in  your  poem  on  the  Prince  and  Princess,  so  I  changed  them 
to  what  you  hid  me,  and  left  'em  at  Perry's.f     I  think  'em 
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altogether  good,  and  do  not  see  why  you  were  solicitoas 
ahout  any  alteration.  I  have  not  yet  seeu,  hut  will  make 
it  my  business  to  see,  to-day's  Chronicle,  for  your  verses  on 
Home  Tooke.  Dyer  stanza'd  him  in  one  of  the  papers 
tothor  day,  hut,  I  think,  unsuccessfully.  Tooke's  friends 
meeting  was,  I  suppose,  a  dinner  of  condolence*  I  am  not 
sorry  to  find  you  (for  all  Sara)  immersed  in  clouds  of  smoke 
and  metaphysios.  You  know  I  had  a  snealiing  kindness 
for  tiiis  last  noble  science,  and  you  taught  me  some  smat- 
tering of  it.  I  look  to  become  no  mean  proficient  under 
your  tuition.  Coleridge,  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  you 
wrote  to  me  ahout  Plutarch  and  Porphyry  ?  I  received  no 
such  letter,  nor  remember  a  syllable  of  the  matter,  yet  am 
not  apt  to  forget  any  of  your  epistles,  least  of  all  an  injunc- 
tion like  that.  1  will  cast  about  for  'em,  tho'  I  am  a  sad 
hand  to  know  what  books  are  worth,  and  both  these  worthy 
gentlemen  are  alike  out  of  my  line.  To-morrow  I  shall  be 
less  suspensive,  and  in  better  cue  to  write,  so  good-by  at 
present. 

"Friday  Evening. — That  execrable  arbtocrat  and  knave 

E. has  given  mo  an  absolute  refusal  of  leave.     The 

poor  man  cannot  guess  'at  my  disappointment.  Is  it  not 
hard,  'this  dread  deprndence  on  the  low-bred  mind?' 
Continue  to  write  to  me  tho',  and  I  must  be  content.  Our 
loves  and  best  good  wishes  attend  upon  you  both. 

"  S did  return,  but  there  are  two  or  three  more  ill 

and  absent,  which  was  tho  plea  for  refusing  me.  1  shall 
never  have  heart  to  ask  for  holidays  again.     The  man  next 

him  in  office,  C ,  furnished  him  with  the  objections. 

"  C  Lamb." 

The  little  copy  of  verses  in  which  Lamb  commemorated 

and  softened  his  disappointment  bearing  date  (a  most  un- 

m  )  July,  1796,  was  in- 
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more  than  ol  the  other,  or  whether  Lambweuld  net  have 
found  more  kindred  with  the  world's  poet  in  a  glass  of  sack 
than  in  the  water  of  either  stream.  Coleridge  must  have 
enjoyed  the  misplaced  sentiment  of  his  friend,  for  he  was 
Bingularly  destitute  of  sympathy  with  local  associations, 
which  he  regarded  as  interiering  with  the  pure  and  simple 
impression  of  great  deeds  or  thoughts ;  denied  a  special  in- 
terest to  the  Pass  of  Thermopylte  ;  and  instead  of  subscrib- 
ing to  purchase  "  Shakespeare's  House,"  would  scarcely 
have  admitted  the  peculiar  sanctity  of  the  spot  which  en- 
shrines his  ashes. 

TO  SARA  AND  HER  SAMUEL. 
"Was  it  so  hard  »  ihinat — I  did  but  ask 
A  fleeling  holiday.    One  littlo  week. 
Or  haply  two,  had  liounded  my  reijuest. 
What,  if  the  jaded  steer,  who  all  day  long 
Had  borne  the  heat  and  labour  of  the  plough. 

Should  seek  to  trespass  on  a  neighliour  copse. 

Invited  Kim  to  slake  his  buining  thirst  ? 

That  man  were  crabbed  who  should  aay  him  nay ; 

A  blessing  light  upon  your  heads,  ^e  good. 

To  catch  on  Ciifden's  heights  the  suinmer  gale ; 
I  may  not  come,  a  pilgrim,  to  the  banks 
Of  Avon,  lucid  stream,  to  taste  the  wave 
Which  ShakeEpeare  dianii,  our  British  Helicon ; 
Or  with  mine  eye  intent  on  Redcliffe  towers, 
To  muse  iu  tears  on  that  mystetious  youth, 
Ctaelly  slighted,  who  to  London  walls, 

Complaint,  begone  ;  begone,  unkind  reproof; 
Take  up,  my  song,  take  up  a  merrier  strain, 
For  yet  again,  and  lo !  from  Avon's  vales 
Another  ■  minstrel'  comelh  I     Youlh  endear^, 
God  and  good  angels  guide  thee  on  thy  way. 
And  gentler  fortunes  wait  the  friends  1  love. — C.  L, 

The  letter  accompanying  these  verses  begins  cheerfully 
thus: 

"What  can  I  do  till  you  send  word  what  priced  and 
placed  house  you  should  like  ?  Islington,  possibly,  you 
woilld  not  like  ;  to  me  'tis  classical  ground.  Knightsbridge 
is  a  desirable  situation  for  the  air  of  the  parks  ;  St.  George's. 
Fields  is  convenient  for  its  contiguity  to  the  Bench. 
Choose!  But  are  you  really  coming  to  town?  The  hope 
of  it  has  entirely  disarmed  my  petty  disappointment  of  its 
nettles,  yet  I  rejoice  so  much  on  my  own  account,  that  I 
fear  I  do  not  feel  enough  pure  satisfaction  on  yours.  "Why, 
surely,  the  joint  editorship  of  the  Chronicle  must  be  very 


Hcssdb,  Google 


352  LETTERS    TO 

comfortable  and  secure  living  for  a  man.  But  should  not 
you  read  French,  or  do  you  ?  and  can  you  write  with  suffi- 
cient moderation,  as  'tis  called,  when  one  suppresses  the 
one  half  of  what  one  feels  or  could  say  on  a  subject,  to 
chime  in  the  better  with  popular  iukewarmness  ?  White's 
'  Letters'  are  near  publication  ;  could  you  review  'em  or  get 
'cm  reviewed  ?  Are  you  not  connected  with  the  Critical 
Review  ]  His  frontispiece  is  a  good  conceit — Sir  John. 
learning  to  dance  to  please  Madam  Page,  in  dress  of  doub- 
let, &c,,  from  the  upper  half,  and  raodem  pantaloons  with 
shoes,  ice,  of  the  eighteenth  century,  from  the  lower  half; 
and  the  whole  work  is  full  of  goodly  quips  and  rare  fancies, 
'  all  deftly  masqued  like  hoar  antiquity '-—much  superior  to 
Dr.  Kenriek's  '  PalstafT's  Wedding,'  which  you  have  Been. 

A sometimes  laughs  at  superstition,  and  religion,  and 

the  like.  A  living  fell  vacant  lately  in  the  gift  of  the  Hos- 
pital :  White  informed  him  that  he  stood  a  fair  chance  for 
it.  He  scrupled  and  scrupled  about  it,  and  at  last,  to  use 
his  own  words, '  tampered'  with  Godwin  to  know  whether 
the  thing  was  honest  or  not.  Godwin  said  nay  to  it,  and 
A — —  rejected  the  living !  Could  the  blindest  poor  papist 
have  bowed  more  servBely  to  his  priest  or  casuist?  Why 
sleep  the  Watchman's  answers  to  that  Godwin  ?  I  teg 
you  will  not  delay  to  alter,  if  you  mean  to  keep  those  last 
lines  I  sent  you.     Do  that  and  read  these  for  your  pains : 

TO  THE  POET  COWPER. 
"  Cowper,  I  thank  my  God  that  thou  art  heal'd ! 
Thine  was  the  sorest  malady  of  all ; 
And  I  am  sad  to  think  that  it  should  light 
Upon  the  worthy  head  1     But  Ihou  att  heal'd. 
And  thou  art  yet,  we  trust,  the  destined  man. 
Born  lo  reanimate  the  lyie,  whose  chords 

Haylslumb. 

To  IhB  immc 
Did  Milton  f. 

Amone  whose  wires  with  light  fingec  playing. 
Our  elder  hard,  Spenser,  a  gentle  name, 
The  lady  Muses'  dearest  darling  child. 
Elicited  (he  deftest  tunes  yet  heard 
In  hall  or  bow'r.  laUng  the  delicate  ear 
Of  Sidney  and  his  peerless  Maiden  Queen. 
Thou,  then,  lake  up  the  mighty  epic  strain, 
Cowper,  of  England's  Banls,  the  wisest  and  the  hest. 
1T9G. 

"  I  have  read  your  climax  of  praises  in  those  three  Re- 
views. These  mighty  spouters  out  of  panegyric  waters 
have,  two  of  'em,  scattered  their  spray  even  upon  me,  and 
the  waters  are  cooling  and  refreshing.  Prosaically,  the 
Monthly  reviewers  have  made  indeed  a  large  article  of  it. 
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and  done  you  justice.  The  Critical  have,  ia  their  wisdom, 
■selected  not  the  very  best  specimens,  and  notice  not,  ex- 
cept as  one  name  on  the  muster-roll,  the  '  Religious  Mu- 
sings.' I  suspect  Master  Dyer  to  have  been  the  writer  of 
that  article,  as  the  substance  of  it  was  the  very  remarks  and 
the  very  language  he  used  to  me  one  day.  I  fear  you  will 
not  accord  entirely  with  my  sentiments  of  Cowper,  as  ex- 
pressed above  (perhaps  scarcely  just) ;  but  tho  poor  gentle- 
man has  just  recovered  from  bis  lunacies,  and  that  begets 
pity,  and  pity  love,  and  love  admiration ;  and  then  it  goes 
hard  with  people  but  they  lie !  Have  you  read  the  Ballad 
called  'Leonora,'  in  the  second  number  of  the  Monthly 
Magazine  1  If  you  have  ! ! ! !  There  is  another  fine  song, 
from  the  same  author  (Burger),  in  the  third  number,  of 
scarce  inferior  merit ;  and  (vastly  below  these)  there  arc 
somo  happy  specimens  of  English  hexameters,  in  an  imita- 
tion of  Ossian,  in  tho  fifth  number.  For  your  Dactyls^I 
am  sorry  you  are  so  sore  about  'em— a  very  Sir  Fretful ! 
In  good  troth,  the  Dactyls  are  good  Dactyls,  but  their  meas- 
ure is  naught.  Be  not  yourself'  half  anger,  half  agony,'  if 
I  pronounce  your  darling  lines  not  to  be  the  best  you  ever 
wrote  in  all  your  life — you  have  written  much. 

"Have  a  care,  good  Master  Poet,  of  the  Statute  de  Con- 
lumelid.  "What  do  you  mean  by  calling  Madame  Mara — 
harlot  and  naughty  things  ?*  The  goodness  of  the  verso 
would  not  save  you  in  a  court  of  justice.  But  are  you  real- 
ly coming  to  town  !  Coleridge,  a  gentleman  called  in  Lon- 
don lately  from  Bristol,  and  inquired  whether  there  were 
any  of  the  family  of  a  Mr,  Chambers  living :  this  Mr. 
Chambers,  he  said,  had  been  the  making  of  a  friend's  for- 
tune, who  wished  to  make  some  return  for  it.  He  went 
away  without  seeing  her.  Now,  a  Mrs.  Reynolds,  a  very 
intimate  friend  of  ours,  whom  you  have  seen  at  our  house, 
is  the  only  daughter,  aud  all  that  survives,  of  Mr.  Cham- 
bers ;  and  a  very  little  supply  would  be  of  service  to  her, 
for  she  married  very  unfortunately,  and  has  parted  with 
her  husband.  Pray  find  out  this  Mr.  Pember  (for  that  was 
the  gentleman's  friend's  name) ;  he  is  an  attorney,  aud 
lives  at  Bristol,  Find  him  out,  and  acquaint  him  with  the 
circumstances  of  the  case,  and  ofier  to  be  the  medium  of 
supply  to  Mrs.  Reynolds,  if  he  chooses  to  make  her  a  pres- 

Thpso  scented  rooma,  where,  to  a  gauily  Ihrang. 
Heai-cs  the  pioud  harlot  her  distended  breast 
In  intricacies  of  laborious  song," 

Lines  composed  in  a  Ctmctri  Room,  hy  S.  T.  C. 
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ent.  She  is  in.  very  distressed  circumstances.  Mr.  Pem- 
ber,  attorney,  Bristol.  Mr.  Chambers  lived  in.  the  Tem- 
ple ;  Mrs.  Reynolds,  his  daughter,  was  my  schoolmistress, 
and  is  in  the  room  at  this  present  ■writing.  This  last  cir- 
cumstance induced  me  to  write  so  soon  again.  I  have  not 
further  to  add.     Out  loves  to  Sara.     Thursday, 

"  C.  Lamb." 


Letters  of  Lamb  lo  CoIpi 


The  autumn  of  1796  found  Lamb  engaged  all  the  morn- 
ing in.  task-vifotk  at  the  India  House,  and  all  the  evening  in 
attempting  to  amuse  his  father  by  playing  cribbagc  ;  some- 
times snatching  a  few  minutes  for  his  only  pleasure,  writ- 
ing to  Coleridge  ;  while  Miss  Lamb  was  worn  down  to  a 
state  of  extreme  nervous  misery,  by  attention  to  needle- 
work by  day,  and  to  her  mother  by  night,  until  the  insanity, 
■which  had  been  manifested  more  than  once,  bioko  out  in^to 
frenzy,  which,  on  Thursday,  22d  of  September,  proved  fa- 
tal to  her  mother.  The  following  account  of  the  proceed- 
ings on  the  inquest,  copied  from  the  "Times"  of  Monday, 
26t!i  September,  1796,  supplies  the  details  of  this  terrible 
calamity,  doubtless  with  accuracy,  except  that  it  would 
seem,  from  Lamb's  ensuing  letter  to  Coleridge,  that  he,  and 
not  the  landlord,  took  the  knife  from  the  unconscious  hand, 

"  On  Friday  afternoon,  the  coroner  .and  a  jury  sat  on  the 
body  of  a,  lady  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Holburn,  who  died 
in  consequence  of  a  wound  from  her  daughter  the  preceding 
day.  It  appeared,  by  the  evidence  adduced,  that,  while  the 
family  were  preparing  for  dinner,  the  young  lady  seized  a 
case-knife  lying  on  the  table,  and  in  a  menacing  manner 
pursued  a  little  girl,  her  apprentice,  round  the  room.  On 
the  calls  of  her  infirm  mother  to  forbear,  she  renounced  her 
first  object,  and,  with  loud  shrieks,  approached  her  parent. 
The  child,  by  her  cries,  quickly  brought  up  the  landlord  of 
the  house,  but  too  late.  The  dreadful  scene  presented  to 
him  the  mother  lifeless,  pierced  to  the  heart,  on  a  chair, 
her  daughter  yet  wildly  standing  over  her  with  the  fatal 
knife,  and  the  old  man,  her  father,  weeping  by  her  side, 
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himself  bleeding  at  the  forehead  from  the  eflects  of  a  se.- 
vere  blow  he  received  from  one  of  the  forks  she  had  been 
madly  hurling  about  the  room. 

"  For  a  few  days  prior  to  this,  the  family  had  observed 
some  symptoms  of  insanity  in  her,  which  had  so  nmch  in- 
creased on  the  Wednesday  evening,  that  her  brother,  early 
the  next  morning,  went  to  Dr.  Pitcaim,  but  that  gentleman 
was  not  at  home. 

"  It  seems  the  young  lady  had  been  once  before  deranged. 

"The  jury,  of  course,  brought  in  their  verdict — Lunacy.'"' 

The  following  ia  Lamb's  account  of  the  event  to  Cole- 
ridge : 

"  September  STtli,  RDe. 

"  My  dearest  Friend, — White,  or  some  of  my  friends,  or 
the  public  papers,  by  tills  time  may  have  informed  you  of 
the  terrible  calamities  that  have  iallen  on  our  family.  I 
will  only  give  you  the  outlines : — My  poor  dear,  dearest 
sister,  in  a  fit  of  insanity,  has  been  the  death  of  her  own 
mother.  I  was  at  hand  only  time  enough  to  snatch  the 
knife  out  of  her  grasp.  She  is  at  present  in.  a  madhouse, 
from  whence  I  fear  she  must  be  moved  to  an  hospital, 
God  has  preserved  to  me  my  senses, — I  cat,  and  drink,  and 
sleep,  and  have  my  judgment,  I  believe,  very  sound.  My 
poor  father  was  slightly  wounded,  and  I  am  left  to  take 
earo  of  him  and  my  aunt.  Mr.  Norris,  of  the  Blue-coat 
School,  has  been  very.kind  to  us,  and  we  have  no  other 
friend ;  but,  thank  God,  I  am  very  calm  and  composed,  and 
able  to  do  the  best  that  remains  to  do.  Write  as  religious 
a  letter  as  possible,  but  no  mention  of  what  is  gone  and 
done  with.  With  me  '  the  former  things  arc  passed  away,' 
and  I  have  something  more  to  do  than  to  feci. 

"  God  Almighty  have  us  well  in  his  keeping. 

'■C.Lamb. 

"  Mention  nothing  of  poetry.  1  have  destroyed  every 
vestige  of  past  vanities  of  that  kind.  Do  as  you  please, 
but  if  you  publish,  publish  mine  (I  give  free  leave)  with- 

nals  oAhe  ^y,  and  in  Ihe  Annual  RegUtet  for  the  year.  The  '■  True  Brit- , 
on"  addi:  "It  appearg  she  had  been  before,  in  the  eailiei  part  of  her  life, 
deranged,  from  the  harassing  fatiguea  of  loo  much  business.  A*  her  car- 
riage towards  her  mother  had  always  been  affectionate  in  the  eitreme,itis 
believed  her  increased  attachmenl  to  her,  as  her  infirmities  called  for  it  by 
day  and  by  lught,  caused  her  loss  of  reason  at  this  time.  It  has  been  stated 
in  some  of  the  marving  papers  that  she  has  an  insane  brother  in  eonfine- 
ment,  but  this  is  wiSout  foundation."  Xone  of  the  accounts  give  the 
names  of  the  sulFeTois;  but  in  the  index  to  the  Annual  Register,  the  anon- 
j-mous  account  ia  lefeited  to  with  Mrs.  Lamb's  name. 
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out  name  or  initiai,  and  never  send  mo  a  book,  I  chargo 
you. 

"  Your  own  judgment  will  convince  you  not  to  tate  any 
notice  of  this  yet  to  your  dear  wife.  You  look  after  your 
family — I  have  my  reason  and  strength  left  to  take  care 
of  mine-  1  charge  you,  don't  think  of  coming  to  see  me. 
Write,  I  will  not  spo  you  if  you  come.  God  Almighty 
love  yon  and  all  of  us.  C.  Lamb." 

After  the  inquest,  Miss  Lamb  was  placed  in  an  asylum, 
where  she  was,  in  a  short  time,  restored  to  reason.  Tho 
following  is  Lamb's  next  letter  : — 


"  October  3J,  179C. 

"My  dearest  Friend, — Your  letter  was  an  inestimable 
treasure  to  me.  It  will  bo  a  comfort  to  you,  I  know,  to 
know  that  our  prospects  are  somewhat  brighter.  My  poor 
dear,  dearest  sister,  the  unhappy  and  unconscious  instru- 
ment of  the  Almighty's  judgments  on  our  house  is  restored 
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eeived  from  a  daughter,  dearly  loTed  liy  him,  and  wlio 
loved  him  no  less  dearly— my  raothei  a  dead  and  murdered 
corpse  in  the  next  room — yet  was  1  wonderfully  supported. 
1  closed  not  my  eyes  in  sleep  that  night,  hut  lay  without 
terrors  aud  without  despair.  I  hava  lost  no  sleep  Binee. 
I  had  been  long  used  not  to  rest  in  things  of  sense — 
had  endeavoured  after  a  comprehension  of  mind,  unsatis- 
fied with  the '  ignorant  present  time,'  and  this  kept  me  up. 
I  had  the  whole  weight  of  the  family  thrown  on  me ;  for 
ray  brother,  little  disposed  (I  speak  not  without  tenderness 
for  him)  at  any  time  to  take  care  of  old  age  and  infirmities, 
had  now,  with  his  bad  leg,  an  exemption  from  such  duties, 
and  I  was  now  left  alone,  Ono  little  incident  may  serve 
to  make  you  understand  my  way  of  managing  my  mind. 
Within  a  day  or  two  after  the  fatal  one,  we  dressed  for  din- 
ner a  tongue  which  we  had  had  salted  for  some  weeks  in 
the  house.  As  I  sat  down,  a  feeling  like  remorse  struck 
me — this  tongue  poor  Mary  got  for  me,  and  can  I  partake 
of  it  now,  when  she  is  far  away  ?  A  thought  occurred  and 
relieved  me — if  I  give  in  to  tiiis  way  of  feeling,  there  is 
not  a  chair,  a  room,  an  object  in  our  rooms,  that  will  not 
awaken  the  keenest  griefs ;  I  must  rise  above  such  weak- 
nesses. I  hope  this  was  not  a  want  of  true  feeling.  I  did 
not  let  this  carry  me,  though,  too  far.  On  the  very  second 
day  (I  date  from  the  day  of  horrors),  as  is  usual  in  such 
.  eases,  there  were  a  matter  of  twenty  people,  1  do  think, 
supping  in  our  room ;  they  prevailed  on  me  to  eat  «ii(A 
them  (for  to  eat  I  never  refused).  They  were  all  making 
merry  in  the  room!  Some  had  come  from  friendship, 
some  from  busy  curiosity,  and  some  from  interest ;  I  was 
going  to  partake  with  them,  when  my  recolleclioa  came 
that  my  poor  dead  mother  was  lying  in  the  nest  room — 
the  very  next  room  ,  a  mother  who,  through  life,  wished 
nothing  but  her  children's  welfare.  Indignation,  the  rage 
of  grief,  something  like  remorse,  rushed  upon  my  mind. 
In  an  agony  of  emotion,  1  found  my  way  mechanically  to 
the  adjoining  room,  and  fell  on  my  knees  by  the  side  of 
her  coffin,  asking  forgiveness  of  heaven,  and  sometimes  of 
her,  for  forgetting  her  so  soon.  Tranquillity  returned,  and 
it  was  the  only  violent  emotion  that  mastered  me,  and  I 
think  it  did  me  good. 

"  I  mention  these  things  because  I  hate  concealment,  and 
love  to  give  a  faithful  journal  of  what  passes  within  mc. 
Our  friends  have  been  very  good.  Sara  Le  Grice,  who  was 
then  in  town,  was  with  me  the  three  or  four  first  days,  and 


Hcssdb,  Google 


358  LETTERS    TO    COLEalDGE. 

was  as  a  brother  to  me,  gave  up  every  hour  of  bis  time,  to 
tlie  very  hurting  of  his  health  and  spirits,  in  constant  at- 
tendance and  humouring  my  poor  t'allier ;  talked  with  him, 
read  to  him,  played  at  cribbage  witli  him  (for  so  short  is 
the  old  man's  recollection,  that  he  was  playing  at  cards,  aa 
though  nothing  had  happened,  'wkiie  the  coroner's  inquest 
was  sitting  over  the  way!)  Samuel  wept  tenderly  when 
he  went  away,  for  his  mother  wrote  bini  a  very  severe  let- 
ter on  bis  loitering  so  long  in  town,  and  he  was  forced  to 
go.  Mr.  Norris,  of  Christ's  Hospital,  has  been  as  a  father 
to  me — Mrs,  Norris  as  a  mother,  though  we  had  few  claims 
on  them.  A  gentleman,  brother  to  my  godmother,  from 
■whom  we  never  had  right  or  reason  to  expect  any  such  as- 
sistance, sent  my  father  twenty  pounds  ;  and,  to  crown  all 
these  God's  blessings  to  our  family  at  such  a  time,  an  old 
lady,  a  cousin  of  my  father's  and  aunt's,  a  gentlewoman  of 
fortune,  is  to  take  my  aunt  and  make  her  comfortable  for 
the  short  remainder  of  her  days.  My  aunt  is  recovered, 
and  as  well  as  ever,  and  is  highly  pleased  at  the  thoughts 
ol'  going — and  has  generously  given  up  the  interest  of  her 
little  money  (which  was  formerly  paid  my  father  for  her 
board)  wholely  and  solely  to  my  sister's  use.  Reckoning 
this,  we  have.  Daddy  and  1,  for  our  two  selves,  and  an  old 
maid-servant  to  look  after  him  when  I  am  out^  which  will 
be  necessary,  illTO  or  £180  rather  a. year,  out  of  which 
■we  can  spare  £50  or  £60  at  least  for  Mary,  while  she 
stays  at  Islington,  where  she  must  and  shall  stay  during 
her  father's  life,  for  his  and  her  comfort.  I  know  John  will 
make  speeches  about  it,  but  she  shall  not  go  into  an  hos- 
pital. The  good  lady  of  the  madhouse,  and  her  daughter, 
an  elegant,  sweet-behaved  young  lady,  love  her,  and  are. 
taken  with  her  amazingly ;  and  1  know  from  her  own 
mouth  she  loves  them,  and  longs  to  be  with  them  as  much. 
Poor  thing  1  they  say  she  was  but  tlie  other  morning  say- 
ing she  must  go  to  Bethlem  for  life ;  that  one  of  her 
brothers  would  have  it  so,  but  the  other  would  wish  it  not, 
bat  be  obliged  to  go  with  the  stream  ;  that  she  had  often, 
as  she  passed  Bethlem,  thought  it  likely  'here  it  may  be 
my  fate  to  end  my  days,"  conscious  of  a  certain  flightiness 
in  her  poor  head  oftentimes,  and  mindful  of  m.ore  than  one 
severe  jllnces  of  that  nature  before.  A  legacy  of  £100, 
which  my  father  will  ha\e  at  Christmas,  and  this  £30  I 
mentioned  before,  with  what  is  in  the  house,  will  much 
more  than  set  us  clear  If  my  father,  an  old  servant-maid, 
andl.caa't  iue,andlive  comfortably,  on  £130  or  £120  a 
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year,  wo  ought  to  bum  by  slow  fires ;  and  I  almost  woiild, 
that  Mary  raight  not  go  into  an  hospital.  Let  mo  not  leave 
one  unfavourable  impression  on  your  mind  respecting  my 
brother.  Since  this  has  happened,  ha  has  heen  very  kind 
and  brotherly  ;  but  1  fear  for  his  mind  ;  he  has  taken  his 
ease  in  the  world,  and  is  not  fit  himself  to  struggle  with 
difiicultics,  nor  has  much  accustomed  himself  to  throw 
himself  into  their  way  ;  and  I  know  his  language  is  already, 
*  Charles,  you  must  take  care  of  yourself,  you  must  not 
abridge  yourself  of  a  single  pleasure  you  have  been  used 
to,'  &c,  iic,  and  in  that  style  of  talking.  But  you,  a  neces- 
sarian, can  respect  a  difference  of  mind,  and  love  what  t* 
amiable  in  a  character  not  perfect.  He  has  been  very  good 
— but  I  fear  for  his  mind.  Thank  God,  I  can  unconnect 
myself  with  him,  and  shall  manage  all  my  father's  moneys 
in  future  myself,  if  1  take  charge  of  Daddy,  whieh  poor 
John  has  not  even  hin    d  a  w    h   a    any    u  even, 

to  share  with  me.      The    ad    a     h      m  dh  u  e  a  me 

that  I  may  dismiss  in  n  ed  a     y  b    h  d  and  ap    heca- 

ry,  retaining  oecasiona  y  a  omp  ng  d  a  ho  fo»  a 
while ;  and  there  is  a     ss  espe  ab     km  n        her 

house,  where  she  wi     on  y  n     ha  e  a  and    u    e  to 

herself,  for  £50  or  gu  as  a  yea  —  he  ou  s  de  o  d  be 
i^CO^ — you  know,  by  economy,  how  much  more  even  I  shall 
be  able  to  spare  for  her  comforts.  She  will,  I  fancy,  if  she 
stays,  make  one  of  the  family,  rather  than  of  the  patients ; 
and  the  old  and  young  ladies  I  like  exceedingly,  and  she 
loves  dearly ;  and  they,  as  the  saying  is,  take  to  her.  very 
extraordinarily,  if  it  is  extraordinary  that  people  who  see  -ny 
sister  should  love  her.  Of  all  the  people  I  ever  saw  in  the 
world,my  poor  sister  was  most  and  thoroughly  devoid  of  the 
least  tincture  of  selfishness.  I  will  enlarge  upon  her  qual- 
ities, poor  dear,  dearest  soul,  in  a  future  letter,  for  my  own 
comfort,  for  I  understand  her  thoroughly ;  and,  if  1  mistake 
not,  in. the  most  trying  situation  that  a  human  being  can  be 
found  in,  she  will  be  found  (I  speak  not  with  sufiicient  hu- 
mility, I  fear,  but  humanly  and  foolishly  speaking),  she  will 
be  found,  I  trust,  uniformly  great  and  amiable.  God  keep 
her  in  her  present  mind,  to  whom  be  tha'nks  and  praise  for 
all  His  dispensations  to  mankind.  C.  Lamb. 

"  These  mentioned  good  fortunes  and  change  of  pros- 
pects had  almost  brought  my  mind  over  to  the  extreme,  the 
very  opposite  to  despair.  I  was  in  danger  of  making  my- 
self too  happy.  Your  letter  brought  me  back  to  a  view  of 
things  vhich  I  had  entertained  from  the  beginning.     I 
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hopo  (for  Mary  I  can  answer)— but  I  hope  that  /  shall 
through  life  nevci  have  Ices  recollection,  nor  a  fainter  im- 
preasion,  of  what  has  happened  than  I  have  now.  'Tis  not 
a  light  thing,  nor  meant  hy  the  Almighty  to  Tic  received 
lightly.  I  muBt  bo  serious,  circumspect,  and  deeply  relig- 
ious through  life  ;  and  by  such  means  may  both  of  us  escaps 
madness  in  future,  if  it  so  please  the  Almighty ! 

"  Send  me  word  how  it  fares  with  Sara.  I  repeat  it, 
your  letter  was,  and  will  be,  an  inestimable  treasure  to  mc. 
You  have  a  view  of  what  my  situation  demands  of  mc,  like 
my  own  view,  and  I  trust  a  just  one. 

"  Coleridge,  continue  to  write  ;  but  do  not  for  ever  offend 
mc  by  talking  of  sending  me  cash.  Sincerely,  and  on  my 
soul,  we  do  not  vrant  it.      God  love  you  both. 

"  I  will  write  again  very  soon.     Do  you  write  directly." 

As  Lamb  recovered  from  the  shock  of  his  own  calamity, 
ho  found  comfort  in  gently  admonishing  his  friend  on  that 
imbecility  of  purpose  which  attended  the  development  of 
his  mij;hty  genius.  His  next  letter,  commencing  with  this 
office  of  friendship,  soon  reverts  to  the  condition  of  that 
sufferer,  who  was  endeared  to  him  the  more  because  others 
shrank  i'rom  and  forsook  her. 


"Octoljet  17th,  17DG. 

"  My  dearest  Friend, — I  grieve  from  my  very  soul  to  ob- 
serve you  in  your  plans  of  life,  veering  about  from  this  hope 
to  the  other,  and  settling  nowhere.  Is  it  an  untoward  fa- 
tality (speaking  humanly)  that  does  this  for  you — a  stub- 
bom,  irresistible  concurrence  of  events — or  lies  the  fault, 
as  1  fear  it  Apes,  in  your  own  mind  ?  You  seem  to  be  tak- 
ing up  splendid  schemes  of  fortune  only  to  lay  them  down 
again  ;  and  your  fortunes  are  an  ignis  fatuus  that  has  been 
conducting  you,  in  thought,  from  Lancaster-court,  Strand, 
to  somewhere  near  Matlock ;  then  jumping  across  i  "" 
Somebody's,  whose  son's  tutor  you  were  likely  to  be  ; 
would  to  God,  the  dancing  demon  may  conduct  you  at  last, 
in  peace  and  comfort,  to  the  '  life  and  labours  of  a  cottager.' 
You  sec,  from  the  above  awkward  playfulness  of  fancy, 
that  my  spirits  are  not  quite  depressed.  I  should  ill  At 
serve  God's  blessings,  which,  since  the  late  terrible  even 
have  come  down  in  mercy  upon  us,  if  1  indulged  regret  or 
querulous ness.  Mary  continues  serene  and  cheerful.  I 
have  not  by  me  a  little  letter  she  wrote  to  me  ;  for,  though 
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I  8ce  her  almost  every  day,  yet  we  delight  to  write  to  one 
another,  for  we  can  scarce  see  each  other  but  in  company 
with  some  of  the  people  of  the  house.  I  have  not  the  let- 
ter by  me,  but  will  quote  from  memory  what  she  wrote  in 
it ;  '  I  have  no  bad  terrifying  dreams.  At  midnight,  when 
1  happen  to  awake,  the  nitrse  sleeping  by  the  side  of  mc, 
with  the  noise  of  the  poor  mad  people  around  me,  I  have 
no  fear.  The  spirit  of  my  mother  seems  to  descend  and 
smile  upon  me,  and  bid  me  live  to  enjoy  the  life  and  rea- 
son which  the  Almighty  has  given  me,  I  shall  see  her 
again  in  heaven ;  she  will  then  understand  me  better.  My 
grandcnother,  too,  will  understand  me  better,  and  will  then 
say  no  more,  as  eho  used  to  do,  "  Folly,  what  are  those  poor 
crazy  moythcred  brains  of  yours  thinking  of  always?"' 
Poor  Mary !  my  mother  indeed  never  understood  her  right. 
Khe  loved  her,  as  she  loved  us  all,  with  a  mother's  love ; 
but  in  opinion,  in  feeling,  and  sentiment,  and  disposition, 
bore  so  distant  a  resemblance  to  her  daughter,  that  she 
iieVer  understood  her  right ;  never  could  believe  how  much 
she  loved  her ;  hut  met  her  caresses,  her  protestations  of 
filliai  affection,  too  frequently  with  coldness  and  repulse. 
Still  she  was  a  good  mother.  God  forbid  1  should  think 
of  her  but  most,  respectfully,  most  affectionately.  Yet  she 
would  always  love  ray  brother  above  Mary,  who  was  not 
worthy  of  one-tenth  of  that  affection  which  Mary  had  a 
right  to  claim.  Butit  is  my  sister's  gratifying  recollection, 
that  every  act  of  duty  and  of  love  she  could  pay,  every 
kindness  (and  I  speak  true  when  I  say,  to  the  hutting  of 
her  health,  and  most  probably,  in  great  part,  to  the  derange- 
ment of  her  senses),  through  a  long  course  of  infirmities  and 
sickness,  she  could  show  her,  she  ever  did.  I  will,  some 
day,  as  I  promised,  enlarge  to  you  upon  my  sister's  excel- 
lences ;  'twill  fie«m  like  exaggeration,  but  I  will  do  it.  At 
present,  short  letters  suit  my  state  of  mind  best.  So  take 
my  kindest  wishes  for  your  comfort  and  establishment  in 
life,  and  for  Sara's  welfare  and  comforts  with  you.  God 
love  you.     God  love  us  all.  C.  Lamb." 

Miss  Lamb's  gradual  restoration  to  comfort,  and  her 
brother's  earnest  watchfulness  over  it,  are  illustrated  in  the 
following  fragment  of  a  letter : 


"October  28lh,  1706. 

"  I  have  ealiefaction  in  being  able  to  bid  you  rejoice  with 
Vol.  T.— IC 
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me  in  my  sister's  continued  reason,  and  composcdness  of 
mind.  Let  us  both  be  thankful  for  it.  I  continue  to  visit 
her  very  frequently,  and  the  people  of  the  house  ate  vast- 
ly indulgent  to  her ;  she  is  likely  to  he  as  coKifortably  sit- 
uated as  those  who  pay  twice  or  thrice  the  sum  They 
1!  dll  h  Irakhlfry 
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TO    MH.   COLERIDGE. 

"  December  3d,  1736. 

"  I  have  delayed  ■writing  thus  long,  not  having  by  me  my 
copy  of  your  poems,  which  I  had  lent.  I  am  not  satisfied 
with  all  your  intended  omissions.  Why  omit  40,  63,  84  T 
above  all,  let  me  protest  strongly  against  your  rejecting'  the 
'  Complaint  of  Ninathoma,'  86.  The  words,  I  acknowledge, 
are  Ossian's,  but  you  have  added  to  them  the  '  music  of 
C'aril.'  If  a  vicarious  substitute  be  wanting,  sacrifice  {and 
'twill  be  a  piece  of  self-denial  too]  the  '  Epitaph  on  an  In- 
fant,' of  which  its  author  seems  so  proud,  so  tenacious. 
Or.  if  your  heart  be  set  on  perpetuating  the  four-line  won- 
der, ni  tell  you  what  do ;  sell  the  copyright  of  it  at  once 
to  a  country  statuary ;  commence  in  this  manner  Death's 
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prime  poct-laurcatc ;  and  let  your  verses  be  adopted  in 
every  village  round,  instead  of  those  hitherto  famous  ones: 

'  Afflintinjia  sure  ]ong  lime  I  bore, 

"  1  have  seen  year  last  very  beautiful  poem  in  the  Month- 
ly Magazine ;  write  thus,  and  you  most  generally  have 
written  thus,  and  I  shall  never  quarrel  with  you  ahout  sim- 
plicity.    With  regard  to  my  lines — 

'  LHUgh  Bli  that  weep,'  &c., 

I  would  willingly  sacrifice  them;  but  my  portion  of  the 
volume  is  so  ridiculously  little,  that,  in  honest  truth,  I  can't 
spare  them  :  as  things  arc,  I  have  very  slight  pretensions 
to  participate  in  the  title-page.  White's  book  is  at  length 
reviewed  in  the  Monthly  ;  was  it  your  doing,  or  Dyer's,  to 
whom  I  sent  him !— or,  rather,  do  you  not  write  in  the 
Critical? — for  I  observed,  in  an  article  of  this  month's,  a 
line  quoted  out  of  that  sonnet  on  Mrs.  Siddons, 

'Wilh  eager, wondering,  and  perlurli'd  delight,' 
And  a  line  from  that  sonnet  would  not  readily  have  occur- 
red to  a  stranger.  That  sonnet,  Coleridge,  hrings  afresh  to 
my  mind  the  time  when  you  wrote  those  on  Bowles,  Priest- 
ley, Burke — 'twas  two  Christmases  ago,  and  in  that  nice 
little  smoky  room  at  the  Salutation,  which  is  ever  now  con- 
tinually presenting  itself  to  my  recollection,  with  all  its  as- 
sociated train  of  pipes,  tobacco,  egg-hot,  welsh-rabhits,  me  t- 
aphysies,  and  poetry.  Are  we  never  to  meet  again  ?  How 
differently  I  ani  circumstanced  now !  I  have  never  met 
with  any  one — never  shall  meet  with  any  one — who  could 
or  can  compensate  mc  for  the  loss  of  your  society,  1  have 
no  one  to  talk  all  these  matters  about  to  ;  I  lack  friends,  I 
lack  books  to  supply  their  absence  ;  but  these  compiainta 
ill  become  me.  Let  ihe  compare  my  present  situation, 
prospects,  and  state  of  mind,  with  what  they  were  hut  two 
months  back — hut  two  months!  0  my  friend,  I  am  iu 
danger  of  forgetting  the  awful  lessons  then  presented  to 
me  !     Remind  mc  oi'them  ;  remind  mo  of  my  duty  !     Talk 

*  This  epilaph,  vihich,  natwithstanding  Lamli's  gentle  banter,  occupied 
sn  entire  page  in  the  book,  is  curiuua — "ti  miracle  instead  of  wil" — lor  it 
is  atnammijSaci  of  Coleridge,  who.  investing  ordinary  Ihinrj  with  a  dreamy 
splendour,  or  weighing  them  down  with  aocnmulaied  thoughl,  has  rarely,  if 

(unless  it  be  an  oifence  to  mijie/aite  do  duly  as  a  lori)  active)  as  ihe  fol. 

"  Ere  ain  conid  lilight  01  sorrow /adt. 
Death  fame  wilh  frioildly  earc  ; 
The  openinf!  bud  to  Heaven  eonvcy'd, 
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BCTiously  with  me  when  you  do  write !  I  thank  you,  from 
my  heart  I  thank  you,  for  your  Bolicitude  about  my  sieter. 
She  is  quite  well,  but  must  not,  I  fear,  come  to  live  with 
us  yet  a  good  while.  In  the  first  place,  because,  at  pres- 
ent, it  would  hurt  her,  and  hurt  my  father,  for  them  to  be 
together ;  secondly,  from  a  regard  to  the  world's  good  re- 
port, for,  I  fear,  tongues  will  be  busy  whenever  that  event 
takes  place.  Some  have  hinted,  one  man  has  pressed  it  on 
me,  that  she  should  be  in  perpetual  confinement ;  what  she' 
hath  done  to  deserve,  ox  the  necessity  of  such  an  hardship, 
I  see  not ;  do  you  ?  I  am  starving  at  the  India  House — 
near  seven  o'clock  without  my  dinner,  and  so  it.  has  been, 
and  will  be,  almost  all  the  week,  I  get  home  at  night  o'er- 
wearied,  quite  faint,  and  then  to  cards  with  my  father,  who 
will  not  lot  me  enjoy  a  meal  in  peace  ;  but  I  must  conform 
to  my  situation,  and  I  hope  I  am,  for  the  most  part,  not  on- 
thankful. 

"  I  am  got  home  at  last,  and,  aAer  repeated  games  at 
cribbage,  have  got  my  father's  leave  to  write  awhile  ;  with 
difficulty  got  it,  for,  when  I  expostulated  about  playing  any 
more,  he  very  aptly  replied, '  If  you  won't  play  with  me, 
you  might  as  well  not  come  home  at  al!.'  The  argument 
was  unanswerable,  and  I  set  to  afresh.  I  told  yoo  I  do  not 
approve  of  your  omissions,  neither  do  I  quite  coincide  with 
you  in  your  arrangements..  I  have  not  time  to  point  out  a 
better,  and  I  suppose  some  self-associations  of  your  own 
have  determined  their  place  as  they  now  stand.  Your  be- 
ginning, indeed,  with  the  '  Joan  of  Arc'  lines  I  coincide  en- 
tirely with.  I  love  a  splendid  outset — a  magnificent  por- 
tico— and  the  diapason  is  grand.  When  I  read  the  '  Reli- 
gious Musings,'  I  think  how  poor,  how  unelevated,  unorig- 
inal, my  blank  verse  is — '  Laugh  ^1  that  weep,'  especially, 
where  the  subject  demanded  a  grandeur  of  conception ; 
and  I  ask  what  business  they  have  among  yours?  but 
friendship  covereth  a  multitude  of  defects.  I  want  some 
loppings  made  in  the  '  Chatterton ;'  it  wants  but  a  little  to 
make  it  rank  among  the  finest  irregular  lyrics  I  ever  read. 
Have  you  time  and  inclination  to  go  to  work  upon  it — or  is 
it  too  late — or  do  you  think  it  needs  none  ?  Don't  reject 
those  verses  in  one  of  your  Watchmen, '  Dear  native  brook,' 
&c. ;  nor  I  think  those  last  lines  you  sent  me,  in  which  '  all 
cflbrtlcss'  is  without  doubt  to  be  preferred  to  '  inactive.'' 
If  I  am  writing  more  than  ordinarily  dully,  'lis  that  I  am 
stupified  with  a  tooth-ache.  Hang  it!  do  not  omit  48, 53, 
and  53  :  what  you  do  retain,  though,  call  sonnets,  for  heav- 


ed by  GoOglc 


LETTEBS    TO    COLERIDGE.  3(55 

en  s  sake,  and  jiot  eflugions.  Spite  of  yout  ingcnioua  an- 
ticipations of  ridicule  in  your  preface,  the  iivfs  last  lines  of 
50  are  too  good  to  be  lost,  the  rest  is  not  much  worlb.  My 
tooth  becomes  importunate — I  must  finish.  Pray,  pray, 
write  to  me :  if  you  knew  with  what  an  aniiety  of  joy  I 
open  such  a  long  packet  as  you  last  sent  me,  you  would  not 
grudge  giving  a  few  minutes  now  and  then  to  this  inter- 
course (the  only  intercourse  I  fear  we  two  shall  ever  have) 
-—this  conversation  with  your  friend — such  I  boast  to  be 
called.  God  love  you  and  yours!  Write  me  when  you 
move,  lest  I  direct  wrong.  Has  Sara  no  poems  to  publish  1 
Those  lines,  129,  are  probably  too  light  for  the  volume 
where  the  '  Religious  Musings'  are,  but  I  remember  some 
very  beautiful  lines,  addressed  by  somebody  at  Bristol  to 
somebody  in  London.  God  bless  you  once  more.  Thurs~ 
day  night.  C.  Lamb." 

In  another  letter,  about  this  time  {December,  1796), 
Lamb  transmitted  to  Coleridge  two  poems  for  the  volume 
— one  a  copy  of  verses  "  To  a  Young  Lady,  going  out  to  In., 
dia,"  which  were  not  inserted,  and  are  not  woiQiy  of  pres- 
ervation ;  the  other  entitled  "  The  Tomb  of  Douglas,"  which 
was  inserted,  and  which  he  chiefly  valued  as  a  memorial 
of  his  impression  of  Mrs.  Siddons'  acting  in  Lady  Krandolph. 
The  following  passage  closes  the  sheet: 

"At  length  I  have  done  with  verse-making;  not  that  1 
relish  other  people's  poetry  less ;  their's  comes  from  'em 
.without  effort,  mine  is  the  difBcult  operation  of  a  brain 
scanty  of  ideas,  made  more  difScuH  by  disuse.  I  have 
been  reading  '  The  Task'  with  fresh  delight.  I  am  glad 
you  love  Cowper ;  I  could  forgive  a  man  for  not  enjoying 
Milton,  but  I  would  not  call  that  man  my  friend  who  should 
he  oflended  with  the  '  divine  chit-chat  of  Cowper.'  Write 
to  me.     God  love  you  and  yours.  C.  L." 

Thcfollowing,  of  10th  December,  1796,  illustrates  Lamb's 
almost  wayward  admiration  of  his  only  friend,  and  a  feel- 
ling — how  temporary  with  him ! — of  vexation  with  the  im- 
perfect sympathies  of  his  elder  brother. 


"You  sent  me  some  very  sweet  lines  relative  to  Bums, 
but  it  was  at  a  time  when,  in  my  highly  agitated  and  per- 
haps distorted  state  of  mind,  1  thought  it  a  duty  to  read  'em 
hastily  and  burn  'em.     I  burned  all  my  own  verses ;  all 
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my  book  of  extracts  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  and  a 
thousand  sources ;  I  burned  a  little  journal  of  my  foolish 
passion  whicli  I  had  a  long  time  kept — 

'  Noting  rre  ihey  pass'd  sway 
The  ILllle  lines  of  yesterday.' 

I  almost  burned  all  your  letters — I  did  as  bad,  I  lent  'em 
to  a  friend  to  keep  out  of  my  brother's  sight,  should  he 
come  and  make  inquisition  into  our  papers,  for,  much  as  he 
dwelt  upon  youi  conversation  while  you  were  among  us, 
and  delighted  to  be  with  you,  it  has  been  his  fashion  ever 
since  to  depreciate  and  cry  you  down :  you  were  the  cause 
of  my  madness — you  and  your  damned  foolish  sensibility 
and  melancholy — and  he  lamented  with  a  true  brotherly 
feeling  that  we  ever  met,  even  as  the  sober  citizen,  when 
his  son  went  astray  upon  the  mountains  of  Parnassus,  ia 
said  to  have  'cursed  wit,  and  poetry,  and  Pope.'  I  quote 
wrong,  but  no  matter.  These  letters  I  lent  to  a  friend  to 
be  out  of  the  way,  for  a  season,  but  I  have  claimed  them 
in  vain,  and  shall  not  cease  to  regret  their  loss.  Your 
packets,  posterior  to  the  date  of  my  misfortunes,  commen- 
cing with,  that  valuable  consolatory  epistle,  are  every  day 
accumulating — they  arc  sacred  things  with  me." 

The  following  long  letter,  bearing  date  on  the  outside, 
6th  January,  1797,  is  addressed  to  Mr.  Coleridge  at  StoWey, 
near  Bridgewater,  whither  he  had  removed  from  Bristol,  to 
enjoy  the  society  and  protection  of  his  friend  Mr,  Poole. 
The  original  is  a  curious  specimen  of  clear  compressed  pen-  , 
manship,  being  contained  in  three  sides  of  a  sheet  of  fools- 


"Sundaj/  morning. — You  cannot  surely  mean  to  degrade 
the  Joan  of  Arc  into  a  pot-girl.  You  are  not  going,  I  hope, 
to  annex  to  that  most  splendid  ornament  of  Southey's  poem 
all  this  cock-and-a-buUstory  of  Joan,the  publican's  daugh- 
ter of  Neufchatel,  with  the  lamentable  episode  of  a  wag- 
oner, his  wife,  ami  six  children.  The  texture  will  be  most 
lamentably  disproportionate.  The  first  forty  or  fifty  lines 
of  these  addenda  ate,  no  doubt,  in  their  way,  admirable 
too ;  but  many'  would  prefer  the  Joan  of  Southey, 

'Onmigliliest  deeds  lo  brood 
Of  shadowy  raslneas,  slioh  as  made  my  heart 
Throb  fast;  anon  I  paused,  and  in  a  stale 
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That  oi"  the  citrlir^  Ihrong  nai  of  the  vi:,ible  world 
Unseeiog,  saw  the  Bliapea  of  holy  phanlasj  ;' 

I  gee  nothing  in  your  description,  of  the  Maid  equal  to  these. 
There  is  a  fine  originality  certainly  in  those  Hnes — 

'  Fo(  she  hnd  liveil  in  this  had  vio,W 
AsinapUfieoftomha. 
And  luuched  not  the  polluljona  of  the  )lead ;' 

but  your  '  fierce  vivacity'  ja  a  faint  copy  of  the  '  fierce  and 
terrible  benevolence' of  Southey;  added  to  this,  that  it  will 
look  like  rivalship  in  you,  and  extort  a  comparison  with 
Southey,  I  think  to  your  disadvantage.  And  the  lines, 
considered  in  thcmaclvea  as  an  addition  to  what  you  had 
before  written  (strains  of  a  far  higher  mood),  are  but  such 
as  Mailame  Fancy  loves  in  some  of  hei  more  familiar  moods, 
a't  such  times  as  she  has  met  KoU  Goldsmith,  aud  walked 
and  talked  with  him,  calling  him  'old  acquaintance.' 
Southey  certainly  has  no  pretensions  to  vie  with  you  in  the 
sublime  of  poetry ;  but  he  tells  a  plain  talc  better  than  you. 
1  will  enumerate  some  woful  blemishes,  some  of  'em  sad 
deviations  from  that  simplicity  which  was  your  aim.  '  Hail- 
ed who  might  be  near'  (the  '  canvas-coverture  moving,'  by 
the  by,  is  laughable) ;  '  a,  woman  and  six  children'  {by  the 
way,  why  not  nine  children  ?  It  would  have  been  just  half 
as  pathetic  again)  :  ■  statues  of  sleep  they  seemed ; ' '  froat- 
mangled  wretch  :' '  green  putridity : ' '  hailed  him  immortal' 
(rather  ludicrous  again) ;  '  voiced  a  sad  and  simple  talc' 
(abominable!):  'iraprovendered :'  'such  his  tale:'  'Ah! 
suffering  to  the  height  of  what  was  Buffered'  (a  most  in.su/- 
ferable  line) :  '  amazements  of  affright ;' '  the  hot  sore  brain 
attributes  its  own  hues  of  ghastliness  and  torture'  {what 
shocking  confusion  of  ideas  !}. 

"In  these  delineations  of  common  and  natural  feelings, 
in  the  fatdiliar  walks  of  poetry,  you  seem  to  resemble  Mon- 
tauban  dancing  with  Roubigne's  tenants,  'muck  of  his  na- 
tive loftiness  remained  in  the  eoi-erulimi.' 

"  I  wag  reading  your  '  Religious  Musings'  the  other  day, 
and  sincerely  I  think  it  the  noblest  poem  in  the  language, 
next  after  the  '  Paradise  Lost,'  and  oven  that  was  not  made 
the  vehicle  of  such  grand  truths.  '  There  is  one  mind,'&c., 
down  to  'Almighty's  throne,'  are  without  a  rival  in  the 
whole  compass  of  my  poetical  reading. 
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I  wish  I  coulil  have  -written  those  lines.  T  rejoice  that  1 
am  able  to  relish  them.  The  loftier  walka  of  Pindus  are 
your  proper  region.  There  you  have  no  compeer  in  modem 
timeB.  Leave  ihe  lowlands,  unenvieJ,  in  poasession  of  such 
men  as  Cowper  and  Southey.  Thus  am  I  pouring  balsam 
into  the  wounds  1  may  have  been  inflicting  on  my  poor 
friend's  vanity. 

'■  In  your  notice  of  Southey's  new  volume  you  omit  to 
mention  the  most  pleasing  of  all,  the, '  Miniature' — 

'  There  wpre 
W),o  formed  iiich  hopes  ami  Outtetiiig  ones  ,>(  ihro, 

'  Spirit  of  Spenser!— was  tho  WMJiileter  vtrone  ','. 

■'  Fairfax  I  have  been  in  quest  of  a  long  time.  Johnson, 
in  his  '  Life  of  Waller,'  gives  a  most  delicious  specimen,  of 
him,  and  adds,  in  the  true  manner  of  that  delicate  critic,  as 
well  as  amiable  man, '  It  may  be  presumed  that  this  old 
version  will  not  be  much  read  after  the  elegant  translation 
of  my  friend,  Mr.  Hocde.'  I  endeavoured — I  wished  to  gain 
some  idea  of  Tasso  from  this  Mr.  Hoole,  tho  great  boast  and 
ornament  of  the  India  House,  but  soon  desisted.  I  found 
him  more  vapid  than  smallest  small  beer  '  sun-vinegared.' 
Your  '  Dream,'  dov^n  to  that  exquisite  line — . 

'  I  can't  tcU  half  hia  adventures.' . 

is  a  moat  happy  resemblance  ef  Chaucer.  The  remainder 
is  so  so.  The  best  line,  I  think,  is, 'He  belong'd,  I  believe, 
to  the  witch  Melancholy.'  By  the  way,  when  will  our  vol- 
urae  come  out  ?  Don't  delay  it  till  you  have  written  a  new 
Joan  of  Arc.  Send  what  letters  you  please  by  me,  and  in 
any  way  you  choose,  single  or  double.  The  India  Compa- 
ny is  better  adapted  to  answer  the  cost  than  the  generality 
of  my  friend'a  correspondents — such  poor  and  honest  dogs 
as  John  Thelwall,  particularly.  I  cannot  say  I  know  Col- 
son,  at  least  intimately ;  I  once  supped  with  him  and  Allen  ; 
I  think  his  manners  very  pleasing.  I  will  not  tell  you  what 
I  think  of  Lloyd,  for  he  may  by  chance  come  to  see  this  let- 
ter, and  that  thought  puts  a  restraint  on  me.  I  cannot  think 
■what  subject  would  suit  your  epic  genius  ;  some  philosoph- 
ical subject,  I  conjecture,  in  which  shall  be  blended  the  sub- 
lime of  poetry  and  of  science.  Your  proposed  'Hymns' 
will  be  a  fit  preparatory  study  wherewith  'to  discipline 
your  young  noviciate  soul.'  I  grow  dull ;  I'll  go  walk  my- 
self out  of  my  dulness. 

"  Sunday  night. — You  and  Sara  are  very  good  to  think  so 
kindly  and  so  favourably  of  poor  Mary ;  I  would  to  God  all 
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did  BO  too.  Bat  I  very  much  feat  she  must  not  think  of 
coming  home  in  my  father's  hfetime.  It  is  very  hard  upon 
her;  but  our  nirc.um stances  arc  peculiar,  and  we  must  Eub- 
mit  to  them.  God  he  praised  she  is  so  well  aa  she  is.  She 
bears  her  situation  as  one  who  has  no  right  to  complain. 
My  poor  old  aunt,  whom  you  hava  seen,  the  kindest,  good- 
cat  creature  to  me  when  I  was  at  school ;  who  used  to  tod- 
dle there  to  bring  me  good  things,  when  I,  school-hoy  like, 
only  despised  her  for  it,  and  used  to  be  ashamed  to  see  hei 
come  and  sit  herself  down  on  the  old  coal-hole  steps  as  yon 
went  into  the  old  grammar-school,  and  open  her  apron,  and 
bring  out  her  bason,  with  some  nice  thing  she  had  caused 
to  be  saved  for  mo  ;  the  good  old  creature  is  now  lying  on 
her  death-bed.  I  cannot  bear  to  tliiak  on  her  deplorable 
state.  To  the  shock  she  received  on  that  our  evil  day,  from 
which  she  never  completely  recovered,  I  impute  her  illnesS' 
She  says,  poor  thing,  she  is  glad  she  is  come  home  to  die 
with  me.     I  was  always  her  favourite  : 

'  No  iif)«r  friendship  e'er  run  tnise 
The  endeatments  of  our  enily  days  ; 
tioi  e'er  the  heart  Bueh  fondness  |>mve, 

"  Lloyd  has  kindly  left  me,  for  a  keep-sake, '  John  Wool- 
man.'  Yoti  have  read  it,  be  says,  and  like  it.  Will  you 
excuse  one  short  extract  ?  I  think  it  could  not  have  es- 
caped you.  '  Small  treasure  to  a  resigned  mind  is  suffi- 
cient. How  happy  is  it  to  be  content  with  a  little,  to  live 
in  humility,  and  feel  that  in  us,  which  breathes  out  this 

language — Abba!  Father!' I  am  almost  ashame4  to 

patch  up  a  letter  in  this  misccllaneoua  sort ;  but  I  please 
myself  in  the  thought,  that  anything  from  me  will  be  ac- 
ceptable to  you.  I  am  rather  impatient,  childishly  so,  to 
see  our  names  affixed  to  the  same  common  volume.  Send 
itie  two,  when  it  does  come  out ;  two  will  be  enough — or 
indeed  one — but  two  better.  I  have  a  dim  recollection  that, 
when  in  town,  you  were  talking  of  the  Origin  of  Evil  as  a 
most  prolific  subject  for  a  long  poem ;  why  not  adopt  it, 
Coleridge  l  there  would  bo  room  for  imagination.  Or  the 
description  (irom  a  Vision  or  Dream,  suppose)  of  an  Utopia 
in  one  of  the  planets  {the  moon,  for  instance).  Or  a  Five 
Days'  Dream,  which  shall  illustrate,  in  sensible  imagery. 
Hartley's  five  Motives  to  Conduct: — 1.  Sensation;  2.  Im- 
agination; 3.  Ambition;  4,  Sympathy;  5.  Xheopathy: — 
First.  Banquets,  music,  &c.,  effeminacy,  and  their  insuffi- 
ciency. Second,  '  Beds  of  hyacinth  and  roses,  where  young 
16* 
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Adonis  oft  reposes;'  'Fortunate  Isles;'  '  The  pagan  Ely- 
sium," &o. ;  poetical  pictures;  antiquity  as  pleasing  to  the 
fancy ;  their  emptiness  ;  madness,  ka.  Third.  Warriors, 
Poets ;  some  famous  yet,  more  forgotten ;  their  fame  or  ob- 
livion now  alike  indifferent ;  pride,  vanity,  &e.  Fmirth. 
All  manner  of  pitiable  stories,  in  Spenser-like  verse  ;  love  ; 
friendship,  relationship,  &c.  Fifth.  Hermits;  Christ  and 
his  apostles  ;  martyrs;  heaven,  &c.  An  imagination  like 
yours,  from  these  scanty  hints,  may  expand  into  a  thousand' 
great  ideas,  if  indeed  you  at  all  comprehend  my  scheme, 
which  I  scarce  do  myself. 

"Mondai/  moTTi. — 'A  London  letter — Ninepence  half- 
penny !'  Look  yon,  master  poet,  I  have  remorse  as  well  as 
another  man,  and  my  bowels  can  sound  upon  occasion.  But 
I  must  put  you  to  this  charge,  for  1  cannot  keep  back  my 
protest,  however  ineffectual,  against  the  annexing  your  lat- 
ter lines  to  those  former — this  putting  of  new  wine  into 
old  bottles.  This  my  dutj-  done,  I  will  cease  from  writing 
till  you  invent  some  more  reasonable  mode  of  conve3iance. 
Weil  may  the  '  ragged  followers  of  tho  Hine !'  set  up  for 
floeci-nauci-v/hat-do-you-call-'em-istsi  and  I  do  not  won- 
der that  in  their  splendid  visions  of  Utopias  in  America, 
they  protest  against  the  admission  of  those  yeHojc-compIex- 
ioned,  eop/ier-coloured,  urAtVc-livered  gentlemen,  who  never 
prove  themselves  their  friends !  Don't  you  think  your 
verses  on  a  '  Young  Ass'  too  trivial  a  companion  for  the 
'  Religious  Musings  V — '  scoundrel  monarch,'  alter  that ;  and 
the  '  Man  of  Ross'  ja  scarce  admissible,  as  it  now  stands, 
curtailed  of  its  fairer  half:  reclaim  its  property  from  the 
•  Chatterton,'  which  it  docs  but  encumber,  and  it  will  be  a 
rich  little  poem.  I  hope  you  expunge  great  part  of  the  old 
notes  in  the  new  edition :  that,  in  particular,  most  bare- 
faced, unfounded,  impudent  assertion,  that  Mr.  Rogers  is  in- 
debted for  his  story  to  Loch  Lomond,  a  poem  by  Bruce ! 
1  have  read  the  latter.  I  scarce  think  you  have.  Scarce 
anything  is  common  to  them  both.  The  author  of  tb  j 
'  Pleasures  of  Memory'  was  somewhat  hurt,  Dyer  says,  >y 
the  accusation  of  unoriginality.  He  never  saw  the  p  m 
I  long  to  read  your  poem  on  Burns — I  retain  so  ind  st  n  t  a 
memory  of  it.  In  what  shape  and  how  does  it  n  nto 
public  ?  As  yon  leave  off  writing  poetry  till  j  u  fin  h 
your  Hymns,  1  suppose  you  print,  now,  all  you  ha  e  g  t  by 
you.  You  have  scarce  enough  unprinted  to  mak  a  nd 
volume  with  Lloyd  ?  Tell  me  all  about  it.  "W  hat  b 
come  of  Cowper  1     Lloyd  told  me  of  iomii  vers        n  1 
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mother.  If  you  have  them  by  you,  pray  send  'em  me.  I 
do  so  love  him !  Never  mind  their  merit.  May  be  /  may 
like  'cm,  as  your  taste  aad  miuc  do  not  al^vays  exactly  iden- 
tifij.  Yours,  G.  Lamb." 

Soon  after  the  date  to  this  letter,  death  released  the  fa- 
the  f  o  his  state  of  imbecility  and  the  son  from  his  wea- 
r  son  c  duties.  With  his  life,  the  annuity  he  had  derived 
from  tl  e  old  bencher  ceased  ;  while  the  aunt  continued  to 
1  ger  st  11  with  Lamb  in  his  cheerless  lodging.  His  sister 
st  11  rema  ned  in  confinement  in  the  asylum  to  which  she 
had  been  consigned  on  Jier  mother's  death — perfectly  sen- 
sible and  calm— and  he  was  passionately  desirous  of  ob- 
taining her  liberty.  The  surviving  members  of  the  family, 
especially  his  brother  John,  who  enjoyed  a  fair  income  in 
the  Soudi  Sea  House,  opposed  her  discharge  ;  and  painful 
doubts  were  suggested  by  the  authorities  of  the  parish, 
wbeio  the  terrible  occurrence  happened,  whether  they  were 
not  bound  to  institute  proceedings,  which  must  have  placed 
her  for  life  at  the  disposition  of  the  Crown,  especially  as  no 
medical  assurance  could  be  given  against  the  probable  re- 
currence of  dangerous  frenzy.  But  Charles  came  to  her 
(leiiverance  ;  he  satisiied  all  the  parties  who  had  power  to 
oppose  hpT  release,  by  his  solemn  engagement  that  he  would 
take  her  under  his  care  for  life ;  and  he  kept  his  word. 
V/hethor  any  communication  with  the  Home  Secretary  oc- 
curred before  her  release,  I  have  been  unable  to  ascertain ; 
it  was  the  impression  of  Mr.  Lloyd,  from  whom  my  owji 
knowledge  of  the  circumstances,  which  the  letters  do  not 
ascertain,  was  derived,  that  a  communication  took  place, 
on  which  a  similar  pledge  was  given ;  at  all  events,  the  re- 
sult was,  that  she  left  the  asylum  and  took  up  her  abode 
for  life  with  her  brother  Charles.  For  her  sake,  at  the 
same  time,  he  abandoned  all  thoughts  of  love  and  marriage  ; 
and  with  an  income  of  scarcely  more  than  JSIOO  a  year, 
derived  from  his  clerkship,  aided  for  a  little  while  by  the 
old  aunt's  small  annuity,  set  out  on  the  journey  of  life  at 
twenty-twd  years  of  age,  cheerfully,  with  his  beloved  com- 
panion, endeared  to  him  the  more  by  her  strange  calamity, 
and  the  constant  apprehension  of  a  recurrence  of  the  mal- 
ady which  had  caused  it ! 
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The  anxieties  of  Lamb's  new  position,  were  assuaged  du- 
ring llio  spring  of  1797  by  frequent  communications  with 
Coleridge  respecting  the  anticipated  volume,  and  by  some 
additions  to  his  own  share  in  its  pages.  He  was  also  cheer- 
ed by  the  company  of  Lloyd,  who,  having  resided  for  a  few 
months  with  Coleridge,  at  Stowey,  came  to  London  in  some 
perplexity  as  to  his  future  course.  Of  this  visit  Lamb 
spealts  ill  the  foOowing  letter,  probably  written  in  January.- 
It  contains  some  verses  expressive  of  his  delight  at  Lloyd's 
visit,  which,  although  afterward  inserted  in  the  volume, 
are  so  well  fitted  to  their  frame-work  of  prose,  and  bo  in- 
dicative of  the  feelings  of  the  writer  at  this  crisis  of  his  life, 
that  I  maybe  excused  for  presenting  them  with  the  contest- 

TO  MS.  COLERIDOE. 

"  1 797. 

"Dear  Col, — You  have  learned  by  this  time, with  sur- 
prise, no  doubt,  that  Lloyd  is  with  me  in  town.  The  emo- 
tions I  felt  on  his  eoming  bo  unloolced-for,  are  not  ill  ex- 
pressed in  what  follows,  and  what,  if  you  do  not  object  to 
ihem  as  too  personal,  and  to  the  world  obscure,  or  other- 
wise wanting  in  worth,  I  should  wish  to  malte  apart  of  our 
little  volume.  I  shall  bo  sorry  if  that  volume  comes  out,  as 
it  necessarily  must  do,  unless  you  print  those  very  school- 
boy-ish  verses  I  sent  you  on  not  getting  leave  to  come  down 
to  Bristol  last  summer.  I  say  1  shall  he  sorry  that  I  have 
addressed  you  in  nothing  which  can  appear  in  our  joint 
volume ;  so  frequently,  so  habitually,  as  you  dwell  in  my 
thoughts,  'tis  some  wonder  those  thoughts  came  never  yet 
in  contact  with  a  poetical  mood.  But  you  dwell  in  my 
heart  of  hearts,  and  I  love  you  in  all  the  naked  honesty  of 
prose.  God  bless  you,  and  all  your  Htlle  domestic  circle — 
my  tenderest  remembrances  to  your  beloved  Sara,  and  a 
smile  and  a  kiss  from  me  to  your  dear  dear  little  David 
Hartley.     The  verses  I  refer  to  above,  slightly  amended.  1 
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have  sent  (forgetting  to  ask  your  leave,  tho'  indeed  1  gave 
them  only  your  initials)  to  the  Monthly  Magazine,  ■where 
they  may  possibly  appear  next  month,  and  where  I  hope 
to  recognize  your  poem  on  Bums. 


what  ofiering  can  the  stran 
or  social  sceDes,  homc-bied  dpllghts, 

That  him  in  aught  lompensale  may 
For  Stowe>-'8  pleasant  winter  nights, 

For  loies  and  friendships  lar  away, 
In  brief  oblirion  to  forego 

Friends,  such  as  thine,  so  justly  dear 
And  be  awhile  with  me  conlenC 

To  stay,  a  kindly  loiterer,  here  ? 
For  this  a  gleam  of  random  joy 

Hath  llush'il  my  unaccuslom'd  cheek ; 
And,  with  an  o^cr-ehar^ 'd  burstinj;  heart, 

I  feel  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 
O !  sweet  are  all  the  Muse'a  lays, 

And  sweet  the  charm  of  matin  bird— 
Twas  long,  since  iheeo  estranged  ears 

Tha  sweeter  Toice  of  friend  W  heard. 
Tlia  voice  hath  spoke :  the  pleasant  sounds 

In  memory's  ear,  in  after  lime 
Shall  live,  to  sometimes  rouse  a  tear, 

And  sometimes  prompt  an  honest  thyme. 
For  when  the  transient  charm  is  fled, 

And  wlien  the  little  week  is  o'er. 
To  cheerless,  friendless  solitude 

When  I  return,  as  heretofore — 
Long,. lone,  within  my  aching  heart 

The  grateful  sense  shall  cKerishM  be  : 
rU  think  leas  meanly  of  myself. 

That  Lloyd  will  sometimes  think  on  me. 

"0  Coleridge,  would  to  God  you  wore  in  Londonwith 
us,  or  we  at  Stowey  with  yon  all.  Lloyd  takes  tip  his 
abode  at  the  Bull  and  Mouth  Inn  ;  tho  Cat  and  Salutation 
would  have  had  a  charm  more  forcible  for  me.  0  noclas 
oftueque  Dewn !  Anglice — Welch  rabbits,  punch,  wid  po- 
esy. Should  you  be  induced  to  publish  those  very  school- 
boy-ish  verses,  print  'em  as  they  will  occur,  if  at  all,  in  the 
Monthly  Magazine  ;  yet  I  should  feel  ashamed  that  to  you 
I  wrote  nothing  hotter  :  hut  they  are  too  personal,  and  al- 
most trilling  and  obscure  withal.  Some  lines  of  mine  to 
Cowpar  were  in  last  Monthly  Magazine ;  they  have  not 
body  of  thought  enough  to  plead  for  the  retaining  of  'cm. 
My  sister's  kind  love  to  you  all.  "     C.  Lakb." 
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It  would  seem,  from  the  following  fragment  of  a  luttcr 
of  7th  April,  1797,  that  Lamb,  at  first,  took  a  small  lodging 
for  hia  BiBter  apart  from  his  own,  hut  soon  to  be  for  Ufa 
united. 


"  By  tiie  way,  Lloyd  may  hai 
1  told  him.  If  not,  I  have  talt 
ment,  and  taken  a  room  for  her  at  Hackney,  and  spend  my 
Sundays,  holidays,  &c.,  with  her.  She  boards  herself.  In 
one  little  half  year's  illness,  and  in  such  an  illness,  of  such 
a  nature  and  of  such  consequences  I  fo  got  her  out  into  the 
world  again,  with  a  prospeet  of  her  never  being  so  ill 
aaain— this  is  to  be  ranked  not  among  the  common  bless- 
ings of  Providence." 

The  next  letter  to  Coleridge  begins  with  a  transcript  of 
Lamb's  poem,  entitled  "  A  Vision  of  Repentance,"  whicli 
was  inserted  in  the  Addenda  to  the  volume,  and  is  pre- 
served among  his  collected  poems,  and  thus  proceeds  : 

TO    MR.   COLERIDGE. 

"April  15th,  1797. 

"  The  above  you  will  please  to  print  immediately  before 
the  blank  verse  fragments.  Tell  me  if  yoii  like  it.  I  fear 
the  latter  half  is  unequal  to  the  former,  in  parts  of  which 
1  think  you  will  discover  a  delicacy  oT  pencilling  not  quite 
im-Spenser-like.  The  latter  half  aims  at  the  measure,  but 
has  failed  to  attain  the  poetry  of  Milton  in  his  '  Comus,' 
and  Fletcher  in  that  exquisite  thing  ycleped  the  '  Faithful 
Shepherdess,'  where  they  both  use  eight-syllable  lines. 
But  this  latter  half  was  finished  in  great  haste,  and  as  a 
task,  not  from  that  impulse  which  affects  the  name  of  in- 
spiration. 

"  By  the  way,  I  have  lit  upon  Fairfax's  '  Godfrey  of  Bul- 
len,'  for  half  a  crown.     Rejoice  with  me. 

"  Poor  dear  Lloyd '.  I  had  a  letter  from  him  yesterday ; 
his  state  of  mind  is  truly  alarming.  He  has,  by  bis  own 
confession,  kept  a  letter  of  mine  unopened  three  weeks, 
afraid,  he  says,  to  open  it,  lest  i  should  speak  upbraidingly 
to  him  ;  and  yet  this  very  letter  of  mine  was  in  answer  to 
one  wherein  he  informed  me  that  an  alarming  illness  had 
alone  prevented  him  from  writing.  You  will  pray  with 
me,  I  know,  for  his  recovery,  for  surely,  Coieridge,  an  ex- 
quisitenesa  of  feeling  like  this  must  border  on  derangement. 
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But  I  lovo  him  moro-  and  more,  and  will  not  p\ 
hope  of  his  speedy  recovery,  as  he  tella  me  he  is  i 

e  up  the 

mder  Dr, 

Barwin'stegimeB." 

"  God  bless  ua  all,  and  shield  us  from  insanity, 

which  h 

'  the  sorest  malady  of  all.' 

■'  Mv  kind  love  to  your  wife  and  child.            C. 

Lahh. 

"  Pray  write  now." 

c  advanced.  Lamb  discerned  a  hope  of  com- 
pensation for  the  disappointment  of  last  year,  hy  a  visit  to 
Coleridge,  and  thus  expresses  his  wishes : 


"  I  discern  a  possibility  of  my  paying  you  a  visit  next 
week.  May  I,  can  1,  shall  I,  come  as  soon  T  Have  you 
room  for  me,  leisure  for  me,  and  are  you  all  pretty  well  ? 
Tell  me  all  this  honestly- — ^immediately.  And  by  what 
day-co&ch  could  I  come  soonest  and  nearest  to  Stowey  ?  A 
few  months  hence  may  suit  you  better ;  certainly  me,  as 
well.  If  so,  say  so.  I  long,  I  yearn,  with  all  the  longings 
of  a  child  do  1  desire  to  see  you,  to  come  among  you— to 
see  the  young  philosopher,  to  thank  Saia  for  her  last  year's 
invitation  in  person — to  read  your  tragedy — to  read  over 
together  our  little  book — to  breathe  fresh  air — to  revive  in 
me  vivid  images  of '  Salutation  scenery.'  There  is  a  sort 
of  sacrilege  in  my  letting  such  ideas  slip  out  of  my  mind 

and  memory.     Still  that  R remaineth — a  thorn  in  the 

side  of  Hope,  when  she  would  lean  toward  Stowey.  Here 
I  will  leave  off,  for  1  dislike  to  fill  up  this  paper,  which  in- 
volves a  question  so  connected  with  my  heart  and  soul, 
witli  meaner  matter  or  subjects  to  me  less  interesting.  I 
can  talk,  as  I  can  think,  nothing  else.     Thursday, 

"  C.  Lamd." 

The  visit  was  enjoyed ;  the  book  was  published ;  and 
Lamb  was  once  more  left  to  the  daily  labours  of  the  India 
House  and  the  unceasing  anxieties  of  his  home.  His  feel- 
ings, on.  the  recurrence  of  the  season,  which  had,  last  year, 
been  darkened  by  his  terrible  calamity,  will  be  understood. 


■    ♦PoorChaiU 

s  Lloyd !    These  appn 
jst  meUncholy  kind  tl. 

IS  were  sadly  reali 

zed. 

Dp- 

icliened 

OTet  hia  latter  days,  yi 

^tleft 

hia'^irableTI 

.teliect  free  for  the  R: 

3C: 

cessea  of  serece  i 

Al  a  time  when, 

,  like  Cowper.  he  heUe 

uelf  the  especial! 

ict  of 

Divina  wrath,  he 

1  could  hear  hia  part  in 

the  mos' 

non 

lions  »r  religion. 

morals,  and  poetry,  ici 
empUry  oandour :  and. 
le,  to  hi,  own  despair! 

[th  the  n 

icestaceuraeyofperce 

and  .he  molt  e. 

,  tCtet  a 

n  stgunmnt  of  hon 

fa,  revert. 

with  ■  faint  smil 
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from  the  first  of  two  pieces  of  blank  verse,  -which  fill  the 
two  first  sheets  of  a  letter  to  Coleridge,  written  under  an 
appreheusion  of  some  neglect  on  the  part  of  his  friend, 
which  had  its  cause  in.  no  estrangement  of  Coleridge's  af- 
fections, but  in  the  vicissitudes  of  the  imaginative  philoso- 
pher's fortune  and  the  constancy  of  his  day-dreamicgs. 

WRITTEN  A  TWELVEMONTH  AFTER  THE  EVENTS, 
[Friday  next,  Coleridge,  it  Ike  day  on  which  my  mother  died.] 
Alaa  !  how  mn  I  chsng'd  (  -where  be  the  tears, 
The  soba,  and  fore'd  suspensions  of  the  brealh, 
And  all  the  dull  desertions  of  Ihe  heart 
With  which  I  hung  o'ei  my  dear  tnolhet'B  corse  ; 
Where  be  the  blest  aubsidings  of  the  storm 
Wi*in:  the  sweet  lesignedneas  of  hope 
Prawn  heavenwatd,  and  slrenglh  of  filial  lore, 
In  which  I  bow'd  me  to  my  Father's  will  t 
My  God  and  my  Redeemer,  keep  not  thou 
My  heart  in  brute  and  sensual  thankleisnesa 
SeaI'd  un,  obliviona  ever  of  that  dear  grace, 
And  health  restored  to  my  long-tored  friend. 
Long  loved,  and  worthy  known !     Thou  didst  not  keep 
Her  soul  in  desth.     0  keep  not  now,  my  Lord, 
Thy  servants  in  far  worse-in  spiritual  death 
And  darkness— blackef  than  those  feared  shadows 
O'  the  valtey  all  mnst  tread.    Lend  GS  thy  balms, 
Thou  dear  Physician  of  the  sin-sick  soul. 


Contain'd.  and  to  one  pu([>oae  steadfast  drawn — 
Out  souls'  salvation. 

Thoa  and  I,  dear  fiiend, 
With  filial  recognition  sweet,  shall  know 
One  day  the  face  of  our  dear  mother  in  heaven, 
And  her  remember'd  looks  of  love  shall  greet 
With  anaweting  looka  of  love,  her  placid  smiles 
Meet  with  a  smile  as  placid,  and  her  hand 
With  drops  of  fondneas  wet,  no,  fear  tejiulse.' 

Bo  witness  for  tne,  Lord,  I  do  not  ask 
Those  days  of  vanity  to  return  again 
(Not  fitting  me  to  ask,  nor  thee  to  give), 

(Chiid''o7the'dust  as*!  ai^  "?ho  so  long 
My  foolish  heart  steep'd  in  idolatry. 
And  creature-loves.    Forgive  it.  0  my  Maker! 
If  in  a  mood  ot  grief,  I  sin  almost 
In  sometimes  brooding  on  the  days  long  past 
.  (And  from  the  grave  of  time  wishing  them  back). 


Her  little  one!     Oh,  where 
And  infant  piay-games !    > 
Ofehildren,  and  the  haunts 

Of  friend,  or  playmate  dear 

rao, 

leinthemarginofMS.]     "1 
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Gone  divors  » a;s ; 


liny  anilBlxame!* 
.  only  am  left,  wilh  u  nay  ailing  grief  . 

Uf  all  life's  loya  berefl,  and  desolate  : 
Am  lefi,  with  a  few  friends,  and  one  obors 
The  Teat,  found  faithful  ia  a  length  of  years, 
Contented  as  1  may,  lo  hear  me  on, 
T'  the  not  unpeaoeful  evming  of  n  day 

"  The  following  I  wrote  when  I  had  returned  from  C. 
Lloyd,  leaving  him  behind  at  Burton,  with  Southey.  To 
understand  some  of  it,  you  must  remember  that  at  that  time 
he  was  very  much  perplexed  in  mind. 

A  Btranger,  and  alone,  I  p^s'd  those  scenes 
We  pass'd  so  late  together ;  and  my  heart 

Arotind  me,  and  the  pleasant  voice  of  friend 
Was  absent,  and  the  cordial  look,  nas  tliere 
No  more,  lo  smile  on  me.     I  thought  on  Lloydr— 
Allhehfldbe '      ■-'---    •  - 


Again  l*>  mingle  wilh  a  Hoild 
WLthmei      '..'..' 

world  does  much  to  warp  the  hei 


ikofholy  th 


And  I  may  someti 
Of  this  I  now  complain  not.  Deal  with  m 
Omniscient  Father,  as  thou  judgesi  best, 
'     '  ■      ■  '       thou  my  heart. 


Ipray  not  for 
Whose  soul  i! 

si  and  in  the  difficult  iiat._ 


Fulher  of  lights!  and  in  the  difficult  paths 
"-■-.e  plainbis  way  befc-  >■--  ■  >-■ 


May  he  not  think— his 

So  shall  he  best  perform  thy  will  on  earth. 

Greatest  and  Best,  thy  will  be  ever  ours  I 

"  The  former  of  these  poems  I  wrote  with  unusual  celer- 
ity t'other  morning  at  office.  I  expect  you  to  like  it  better 
than  any  thing  of  mine  ;  Lloyd  does,  and  I  do  myself. 

"  You  use  Lloyd  very  ill,  never  writing  to  him.  1  tell 
you  again  that  his  is  not  a  mind  with  which  you  should 
play  tricks.     He  deserves  more  tenderness  from  you. 

"  For  myself,  I  must  spoil  a,  little  passage  of  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher  to  adapt  it  to  my  feelings  : 

That  I  wai  once  yout  friend,  iho'  now  forgot. 

If  you  don't  write  to  me  now,  as  I  told  Lloyd,  I  Bhall  get 
angry,  and  call  you  hard  names— -Manchineel,  and  I  don't 
know  what  else.  I  wish  you  would  send  me  my  great-coat. 
The  snow  and  the  rain  season  is  at  hand,  and  I  have  but  a 


Hcssdb,  Google 


378  lETTERS    TO    COLERIDGE. 

wretched  old  coat,  once  my  father's,  to  keep  'cm  off,  and 
that  is  transltorj'. 

■When  time  dfivca  flocks  from  field  lo  foirl. 
When  ways  grow  foul  and  blood  gets  cold,' 

I  shall  remember  where  I  left  my  coat.  Meet  emblem 
wilt  thou  be,  old  "Winter,  of  a  friend's  neglect — cold,  cold, 
cold!  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  lines,  which  Lamb  tiansrnitted  to  hiS  new 
friend  Southcy,  bespeak  the  remarkable  serenity  with 
which,  when  the  first  shock  was  over  and  the  duties  of 
life-long  love  arranged.  Lamb  was  able  to  contemplate  the 
victim  of  hiB  sister's  frenzy;* 

Thou  shouldst  have  longer  lived,  %n(i  [o  the  grave 
Huve  pcaocfully  gone  down  in  full  old  age ; 
Thy  children  would  have  tended  thy  gray  haira  ; 


By  our  fireside,  and 
Old  time,  old  ftienda 


To  memory  dear,  and  of  importance  grown. 

A  waywBnJ  son  ofttimes  was  I  lo  Ihee, 

And  yet,  in  all  our  Utile  bickerings, 

Domestic  jars,  there  was  I  know  not  what 

Of  tender  feeling  that  were  ill  ejehangM 

nilu 

Familiar,  whom  the  heart  calls  strangers  all. 

A  heavy  lot  halh  he,  most  wretched  man, 

Who  lives  the  last  of  all  hia  family '. 

He  looks  around  him,  and  his  eye  discerns 

The  face  of  the  stranger,  and  hia  heart  ia  sick. 

Man  of  the  world,  what  canst  thou  do  for  him  I 

Wealth  is  a  burden  which  he  could  not  beai'; 

Mirth  a  strange  crime,  the  which  he  dares  not  ac 

And  lenerous  wines  no  cordUI  to  his  soul. 

For  Wounds  like  his.  Christ  is  the  only  cure. 

Go'  preach  tliou  to  him  ofaworld  to  come. 

Where  friends  ahsll  meet  and  know  each  olhei's 

face! 

Say  less  than  this,  and  say  it  to  the  winds. 

An  addition  to  Lamb's  household  cares  is  thu 

3  mentioned 

.a  letter 

"Dcccmherimli,]T9:. 

"  In  truth,  Coleridge,  I  am  perplexed,  and  at  times  almost 
cast  down.    I  am  beset  with  perplexities.     The  old  hag  of 


respondence,"  p.  325,  w 
'-      ■  ■  jgraphe 


ication  m  the  hrst  lolume  ol  -  Bouthey's  Lile  and 
where  ihey  appear  in  s  letier  from  Southey  to  Mr. 
courteously  adds  that  they  «ou1d  hate  been  sent 


jiograpner  courteously  auas  tnai  tney  wouiu  nave  ueen  seiii 
utthat  they  were  not  obsei^red  till  after  the  publication  of  tha 
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a.  wealthy  relation,  who  took  my  aunt  ofFour  hands  in  tho 
beginning  of  trouble,  has  found  out  that  she  is  '  indolent 
and  mulish,'  1  quote  her  own  words,  and  that  her  attach- 
ment to  us  is  so  strong'  that  she  can  never  be  happy  apart. 
The  lady,  with  delicate  irony,  romarks,  that  if  I  am  not  an 
hypocrite,  I  shall  rejoice  to  receive  her  again ;  and  that  it 
will  be  a  means  of  making  mp  more  fond  of  home  to  havo 
so  dear  a  friend  to  come  home  to  !  The  fact  is,  she  is  jeal- 
ous of  my  aunt's  bestowing  any  kind  recollections  on  us 
while  she  enjlpangfh  f        h        yh 


finds  it  incon        n 

w  hh       Tin     as    and     an 

Ulll 

keep  her  a  y  1 

ad        fn         mm  n    n 

f     h 

her  home.     N 

1         I    h      d     J 

pl 

the  poor  old 

f    m    h      hllmg          f 

^I 

age,  yet  I  k          h 

n  dw    a        1       \ 

h 

a 

ble  already            w 

y  d  m  nd     1    h 

y 

extraordina           p  n      my  mak        Ik     w 

nd     11 

unused  as  1     m 

ruggl    w  h  p    pi              1 

n 

what  nonpl        d 

n                  Th     p 

f 

a  thorough  relish  of  what  Lloyd  s  kindness  and  y 

our' 

shave 

furnished  me  with. 

I  thank  you,  though,  from 

my 

heart. 

and  feel  myself  not 

quite  alone  in  the  earth." 

In  1798,  Coleridge  seemed  to  attain  a  settled  home  by 
accepting  an  invitation  tobecome  the  minister  of  a  Unita- 
rian congregation  at  Shrewsbury  ;  a  hope  of  short  duration. 
The  following  letter  was  addressed  by  .Lamb  to  him  at  this 
time  as  "  S.  T.  Coleridge" — as  if  the  Mr.  were  dropped  and 
the  "  Reverend"  not  quite  adopted — "  at  the  Eeverend  A. 
Eowe's,  Shrewsbury,  Shropshire."  The  tables  are  turned 
here  ;  Lamb,  instead  of  accusing  Coleridge  of  neglect,  takes 
the  charge  to  himself,  in  deep  humility  of  spirit,  and  regards 
the  effect  of  Miss  Lamb's  renewed  illnesses  on  his  mind  as 
inducing  indifference,  with  an  affecting  self-jealousy. 

TO    MH.    COLERIDGE. 

"January  381)1,1708. 

"  You  have  writ  me  many  kind  letters,  and  I  have  an- 
swered none  of  them,  I  don't  deserve  your  attentions.  An 
unnatural  indifference  has  been  creeping  on  me  since  my 
last  misfortunes,  or  I  should  have  seized  the  first  opening 
of  a  correspondence  with  t/ov.  To  you  I  owe  much,  under 
God.  In  my  brief  acquaintance  with  you  in  London)  your 
conversations  won  me  to  the  better  cause,  and  rescued  me 
from  the  polluting  spirit  of  the  world.     I  might  have  been 
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a.  worthless  character  without  you  ;  as  it  is,  1  do  possess  a 
certaiu  improvahle  portion  of  devotional  feelings,  tho'  when 
I  view  myself  in  the  light  of  divine  truth,  and  not  accord- 
ing to  the  common  measures  of  human  judgment,  I  am  al- 
together corrupt  and  sinful      This  is  no  cant,     I  am  very 

"  These  last  afflictions,  Coleridge,  have  failed  to  soften 
and  bend  mj  will  They  found  me  unprepared.  My  for- 
mer calamities  produced  in  me  a  spirit  of  humility  and  a 
spirit  of  prayer.  I  thought  they  had  sufficiently  disciplined 
me ;  but  the  event  ought  to  humble  me ;  if  God's  judg- 
ments now  fail  to  take  away  from  mo  the  heart  of  stone, 
what  more  grievous  trials  ought  I  not  to  expect  ?  I  have 
been  very  querulous,  impatient  under  the  rod — full  of  little 
jealousies  and  heart-burnings.  I  had  well  nigh  quarrelled 
with  Charles  Lloyd,  and  for  no  other  reason,  I  believe,  than 
that  the  good  creature  did  all  he  could  to  make  me  happy. 
Tho  truth  is,  I  thought  he  tried  to  force  my  mind  from  its 
natural  and  proper  bent;  he  continually  wished  me  to  be 
from  homo  ;  he  was  drawing  me/rwn  the  consideration  of 
my  poor  dear  Mary's  situation,  rather  than  assisting  me  to 
gain  a'proper  view  of  it  with  religious  consolations.  I 
wanted  to  be  left  to  the  tendency  of  my  own  mind,  in  a 
solitary  state,  which,  in  times  past,  I  knew  had  led  to  qui- 
etness and  a  patient  bearing  of  the  yoke.  He  was  hurt 
that  I  was  Jiot  more  constantly  with  him;  hut  h-o  was  living 
with  Wliite,  a  man  to  whom  1  had  never  been  accustomed 
to  impart  my  dearest  feelings.,  tho'  from  long  habits  of  friend- 
liness, and  many  a  social  and  good  quality,  I  loved  him 
very  mudi.  I  met  company  there  sometimes — indiscrim- 
inate company.  Any  society  almost,  when  I  am  in  afflic- 
tion, is  sorely  painful  to  jne- .  I  seem  to  breathe  more  free- 
ly, to  Uiink  more  collectedly,  to  feel  more  properly  and 
calmly,  when  alone.  All  these  things  the  .  good  creature 
did  with  the  kindest  intentions  in  the  world,  but  they  pro- 
duced in  me  nothing  but  soreness  and  discontent.  I  be- 
came, as  he  complained,  'jaundiced'  towards  him  .  .  .  hut 
he  has  for^ven  me,  and  his  smile,  I  hope,  will  draw  all 
such  humours  from  me.  I  am  recovering,  God  be  praised 
for  it,  a  healthiness  of  mind,  something  like  calmness  ;  but 
I  want  more  religion — I  am  jealous  of  human  helps  and 
leaning-places.  I  rejoice  in  your  good  fortunes.  May  God 
at  the  last  settle  you!  You  have  had  many  and  painful 
trials;  humanly  speaking,  they  are  going  to  end;  but  we 
should  rather  pray  that  discipline  may  attend  us  thio'  the 
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%¥hole  of  our  lives.  ,  ,  ,  A  carclese  and  a  dissolute  Bj)int  has 
advanced  upon  me  with  large  Btrides — pray  God  that  iiiy 
present  afflictions  may  be  sanctified  to  nic  I  Mary  ia  re- 
covering ;  but  I  Bee  no  opening  yet  of  a  situation  for  her. 
Your  invitation  went  to  my  very  heart ;  but  you  have  a 
power  of  exciting  interest,  of  leading  all  hearts  captive,  too 
forcible  to  admit  of  Mary's  being  with  you.  I  consider  her 
as  perpetually  o»  the  brink  of  madness ;  I  think  you  would 
alrnost  make  her  dance  within  an  inch  of  the  precipice ; 
she  must  be  with  duller  fancies  and  cooler  intellects.  I 
know  a  young  man  of  this  description,  who  has  suited  her 
these  twenty  years,  and  may  live  to  do  so  still,  if  we  are 
one  (lay  restored  to  each  other.  In  answer  to  your  sugges- 
tions of  occupation,  for  me,  I  must  say  that  I  do  not  think 
my  capacity  altogether  suited  for  disquisitions  of  that  kind. 
...  I  have  read  little,  I  have  a  very  weak  memory,  and  re- 
tain little  of  what  I  read ;  am  unused  to  compositions  in 
which  any  methodizing  is  required ;  but  I  thank  you  sin- 
cerely for  the  hint,  and  shall  receive  it  as  far  as  I  am  able, 
that  is,  endeavour  to  engage  my  mind  in  some  constant  and 
innocent  pursuit.  I  know  my  capacities  better  than  you-  do, 
"  Accept  my  kindest  love,  and  believe  me  yours,  as  ever. 
"C.  L." 

At  this  time,  the  only  literary  man  whom  Lamb  knew  in 
London  was  George  Dyer,  who  Lad  been  noted  as  an  ac- 
complished scholar,  in  Lamb's  early  childhood,  at  Christ's 
Hospital.  For  him  Lamb  cherished  all  the  esteem  that  his 
guileless  simplicity  of  character  and  gentleness  of  nature 
could  inspire :  in  these  qualities  the  friends  wore  akin  ; 
but  no  two  men  could  be  more  opposite  than  they  were  to 
each  other  in  intellectual  qualifications  and  tastes — Lamb, 
in  all  things  original,  and  rejoicing  in  the  quaint,  the 
strange,  the  extravagant;  Dyer,  the  quintessence  of  learn- 
ed commonplace ;  Lamb  wildly  catching  the  most  evanes- 
cent spirit  of  wit  and  poetry ;  Dyer  the  wondering  disciple 
of  their  established  forms.  Dyer  officiated  as  a  revering 
high-priest  at  the  altar  of  the  Muses — such  as  they  were 
in  the  staid,  antiquated  trim  of  the  closing  years  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  before  they  formed  sentimental  attach- 
ments in  Germany,  or  flirted  with  revolutionary  France,  or 
renewed  their  youth  by  drinking  the  spirit  of  the  Lakes. 
Lamb  esteemed  and  loved  him  so  well,  that  heielt  him- 
self entitled  to  make  sport  with  his  peculiariOes ;  but  it 
was  as  Fielding  might  sport  with  his  own  idea  of  Parson 
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Adams;  or  Goldsmith  with  his  Dr.  Primrose.     The  folio-w- 
ing passage  occurs  in  a  letter  of  28th  November,  1798,  a(i- 


"  I  showed  my  '  Witcli,'  and  '  Dying  Lover,'  to  Dyer  last 
night,  hut  George  could  not  comprehend  how  that  could  he 
poetry  which  did  not  go  upon  ton  feet,  a*s  (Jeorge  and  hia 
predecessors  had  taught  it  to  dn ;  so  George  read  mp  some 
lectures  on  the  distinguishing  qualities  of  the  Ode,  the  Epi- 
gram, and  the  Epic,  and  went  home  to  illustrate  his  doc- 
trine hy  correcting  a  proof-sheet  of  hia  own  Lyrics.  George 
writes  odes  wlitre  the  rhymes,  like  fashionable  man  and 
wife,  keep  a  comfortable  distance  of  six  or  eight  lines  apart, 
and  calls  that '  observing  the  laws  of  verse.'  George  tells 
you,  before  he  reeites,  that  you  must  listen  with  great  at- 
tention, or  you'll  miss  the  rhymes.  I  did  so,  and  found 
them  pretty  exact.  George,  speaking  of  the  dead  Ossian, 
exclaimeth,  'Dark  arc  the  poet's  eyes.'  I  humbly  repre- 
s.':ited  to  him  that  his  own  eyes  were  dark,  and  many  a. 
living  bard's  besides,  and  recommended  '  Closed  are  the 
poet's  eyes.'  But  that  would  not  do.  I  found  there  was 
an  antithesis  between  the  darkness  of  his  eyes  and  the 
splendour  of  his  genius  ;  and  I  acquiesced." 


TO    MR.    COLBRIDOE. 

"Now  I  am  on  the  subject  of  poetry,  I  must  announce 
to  you,  who,  doubtless,  in  your  remote  part  of  the  island, 
have  not  heard  tidings  of  so  groat  a  blessing,  that  George 
Djer  hath  prepared  two  ponder 
and  criticism.  They  impend  ovi 
ened  to  fall  in  the  wint  Th 
sort  of  poetry,  except  p 
truly  original  prospect 
foisting  the  intention  i  b 
the  proposed  number 
you  a  copy  of  his  hand  )  H 
species  besides — the  S 
Akenaidish  more  esp 
criticism  ;  wherein  ho  d 
tion  of  the  literary  w 
reply  for  ever,  that  th    P 


ns  volumes  full 
the  town  and  a 

of  poetry 
re  threat- 

wh 

"     nS 

h 
h    p 
( 

b    k    nd 

get 
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ritua,  and  polishetT  by  Virgil  and  Pope — that  Gray  and 
Mason  {who  always  hunt  in  couples  in  George's  brain)  have 
a  good  deal  of  poetical  fire  and  true  lyric  genius — that  Cow- 
ley was  ruined  by  excess  of  wit  (a  warning  to  all  modems) 
— tliat  Charles  Lloyd,  Charles  Lamb,  and  William  Words- 
worth, in  later  days,  have  struck  the  true  chords  of  poesy. 
0  George,  George!  with  a  head  uniformly  wrong,  aud  a 
heart  uniformly  right,  that  I  had  power  and  might  equal 
to  my  wishes  :  then  would  I  call  the  gentry  of  thy  native 
island,  and  they  should  come  in  troops,  iloclsing  at  the  sound 
of  thy  prospectus-trumpet,  and  crowding  who  shall  be  first 
to  stand  in  thy  list  of  subscribers  !  I  can  only  put  twelve 
shillings  into  thy  pocket  {which,  I  will  answer  for  them, 
will  not  stick  there  long],  out  of  a  pocket  almost  as  hare  as 
thine.  Is  it  not  a  pity  so  much  fine  writing  should  bo 
erased  1  But,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  began  to  scent  that  I  was 
getting  into  that  sort  of  style  which  Longinus  and  Dionysius 
Halicarnassus  fitly  call '  the  affected.'  " 

Lamb's  apprehensions  of  the  recurrence  of  his  sister's 
malady  were  soon  realized.  An  old  juaid-servant  who  as- 
sisted her  in  the  lodging  became  ill ;  Miss  Lamb  inces- 
santly watched  the  death-bed  ;  and  just  as  the  poor  creature 
died,  was  again  seized  with  madness.  Lamb  placed  her 
under  medical  care ;  and,  left  alone,  wrote  the  following 
short  and  miserable  letter  : 


"  My  dear  Coleridge, — I  don't  know  why  I  write,  except 
from  the  propensity  misery  has  to  tell  her  griefs.  Hetty 
died  on  Friday  night,  about  eleven  o'clock,  after  eight  days' 
illness  ;  -Mary,  in  consequence  of  fatigue  and  anxiety,  is 
fallen  ill  again,  and  I  was  obliged  to  remove  her  yesterday. 
I  am  left  alone  in  a  house  with  nothing  but  Hetty's  dead 
body  to  keep  me  company.  To-morrow  1  bury  her,  and  then 
I  shall  be  quite  alone,  vrith  nothingbut  a  cat,  to  remind  me 
that  the  house  baa  been  full  of  living  beings  like  myself. 
■My  heart  is  quite  sunk,  and  I  don't  know  where  to  look  for 
relief.  Mary  will  get  better  again,  but  her  constantly  being 
liable  to  such  relapses  is  dreadful  ;  nor  is  it  the  least  of 
our  evils  .that  her  case  and  all  our  story  is  so  well  known 
around  us.  Wc  are  in  a  manner  marked.  Excuse  my 
troubling  you,  but  I  have  nobody  by  mc  to  speak  to  me.  I, 
slept  out  last  night,  not  being  able  to  endure  the  change 
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and  the  Etiilness.  But  I  did  not  sleep  wel],  and  I  ramt 
come  back  to  my  own  bed.  I  am  going  to  try  and  get  a 
friend  to  come  and  be  with  me  to-morrow.  I  am  complete- 
ly shipwrecked.  My  head  is  quite  bad.  I  almost  wish 
that  Mary  wore  dead.  God  bless  you.  Love  to  Sara  and 
Hartley. — Monday.  C.  Lamb." 

The  prospect  of  obtaining  a  residence  more  suited  to  the 
peculiar  exigencies  of  his  situation  than  that  which  he  then 
occupied  at  Pentonville,  gave  Lamb  comfort,  which  hO 
expressed  in  the  following  short  letter: 


"  Dear  Manning, — I  feel  myself  unable  to  thank  you  sufii' 
eiently  for  your  kind  letter.  It  was  doubly  acceptable  to 
me,  both  for  the  choice  poetry  and  the  kind,  honest  prose 
which  it  contained.  It  was  just  such  a  letter  as  I  should 
have  expected  from  Manning. 

"I  am  in  much  better  spirits  than  when  I  wrote  last.  I 
have  had  a  very  eligible  offer  to  lodge  with  a  friend  in 
town.  He  will  have  rooms  to  let  at  midsummer,  by  which 
time  I  hope  my  sister  will  be  well  enough  to  join  me.  It  is 
a  great  object  to  me  to  live  in  town,  where  we  shall  be 
much  more  private,  and  to  quit  a  house  and  a  neighbonrlioed 
where  poor  Mary's  disorder,  so  frequently  recurring,  has 
made  us  a  sort  of  marked  people.  We  can  be  nowhere 
private  except  in  the  midst  of  London.  We  shall  be  in  a 
family  where  we  visit  very  frequently  ;  only  my  landlord 
and  I  have  not  yet  come  to  a  conclusion.  He  has  a  partner 
to  consult,  I  am  still  on  the  tremble,  for  I  do  not  know 
where  wo  could  go  into  lodgings  that  would  not  be,  in 
many  respects,  highly  exceptionable.  Only  God  send  Mary 
well  again,  and  I  hope  ail  will  be  well !  The  prospect, 
such  as  it  is,  has  made  me  quite  happy.  I  have  just' time 
to  tell  you  of  it,  as  I  know  it  will  give  you  pleasure. 
Farewell.  C.  Lamb." 

■    Tbis  hope  was  accomplished,  as  appears  from  the  follow- 
ing letter : 


"  Dear  Coleridge, — Soon  after  I  wrote  to  you  last,  an 
offer  was  made  me  by  Gutch  (you  must  remember  him,  at 
Christ's — you  saw  him,  slightly,  one  day  with  Thomson  at 
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our  house) — to  come  and  lodge  with  him,  at  his  house  in 
Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane.  This  was  a  very 
comfortable  offer  to  me,  the  rooms  being  at  a  reasonably 
rent,  aud  including  the  use  of  an  old  servant,  besides  being 
infinitely  preferable  to  ordinary  lodgings  in  our  case,  as  you 
must  perceive.  As  Gutch  knew  all  our  story  and  the  per- 
petual liability  to  a  recurrence  in  my  sister's  disorder,  prob- 
ably to  the  end  of  her  life,  I  certainly  think  the  offer  very 
generous  and  very  friendly.  I  have  got  three  rooms  (in- 
cluding servant)  under  ^34  a  year.  Here  I  soon  found 
myself  at  home ;  and  here,  in  six  weeks  after,  Maty  was 
well  enough  to  join  me.  So  wo  are  once  more  settled.  I 
am  afraid  we  are  not  placed  out  of  t!ie  reach  of  future  in- 
terruptions. But  I  am  determined  to  take  what  snatches 
of  pleasure  we  can  between  the  acta  of  our  distressful 
drama.  ...  I  have  passed  two  days  at  Oxford,  on.  a  visit 
which  I  have  long  put  off,  to  Gutch's  family.  The  sight  of 
the  Bodleian  Library,  and,  above  all,  a  fine  bust  of  Bishop 
Taylor,  at  All  Souls',  were  paiticularly  gratifying  to  me ; 
unluckily,  it  was  not  a.  family  whore  I  could  take  Mary  with 
me,  and  I  am  afraid  there  is  something  of  dishonesty  in 
any  pleasures  I  take  without  her.  She  never  goes  anywhere. 
I  do  not  know  what  1  can  add  to  this  letter.  I  hope  you 
are  better  by  this  time ;  and  I  desire  to  be  affectionately 
remembered  to  Sarah  and  Hartley. 

"  I  expected  before  this  to  have  had  tidings  of  another 
little  philosopher.  Lloyd's  wife  is  on  the  point  of  favour- 
ing the  world. 

"  Have  you  seen  the  new  edition  of  Burns !  his  posthu- 
fnous  works  and  letters  !  I  have  only  been  able  to  procure 
the  first  volume,  which  contains  his  life — very  confusedly 
and  badly  written,  and  interspersed  with  dull  pathological 
and  merficai' discussions.  It  is  written  by  a  Dr.  Currie.  Do 
you  know  the  well-meaning  doctor?  Alas,  ae  sutor  ultra 
cTepidam ! 

"  I  hope  to  hear  again  from  you  very  soon.  Godwin  is 
gone  to  Ireland  on  a  visit  to  Grattan.  Before  he  went  I 
passed  much  time  with  him,  and  he  has  showed  me  partic- 
ular attention :  N.B. — A  thing  I  much  like.  Your  books 
are  all  safe  :  only  I  have  not  thought  it  necessary  to  fetch 
away  your  last  batch,  which  I  understand  arc  at  Johnson's, 
the  bookseller,  who  has  got  quite  as  much  room,  and  will 
take  as  much  care  of  them  as  myself — and  you  can  send  for 
lliem  immediately  from  bim. 

"  1  wish  yon  would  advert  to  a  letter  I  sent  you  at  tirass- 
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mere  about  Ciirjstabel,  and  comply  with  my  rcquert  co 
tained.  therein. 

"  Love  to  all  friends  round  Sldddaw.  C,  Lamb." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Miscelhiiieoiis  Lellcrs  lo  MnnniJi      Coleiilge   aiitl  WoMsworlli.— 1800 lo 

It  would  seem  from  the  letters  of  1 800  that  the  natural 
determination  of  Lamb  "  to  take  what  pleasure  he  could 
between  the  acts  of  his  distressful  drama"  had  led  him 
into  a  wider  circle  of  companionship,  aud  had  prompted 
sallies  of  wilder  and  broader  niirtli,  which  afterward  soft- 
ened into  delicacy,  retaining  all  its  whim.  Tiie  following 
passage,  which  concludes  a  letter  to  Manning,  else  occupied 
with  merely  personal  details,  proves  that  hia  apprehensions 
for  the  diminution  of  his  reverence  for  sacred  things  were 
not  wholly  unfounded,  while  amid  its  grotesque  espres- 
Bions  may  be  discerned  the  repugnance  to  liie  philosophical 
infidelity  of  some  of  his  companions  lie  retained  through 
life.  The  passage  may  perhaps  be  regarded  as  a  sort  of 
desperate  compromise  between  a  wild  gaiety  and  religious 
impressions  obscured  but  not  effaced ;  and  intimating  his 
disapprobation  of  infidelity,  with  a  melancholy  sense  of  his 
own  unworthincss  seriously  to  express  it. 

"  Coleridge  inquires  after  you  pretty  often.  I  wish  to  ba 
the  pander  to  btimg  you  together  again  once  before  I  die. 
When  we  die,  you  aud  I  must  part :  the  sheep,  you  know, 
take  the  right  hand,  and  the  goats  the  left.  Stripped  of 
its  allegory,  you  must  know,  the  sheep  are  /,  and  the  Apos- 
tles, and  the  Martyrs,  and  the  Popes,  and  Bishop  Taylor, 
and  Bishop  Horsley,  and  Coleridge,  &e.,&c. ;  the  goats  arc 
the  Atheists,  aud  the  Adulterers,  and  dumb  dogs,  and  God- 
win, and  M g,  and  that  Thyestjean  crew — yaw !  how 

ray  saintship  sickens  at  the  idea ! 

"  You  shall  have  my  play  and  the  Falstaff  letters  in  a 
day  or  two.     I  will  write  to  Lloyd  by  this  day's  po?t. 

"  God  bless  you.  Manning.  Talte  ray  trifling  as  trifiing : 
and  believe  me  sincerely  and  deeply  your  well-wisher  and 
friend,  C.  Lamb." 
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In  the  following  letter  Lamb's  fantastic  Bpirits  find  scope 
freely.,  though  in.  all  kindness,  in  the  peculiarities  of  the 
learned  and  good  George  Dyer ; 

TO    MR.   MANNING. 

"Augnsl22d.  1800. 

"  Dear  Manning, — You  needed  not  imagine  any  apology 
necessary.  Your  fine  hare  and  fine  birds  (which  just  now 
are  dangling  by  our  kitchen  blaze)  discourse  most  eloquent 
music  in  your  justification.  You  just  nicked  my  palate  ; 
for,  with  all  due  decorunl  and  leave  may  it  be  spoken,  my 
worship  hath  taken  physic  to-day,  and,  being  low  and  pul- 
ing, requireth  to  be  pampered.  -Foh !  how  beautiful  and 
strong  those  buttered  onions  come  to  my  nose.  For,  you 
must  know,  we  extract  a  divine  spirit  of  gravy  from  these 
materials,  which,  duly  compounded  with  a  consistence  of 
bread  and  cream  (y'clept  bread-sauce),  each  to  each,  giving 
double  grace,  do  mutually  illustrate  and  Bet  off  (as  skilful 
gold-foils  to  rare  jewels)  your  partridge,  pheasant,  wood- 
cock, snipe,  teal,  widgeon,  and  the  other  lesser  daughters 
of  the  ark.  My  friendship,  struggling  with  my  carnal  and 
fleshly  prudence  (which  suggests  that  a  bird  a  man  is  the 
proper  allotment  in  such  cases),  yearneth  sometimes  td 
have  thee  here  to  pick  a  wing  or  so.  I  question  if  your 
Korfolk  sauces  match  our  London  culinaric. 

"  George  Dyer  has  introduced  me  to  the  table  of  an 

agreeable  old  gentleman.  Dr.  A ,  who  gives  hot  legs  of 

mutton  and  grape  pies  at  his  sylvan  lodge  at  Isleworth, 
where,  in  the  middle  of  a  street,  he  has  shot  up  a  wall 
most  preposterously  before  his  small  dwelling,  which,  with 
the  circumstance  ofhis  taking  several  panes  of  glass  out  of 
bedroom  windows  (for  air),  causeth  his  neighbours  to  spec- 
ulate strangely  on  the  state  of  the  good  man's  pericranicks. 
Plainly,  he  lives  under  the  reputation  of  being  deranged. 
George  does  not  miad  this  circumstance ;  he  rather  likes 
him  the  better  for  it.  The  Doctor,  in  his  pursuits,  joins 
agricultural  to  poetical  science,  and  has  set  George's  brains 
mad  about  the  old  Scotch  writers,  Barbour,  Douglas's 
.^neid,  Blind  Harry,  &c.  We  returned  home  in  a  return 
post-chaise  (having  dined  with  the  Doctor),  and  George 
kept  wondering  and  wondering,  for  eight  or  nine  turnpike 
miles,  what  was  the  name,  and  striving  to  recollect  the 
name  of  a  poet  anterior  to  Barbour.  I  begged  to  know 
what  was  remaining  ofhis  works.  '  There  is  nothing  tx- 
taiit  of  his  works,  sir,  but,  by  all  accounts,  he  seems  to  have 
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liccri  a  fine  genius.'  This  fine  genius,  witliout  any  tiling 
to  show  for  it,  or  any  title  beyond  George's  courtesy,  with- 
out even  a  name,  and  Barbour,  and  Douglas,  and  Blind 
Harry  now  are  the  predominant  sounds  in  George's  pia 
mater,  and  their  buzzings  exclude  politics,  criticism,  and 
algebra — the  late  lords  of  that  illustrious  lumber-room. 
Mark,  he  has  never  read  any  of  these  bucks,  but  is  impa- 
tient till  he  reads  them  ail  at  the  Doctor's  suggestion.  Poor 
Dyer !  his  friends  should  be  careful  what  sparks  they  let 
fall  into  such  inflammable  matter. 

"  Could  I  have  my  will  of  the  heathen,  I  would  lock  him 
up  from  all  access  of  new  ideas  ;  I  would  exclude  all  crit- 
ics that  would  not  swear  me  first  (upon  their  Virgil)  that 
tliey  would,  feed  him  with  nothing  but  the  old,  safe,  famil- 
iar notions  and  sounds — the  rightful  aborigines  of  his  brain 
— Gray,  Akensidc,  and  Mason.  In  these  sounds,  reiterated 
as  often  as  possible,  there  could  be  nothing  painful,  nothing 
distracting. 

"  God  blesa  me  !  here  are  the  birds,  smoking  hot ! 

"  All  that  is  gross  and  unspiritual  in  me  rises  at  the 
sisht.  .      - 

"  Avaunt  friendship,  and  all  memory  of  absent  friends  I 
"  C.  Lamb." 

In  the  following  letter  the  exciting  subjects  of  Di.  A 

and  Dyer  arc  further  played  on  : 

"  August  aeth,  1800. 
"  George  Dyer  is  the  only  literary  character  I  am  happily 
acquainted  with ;  the  oftener  I  see  him  the  more  deeply  I 
admire  him.  He  is  goodness  itself.  If  I  could  but  calcu- 
late the  precise  date  of  his  death,  I  would  write  a  novel  on 
purpose  to  make  George  the  hero.  I  could  hit  him  oS'  to  a 
hair."  George  broughtaDr.A to  see  me.  The  Doc- 
tor is  a  very  pleasant  old  man,  a  great  genius  for  agricul- 
ture, one  that  ties  his  breeches-knees  with  packthread,  and 
boasts  of  having  had  disappointments  from  ministers.  The 
Doctor  happened  to  mention  aa  epic  poem  by  one  Wilkie, 
called  the  '  Epigoniad,'  in  which  he  assured  us  there  is  not 
one  tolerable  line  from  beginning  to  end,  but  all  the  char- 

"  This  passsga,  thus  far,  19  primed  In  the  former  Tolumes;  the  remain- 
der was  then  suppressed  (wilh  oilier  passages  noin  for  the  first  time  pub- 
lished) relating  tu  Mr.  Dyer,  lest  Ihej  iliould  give  psin  to  that  eii\el lent  j>er- 
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actera,  incidents,  &e.,  verbally  copipd  from  Homer.  George, 
who  had  been  sitting  quite  inattentive  to  the  Doctor's  crit- 
icism, no  sooner  heard  the  sound  of  Homer  strike  his  peri- 
cranicks,  than  up  he  gets,  and  declares  he  must  see  that 
■poem  immediately :  where  was  it  to  be  had  ?  An  epic 
poem  of  8000  lines,  and  he  not  hear  of  it !  .  There  must  ho 
some  things  good  in  it,  and  it  was  necessary  he  should 
see  it,  for  ho  had  touched  pretty  deeply  upon  that  subject 
in  his  criticisms  on  the  Epic.  George  has  touched  pretty 
deeply  upon  the  Lyric,  I  find  ;  he  has  also  prepared  a  dis- 
sertation on  the  Drama,  and  the  comparison  of  the  I 
and  German  theatres.  As  I  rather  doubted  his  competen 
to  do  the  latter,  knowing-  that  his  peculiar  lura  lies  in  ttie 
lyric  species  of  composition,  I  questioned  tleorge  what  Eng- 
lish plays  he  had  read.  1  found  that  he  had  read  Shak- 
speare  (whom  he  calls  an  original,  but  irregular  genius), 
but  it  was  a  good  while  ago  ;  and  he  has  dipped  into  Rowe 
and  Otway,  I  suppose  having  found  their  names  in  'John- 
son's Ijives'  at  full  length;  and  upon  this  slender  ground 
he  has  undertaken  the  task.  He  never  seemed  even  to 
have  heard  of  Fletcher,  Ford,  Marlowe,  Massinger,  and  the 
worthies  of  Dodsley'a  Collection;  but  he  is  to  read  all 
these,  to  prepare  him  for  bringing  out  his  '  Parallel'  in  the 
winter.  I  find  ho  is  also  determined  to  vindicate  Poetry 
from  the  shackles  which  Aristotle  and  some  others  have 
imposed  upon  it,  which  is  very  good-natured  of  him,  and 
very  necessary  just  now!  Kow  I  am  toaching  so  deeply 
upon  poetry,  can  I  forget  that  1  have  just  received  from 

D a  magnificent  copy  of  his  Guinea  Epic,     Four-and- 

twenty  Books  to  read  in  the  dog-days !     I  got  as  far  as  the 

Mad  Monk  the  first  day,  and  fainted.     Mr.  D 's  genius 

strongly  points  him  to  the  Pastoral,  buthis  inchnations  di- 
vert hrmperpetttally  from  his  caDing.  He  imitates  Southey, 
as  Eowe  did  Shakspeftre,  with  his  '  Good-morrow  to  ye, 
good  master  Lieutenant.'  Instead  of  a  man,  a  woman,  a 
daughter,  he  constantly  writes  one  a  man,  one  a  woman, 
on^  his  daughter.  Instead  of  the  king,  Ihe  hero,  he  con- 
stantly writes  he  the  king,  ho  the  hero — two  flowers  of 

rhetoric  palpably  from  the  '  Joan.'     But  Mr.  D soars  a 

higher  pitch  ;  and  when  he  is  original,  it  is  in  a  moat  orig- 
inal way  indeed,  His  terrific  scenes  are  indefatigable. 
Serpents,  asps,  spiders,  ghosts,  dead  bodies,  staircases  made 
of  nothing,  with  adders'  tongues  for  bannisters — Good  Heav- 
en !  what  a  brain  he  must  have.  He  puts  as  many  plums 
in  his  pudding  as  my  grandmother  used  to  do ;  and  then 
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his  emerging  from  hell's  hoirors  into  light,  and  treading  on 
pure  flats  of  this  earth — for  twenty-three  Books  together ! 
"C.  L.- 

The  followng  letter,  ohviously  ■written  about  the  same 
time,  pursues  the  same  theme.     There  is  eome  irrita  ' 
in  it;  but  even  that  is  curious  enough  to  prevent  the 
cision  of  the  reproduced  paseages  : 


"  Dear  Manning, — I  am  going  to  ask  a  favour  of  you,  and 
am  at  a  loss  how  to  do  it  in  the  most  delicate  manner.  For 
this  purpose  I  have  been  looking  into  Pliny's  Letters,  who 
is  noted  to  have  had  the  best  grace  in  begging  of  all  the 
ancients  (I  read  him  in.  the  elegant  translation  of  Mr.  Mel- 
moth),  but  not  finding  any  case  there  exactly  similar  with 
mine,  I  am  constrained  to  beg  in  ray  own  barbarian  way. 
To  come  to  the  point,  then,  and  hasten  into  the  middle  of 
things :  have,  you  a  copy  of  your  Algebra  to  give  away  ? 
I  do  not  ask  it  for  myself;  I  have  too  much  reverence  for 
the  Black  Arts  ever  to  approach  thy  circle,  illustrious  Tris- 
megist !  But  that  worthy  man  and  excellent  poet,  George 
Dyer,  made  me  a  visit  yesternight,  on  purpose  to  borrow 
one,  supposing,  rationally  enough,  I  must  say,  that  you  had 
made  me  a  present  of  onebe&re  this,  the  omission  of  which 
I  take  to  have  proceeded  oniy  from  negligence ;  but  it  is  a 
fault.  I  could  lend  him  no  assistance.  You  must  know 
he  is  just  now  diverted  from  the  pursuit  of  the  Bell  Let- 
ters by  a  paradox,  which  he  has  heard  his  friend  Frend* 
(that  learned  mathematician)  maintain,  that  the  negative 
quantities  of  mathematicians  were  meriE  nugte,  things  scarce- 
ly in  rerum  natura,  and  smacking  too  much  of  mystery  for 
gentlemen  of  Mr.  Frend's  clear  Unitarian  capacity.  How- 
ever, the  dispute  once  set  a  going,  has  seized  violently  on 
George's  pericianick  ;  and  it  is  necessary  for  his  health  that 
he  should  speedily  come  to  a  resolution  of  his  doubts. ,  He 
goes  about  teasing  his  friends  with  his  new  mathematics  ; 
he  even  frantically  talks  of  purchasing  Manning's  Algebra, 
which  shows  him  far  gone,  for,  to  my  knowledge,  he  has 
not  been  master  of  seven  shillings  a  good  time.  George's 
pockets  and 's  brains  are  two  things  in  nature  which 

•  Mr,  Frend,  many  years  the  Aclnary  of  the  Book  Insurance  Office,  in 
early  life  the  fhnmpion  of  Uoilaiianism  at  Cambl-idge,  the  object  of  a  grent 
University's  cliapleaauro  ;  in  short,  the  "village  Hampden"  nf  Ihe  day, 
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do  not  abhor  a  vacuum.  .  ,  .  Kow,  if  you  could  step  in,  in 
this  trembling  suspense  of  Lis  reason,  and  he  should  find 
on.  Saturday  morning,  lying  for  him  at  the  Porter's  Lodge, 
Cliflbrd's  Inn — his  safest  address — Manning's  Algebra,  with 
a  neat  manusoriptioain  the  blank  leaf,  running  thus, 'FiioM 
THE  Author  !'  it  might  save  his  wits,  and  restore  the  un- 
happy author  to  those  studies  of  poetry  and  criticism,  which 
ate  at  present  suspended,  to  the  infinite  regret  of  the  whole 
literary  world.  N.B. — Dirty  books,  smeared  leaves,  and 
dngs'  ears  wili  be  rather  a  recommendation  thaii  other- 
wise. W.B. — He  must  have  the  book  as  soon  as  possible, 
or  nothing  can  withhold  him  from  madly  purchasing  the 
book  on  tick.  ,  .  .  Then  shall  we  see  him  sweetly  restored 
to  the  chair  of  Longinus — to  dictate  ja  smooth  and  modest 
phrase  the  laws  of  verse  ;  to  prove  that  Theocritus  first  iu- 
ttoduced  the  Pastoral,  and  Virgil  and  Pope  brought  it  to  its 
perfection  ;  that  Gray  and  Mason — who  always  hunt  in 
couples  in-  George's  brain — have  shown  a  great  deal  of  po-' 
etical  fire  in  their  lyric  poetry;  that  Aristotle's  rules  are 
not  to  be  servilely  followed,  which  George  has  shown  to 
have  imposed  great  shackles  upon  modern  genius.  His 
poems,  I  find,  are  lo  consist  of  two  vols.— reasonable  octa- 
vo ;  and  a  third  hook  will  exclusively  contain  criticisms,  in 
which  he  asserts  he  has  gone  pretty  deeply  into  the  ^aws  of 
blank  verse  and  rhyme— epic  poetry,  dramatic  and  pastoral 
ditto — all  which  is  to  come  out  before  Christmas.  But, 
above  all,  he  has  touched  most  deeply  upon  the  Drama,  com- 
paring the  English  with  the  modem  German  stage,  their 
merits  and  defects.  Apprehending  that  his  studies  (not  to 
mention  his  turn,  which  I  take  to  be  chiefly  towards  the 
lyrical  poetry)  hardly  qualified  him  for  these  disquisitions, 
I  modestly  inquired  what  plays  he  had  read.  I  found  by 
George's  reply  that  he  had  read  Shakspeare,  but  that  was 
a  good  while  since  :  he  calls  him  a  great  but  irregular  ge- 
nius, which  I  think  to  he  an  original  and  just  remark. 
(Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Massinger,  Ben  Jonson,  Shirley, 
Marlowe,  Ford,  and  the  worthies  of  Dodsley's  Collection — 
he  confessed  he  had  read  none  of  them,  but  professed  his 
inlnnlion  of  looking  through  them.all,  so  as  to  be  able  to 
loiiek  upon  them  in  his  book.)  So  Shakspeare,  Otway,  and, 
I  believe,  Kowe,  to  whom  he  was  naturally  directed  by 
Johnson's  Lives,  and  these  not  read  lately,  are  to  stand  him 
in  stead  of  a  general  knowledge  of  the  subject,  God  bless 
his  dear  absurd  head ! 

"  By-the-by,  did  I  not  write  you  a  letter  with  something 
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about  an  invitation  in  it  ?  but  let  that  pass  ;  I  suppose  it  is 
not  agreeable. 

"  N.B. — It  woiild  not  be  amiss  if  you  were  to  accompany 
yoMT present  with  a  dissertation  on  negative  quantitiee. 
"C.  L.- 

The  "  Algebra"  amved  ;  and  Lamb  wrote  the  following- 
invitation,  in  hope  to  bring  !he  author  and  the  presentee 
together. 


"  George  Dyer  is  an  Archimedes,  and  an  Archimagus, 
and  a  Tycho  Brahe,  and  a  Copernicus ;  and  thou  art  the 
darling  of  the  Wine,  and  midwife  to  their  wandering  babe 
also !  We  take  tea  with  that  learned  poet  and  critic  on 
Tuesday  night,  at  half  past  iivo,  in  his  neat  library ;  the  re- 
past will  be  light  and  Attic,  with  criticism.  If  thou  couldst 
contrive  to  wheel  up  thy  dear  carcase  on  the  Monday,  and 
after  dining  with  us  on  Iripc,  calves'  kidneys,  or  what- 
ever else  the  Comncopia  of  St.  Clare  may  he  willing  to 
pour  out  on  the  occasion,  might  we  not  adjourn  together  to 
the  Heathen's — thou  with  thy  Black  Backs,  and  I  with 
some  innocent  volume  of  the  Bell  Letters,  Sbenstone  or  the 
like  :  it  would  make  him  wash  his  old  flannel  gown  (that 
has  not  been  washed,  to  my  knowledge,  since  it  has  been 
Ai* — oh,  the  long  time  !)  with  tears  of  joy.  Thou  shouldst 
settle  his  scruples,  and  unravel  his  cobwebs,  and  sponge 
off  the  sad  stuff  that  weighs  upon  hia  dear  wounded  pia 
mater ;  thou  shouldst  restore  light  to  hia  eyes,  and  him  to 
his  friends  and  the  public ;  Parnaasus  should  shower  her 
civic  crowns  upon  thee  for  saving  the  wits  of  a  citizen !  I 
thought  I  saw  a  lucid  interval  in  George  the  other  night : 
he  broke  in  upon  my  studies  just  at  tea-time,  and  brought 

with  him  Dr.  A ,  an  oldgentlemanwho  ties  his  breeches' 

knees  with  packthread,  and  boasts  that  he  has  been  disap- 
pointed by  ministers.  The  Doctor  wanted  to  see  me;  for 
I  being  a  poet,  he  thought  I  might  furnish  him  with  a  copy 
of  veraes  to  suit  his  Agricultural  Magazine.  The  Doctor, 
in  the  course  of  the  conversation,  mentioned  a  poem  called 
the  '  Epigoniad,'  by  one  "Wilkie,  an  epic  poem,  in  which 
there  is  not  one  tolerable  good  line  all  through,  but  every 
incident  and  speech  borrowed  from  Homer.  George  had 
been  sitting  inattentive,  seemingly,  to  what  was  going  on 
— hatching  .of  negative  quantities — when,  suddenly,  the 
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name  of  bis  old  frkad,  Homer,  etung  his  petiei-aniekB,  and, 
jumping  upi  he  begged  to  know  where  he  coutil  meet  with 
Wilkie's  works.  '  It  was  a  cuiious  fact  that  there  shoMid 
be  such  an  epic  poem  and  he  not  know  of  it ;  and  he  must 
get  a  «opy  of  it,  as  he  was  going  to  touch  pretty  deeply 
upon  the  eubject  of  the  Epic ;  and  he  was  Bure  there  must 
be  some  things  good  in  a  poem  of  8000  lines!'  I  was 
pleased  with  this  transient  return  of  his  reason  and  recur- 
rence to  his  old  ways  of  thinking :  it  gave  me  great  hopes 
of  a  recoTery,  which  nothing  but  your  book  can  completely 
insure.  Pray  cemo  on  Monday,  if  you  can,  and  stay  your 
own  time.  I  have  a  good  large  room,  with  two  beds  in  it, 
in  the  handsomest  of  which  thou  shait  repose  a-nights,  and 
dream,  of  Spheroides.  I  hope  you  will  understand  by  the 
nonsense  of  this  letter  that  I  am  not  melancholy  at  the 
thoughts  of  thy  coming  :  ,1  thought  it  necessary  to  add  this, 
because  you  love  precision.  Take  notice  that  our  stay  at 
Dyer's  will  not, exceed  eight  o'clock,  after  which  our  pur- 
suits will  be  our  own.  But,  indeed,  1  think  a  little  recrea- 
tion among  the  Bell  Letters  and  poetry  will  do  you  some 
service  in  the  interval  of  severer  studies.  I  hope  we  shall 
fully  discuss  with  {ieorge  Dyer  what  I  have  never  yet 
heard  done  to  my  satisfaction,  the  reason  of  Dr.  Johnson's 
malevolent  strictures  on  the  higher  species  of  the  Ode." 


"  Ueiremijer  27lh,  1800. 

"  At  length  George  Dyer's  phrenesis  has  come  to  a  crisis; 
he  is  raging  and  furiously  mad.  1  waited  upon  the  Hea- 
then Thursday  was  a  se'nnight ;  the  first  symptom  which 
struck  my  eye  and  gave  me  incontrovertible  proof  of  the 
fatal  truth  was  a  pair  of  nankeen  pantaloons  four  times  too 
big  for  him,  which  the  said  Heathen  did  pertinaeiouely  af- 
firm to  be  new. 

"  They  were  absolutely  ingrained  with  the  accumulated 
dirt  of  ages  ;  but  he  atSrmed  them  to  be  clean.  Ho  was 
going  to  visit  a  lady  that  was  nice  about  those  things,  and 
that's  the  reason'  he  wore  nankeen  that  day.  And  then 
he  danced,  and  capered,  and  fidgeted,  and  pulled  up  his 
pantaloons,  and  bugged  his  intolerable  flannel  vestment 
closer  about  his  poetic  loins  ;  anon  he  gave  it  loose  to  the 
zephyrs  which  plentifully  insinuate  their  tiny  bodies 
17* 
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through  every  crevice,  door,  window,  or  wainscot,  express- 
ly formed  for  the  exclusion  of  such  impertiiients.  Then 
he  cauglit  at  a  proof-sheet,  and  catcheil  up  a  laundresa'a 
hill  instead — made  a  dart  at  Bloomlield's  Poems,  and  threw 
them  in  agony  aside.  I  could  not  bring  him  to  one  direct 
reply  ;  he  could  not  maintain  his  jumping  mind  in  a  right 
line  for  the  tithe  of  a  moment  by  ClLfibrd's  Inn  clock.  He 
must  go  to  the  printer's  immediately — the  most  unlucky 
accident — he  had  struck  off  five  hundred  impressions  of  his 
Poems,  which  were  ready  for  delivery  to  suhscribets,  and 
the  Preface  must  all  be  expunged ;  there  were  eighty  pages 
of  Preface,  and  not  till  that  morning  had  he  discovered  that 
in  the  very  first  page  of  said  Preface  he  had  set  out  with  a 
principle  of  Criticism  fundamentally  wrong,  which  vitiated 
all  his  following  reasoning;  the  Preface  must  be  expunged, 
although  it  cost  him  £30,  the  lowest  calculation,  taking  in 
paper  and  printing '.  In  vain  have  his  real  friends  remon- 
strated against  this  Midsummer  madness.  George  is  as 
obstinate  as  a  Primitive  Christian,  and  wards  and  parries 
off  all  our  thrusts  with  one  imanawerable  fence — '  Sir,  it's 
of  great  consequence  that  the  VMrld  is  not  misled !' 

"  I've  often  wished  I  lived  in  the  Golden  Age,  before 
doubt,  and  propositions,  and  corollaries  got  into  the  world. 

N'ow,  as  Joseph  D ,  a  Bard  of  Kature,  sings,  going  up 

Malvern  Hills, 

'  How  sleep !  how  pninful  ihe  ascent ; 
It  needs  the  evidence  ofcloii  ded-aclion 
To  know  Ihat  ever  I  shall  gain  the  toii.' 

Yon  must  know  that  Joe  is  lame,  so  that  he  had  some  rea- 
son for  so  singing.  These  two  lines,  1  assure  you,  are  taken 
totidem  Uteris  from  a  very  popular  poem.  Joe  is  also  an 
Epic  Poet,  as  well  as  a  Descriptive,  and  has  written  a  tra- 
gedy, though  both  both  his  drama  and  epopoiea  are  strictly 
descriptive,  and  chiefly  of  the  Beauties  of  Nature,  for  Joe 
thinks  man  with  all  his  passions  and  frailties  not  a  proper 
subject  of  the  Drama.  Joe's  tragedy  hath  the  following 
surpassing  speech  in  it.  Some  king  is  told  that  his  enemy 
has  engaged  twelve  archers  to  come  over  in  a  boat  from 
an  enemy's  country  and  waylay  him;  he  thereupon  pa- 
thetically exclaims, 


D read  two  or  three  acts  out  to  lis,  very  gravely  on 

both  sides  till  he  came  to  this  heroic  touch,  and  then  he 
asked  what  we  laughed  at,     I  had  no  more  muscles  that 
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day.  A  poet  that  choo 
but  a  limited  power  o 
his  authority  ceases." 

The  following  letter,  written  sometime  in.  1801,  shows 
that  Lamb  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  occasional  employ- 
ment as  a  writer  of  epigrams  for  newspapers,  by  which  ho 
added  something  to  his  slender  income.  The  disparaging 
reference  ta  Sit  James  Mackintosh  must  not  be  taken  as 
expressive  of  Lamb's  deliberate  opinion,  of  that  distin- 
guished person.  Mackintosh,  at  this  time,  was  in  great 
disfavour,  for  his  supposed  apostasy  from  the  principles  of 
his  youth,  with  Lamb's  philosophic  friends,  whose  minds 
were  of  a  temperament  less  capable  than  that  of  the  author 
of  the  Vindicia  GaUiece  of  being  diverted  from  abstract  the- 
ories of  liberty  by  the  crimes  and  sufferings  ■which  then 
attended  the  great  attempt  to  reduce  them  to  practice. 
Lamb,  through  life  utterly  indifferent  to  polities,  was  al- 
ways ready  to  take  part  with  hia  friends,  and  probably 
scouted,  with  them,  Mackintosh  a 

TO    MR. 

"1801. 

"  Dear  Manning, — I  have  forborne  writing  so  long  (and 
BO  have  you,  for  the  matter  of  that),  until  I  am  almost 
ashamed  either  to  write  or  to  forbear  any  longer.  But  as 
your  silence  may  proceed  from  some  worse  cause  than  neg- 
lect— from  illriess,  or  some  misliap  which  may  have  be- 
fallen you,  I  begin  to  be  anxious.  You  may  have  been 
burnt  out,  or  you  may  have  married,  or  you  may  have  bro- 
ken a  limb,  or  turned  country  parson ;  any  of  these  would 
be  excuse  sufficient  for  not  coming  to  my  supper.  I  afu 
not  BO  unforgiving  as  the  nobleman  in  Saint  Mark.  For 
me,  nothing  new  has  happened  to  me,  unless  that  the  poor 
Albion  died  last  Saturday  of  the  world's  neglect,  and  with 
it  the  fountain  of  my  puns  is  choked  up  for  ever. 

"  All  the  Lloyds  wonder  that  you  do  not  write  to  them. 
They  apply  to  me  for  the  cause.  Relieve  me  from  this 
weight  of  ignorance,  and  enable  me  to  give  a  truly  oracular 
response. 

"  I  have  been  confined  some  days  with  swelled  cheek 
and  rheumatism — they  divide  and  govern  me  with  a  vice- 
roy-headache in  the  middle.  I  can  neither  write  nor  read 
without  great  pain.  It  must  be  something  like  obstinacy 
that  I  choose  this  time  to  write  to  you  in  after  many  months 
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"  I  will  close  my  letter  of  simple  inquiry  with  an  epi- 


__ ij,  unci  wisely  ht   „ 

I'his  thou  may'st  do  nt  last,  yet  much  1  doubt, 
ir  thou  hast  any  Bewils  lo  gush  out !' 

f'  Yours,  as  ever,  C.  Lamb." 

Some  sportive  extravagance,  which,  however  inconsiEt- 
ent  with  Lamh's  early  sentiments  of  reverent  piety,  was 
very  far  from  indicating  an  irreligious  purpose,  seems  to 
have  given  offence  to  Mr,  Walter  Wilson,  and  to  have  in- 
duced the  following  letter,  illustrative  oftho  writer's  feel- 
ings at  tliis  time  on  the  most  momentous  of  all  subjects  : 

TO   MR.  WALTER   WILSON. 

■'  Angast  Utti,  1801. 

"  Dear  Wilson, — I  am  extremely  sorry  that  any  serious 
difference  should  subsist  between  ns,  on  account  of  some 
foolish  behaviour  of  mine  at  Richmond ;  you  knew  me 
■well  enough  before,  that  a  very  little  liquor  will  cause  a 
considerable  alteration  in  me. 

"  I  beg  you  to  impute  my  conduct  solely  to  that,  and  not 
to  any  deliberate  intention  of  offending  yon,  from  whom  I 
have  received  so  many  friendly  attentions.  I  know  that 
you  think  a  very  important  difierence  in  opinion  with  re- 
spect to  some  more  serious  subjects  between  us  makes 
me  a  dangerous  companion  ;  but  do  not  rashly  infer,  from 
some  slight  and  light  expressions  which  I  may  have  made 
use  of  in  a  moment  of  levity,  in  your  presence,  without  suf- 
ficient regard  to  your  feelings — do  not  conclude  that  I  am 
an  inveterate  enemy  to  all  religion.  I  have  had  a  time  of 
seriousness,  and  I  have  known  the  importance  and  reality 
of  a  religious  belief.  Latterly,  I  acknowledge,  much  of  my 
J  gone  off,  whether  from  new  company,  or 
e  other  new  associations  ;  but  I  still  retain  at  bottom  a 
11  of  the  truth,  and  a  certainty  of  the  usefulness  of 
religion.  I  will  not  pretend  to  more  gravity  or  feeling  than 
I  at  present  possess  ;  my  intention  is  not  to  persuade  you 
that  any  great  alteration  is  probable  in  me ;  sudden  con- 
verts are  superficial  and  transitory  ;  I  only  want  you  to  be- 
lieve that  I  have  stamina  of  seriousness  within  me,  and 
that  I  desire  nothing  more  than  a  return  of  that  friendly 
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intercourse  'which  used  to  subsist  between  us,  but  'which 
my  folly  has  suspended. 

"  Believe  me,  very  aiTectionately  yours,  C.  Lamb." 

In  1803  Coleridge  visited  London,  and  at  his  departure 
left  the  superintendence  of  a  new  edition  of  his  poems  to 
Lamb.  The  follo'wiug  letter,  written  in  reply  to  one  of 
Coleridge's,  giving  a  mournful  account  of  his  journey  to  the 
nortk  with  an  old  man  and  Uis  influenza,  refers  to  a  splen- 
did smoking-cap  which  Coleridge  had  worn  at  their  even- 
ing meetings ; 


"April  13th.l803. 

"  My  dear  Coleridge,— Things  have  gone  on  better  with 
me  since  you  left  me.  I  expect  to  have  my  old  house- 
keeper home  again  in  a  'week  or  two.  She  has  mended 
most  rapidly.  My  health,  too,  has  been  better  since  you 
took  away  that  Montero  rap.  I  have  left  off  Oayenned  eggs 
and  such  bolsters  to  discomfort.  There  'was  death  in  that 
cap.  I  mischievously  wished  that  by  some  inauspicious 
jolt  the  whole  contents  might  be  shaken,  and  the  coach  set 
an  fire  ;  for  you  said  they  had  that  property.  How  the  old 
gentleman,  who  joined  you  at  Grantham,  would  have  clapt 
■his  hands  to  his  knees,  and  not  knowing  but  it  'was  an  im- 
mediate visitation  of  heaven  that  burnt  him,  how  pious  it 
would  have  made  him — him,  I  mean,  that  brought  the  in- 
fluenza with  him,  and  only  took  places  for  one — an  old  sin- 
ner ;  he  must  have  known  what  he  had  got  with  him '. 
However,  I  wish  the  cap  no  harm  for  the  saki,  of  the  head 
it  jits,  and  could  be  content  to  see  it  d  sfip,  ire  mj  healthy 
sideboard  again. 

"  "What  do  you  think  of  smoking  '  I  want  your  sober, 
average,  noon  opinion  of  it.  I  generally  am  eating  my  din- 
ner about  the  time  I  should  determine  it. 

"  Morning  is  a  girl,  and  can't  smoke — she's  no  evidence 
one  way  or  the  other ;  and  Night  is  so  bought  over,  that  he 
can't  he  a  very  upright  judge.  May  he  the  truth  is  that 
one  pipe  is  wholesome  ;  two  pipes  toothsome  ;  three  pipes 
noisome  ;  four  pipes  fulsome  ;  five  pipes  quarrelsome,  and 
that's  the  sum  on't.  But  that  is  deciding  rather  upon  ^hyme 
than  reason.  .  .  .  After  all,  our  instincts  may  behest.  Wine, 
I  am  sure,  good,  mellow,  generous  Port,  can  hurt  nobody, 
unless  those  who  take  it  to  excess,  which  they  may  easily 
avoid  if  they  observe  the  rules  of  temperance. 

"  Bless  you,  old  sophist,  who  next  to  human  nature  taught 
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mo  all  the  corruption  I  was  capable  of  knowing.'  And 
bless  your  Montero  cap,  and  your  trail  {which  shall  come 
after  you  whenever  yon  appoint),  and  your  wife  and  chil- 
dren.— Pipos  especially. 

"When  shall  we  two  Bmokc  again?  Last  nif^ht  I  had 
been  in  a  sad  quandary  of  spirits,  in  what  they  call  the 
evening,  bnt  a  pipe,  and  some  generous  Port,  and  King  Lear 
(being  alone),  had  their  effects  as  solaoers.  I  went  to  bed 
pot-valiant.  By  the  way,  may  not  the  Ogles  of  Somerset- 
shire bo  remotely  descended  from  King  Lear!        C.  L."  . 


"Mary  sends  love  from  home. 

"  1803. 
"  Dear  0., — I  do  confess  tliat  I  have  not  sent  your  books 
ns  I  ought  to  hove  done ;  but  you  know  how  the  human 
free-will  is  tethered,  and  that  we  perform  promises  to  our- 
selves no  better  than  to  our  friends.  A  watch  is  come  for 
you.  Do  you  want  it  soon,  or  shall  I  wait  till  some  one 
travels  your  way  ?  Yo«,  like  me,  I  Euppose,  reckon  the 
lapse  of  time  froni  the  waste  thereof,  as  boys  let  a  cock  run 
to  waste ;  too  idle  to  stop  it,  and  rather  amused  with  see- 
ing it  drihble.  Your  poems  have  begun  printing ;  Long- 
man sent  to  me  to  arrange  them,  the  old  and  the  new  to- 
gether. It  seems  you  have  left  it  to  him ;  so  I  classed 
them,  as  nearly  as  I  could,  according  to  dates.  First,  after 
the  Dedication  (which  must  march  first),  and  which  I  have 
transplanted  from  before  the  Preface  (which  stood  like  a 
dead  wall  of  prose  between),  to  be  the  first  poem — then 
comes  '  The  Pixies,'  and  the  things  most  juvenile— then  on 
'  To  Chatterton,'  &c. — on,  lastly,  to  the  '  Ode  on  the  De- 
parting Year,'  and  'Musings'  —  which,  finish.  Longman 
wanted  the  Ode  first,  but  the  arrangement  I  have  made  is 
precisely  that  marked  out  in  the  Dedication,  following  the 
order  of  time.  I  told  Tiongman  I  was  sure  that  you  would 
omit  a  good  portion  of  the  first  edition.  I  instanced  sev- 
eral sonnets,  &c. — but  that  was  not  bis  plan,  attd,  as  you 
have  done  nothing  in  it,  all  I  could  do  was  to  arrange  'em 
on  the  snpposition  that  all  were  to  bo  retained.  A  few  I 
positively  rejected ;  such  as  that  of  The  Thimble,' and  that 
of '  Flicker  and  Flicker's  wife,'  and  that  not  in  the  manner 
of  Spenser,  which  you  yourself  had  stigmatized — and  'The 
Man  of  Ross'— I  doubt  whether  I  should  this  last.  It  is 
not  too  lato  to  save  it.  The  first  proof  is  only  just  come. 
1  have  been  forced  to  call  that  Cupid's  Elixir, '  Kisses.'    It 
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Etands  in  your  Erst  volume  as  an  EiTuEicin,  eo  that,  instead 
of  prefixing  the  Kiss  to  that  of'  One  KisB,  deaT  Maid,'&c., 
I  have  ventured  to  entitle  it '  To  Sara.'  I  am  aware  of  the 
nicety  of  changing  even  so  mere  a  trifle  as  a  title  to  so 
short  a  piece,  and  subverting  old  associations  ;  but  two  call- 
ed'KiEses'-w  uld  ha  b  n  absolutely  ludicrous,  and  '  Ef- 
fusion' is  no  n  m  a  id  th  e  poems  come  close  together. 
I  promise  yo  n  1 1  alt  ne  word  in  any  poem  -whatever, 
but  to  take  j  «  la  t  t  t  where  two  are.  Can  you  Eend 
any  wishes  I  ut  tl  b  k?  Longman,  I  think,  should 
have  settled  w  th  j  hut  it  Eeema  you  have  left  it  to 
him.     Wxite  j  n  possibly  can ;  for,  without 

making  myself  responsible,!  feel  myself,  in  some  sort,  ac- 
cessary to  the  selection,  which  I  am  to  proof-correct ;  but 
I  decidedly  said  to  Biggs  that  I  was  sure  you  would  omit 
more.  Those  I  have  positively  ruhted  oil'  I  can  swear  to 
individually  (except  the 'Man  of  Koss,' which  is  too  familiar 
in  Pope),  but  no  others — you  have  your  cue.  For  my  part, 
I  had  rather  all  the  Juvenilia  were  kept — memoriis  causa. 

"  Eobert  Lloyd  has  written  me  a  masterly  letter,  contain- 
ing a  character  of  his  father  ;  see  how  diiferent  from  Charles 
he  views  the  old  man !  {Literatim.)  '  My  father  smokes, 
repeats  Homer  in  Greek,  and  Virgil,  and  is  learning,  when 
from  business,  with  all  the  vigour  of  a  young  man,  Italian. 
He  is  really  a  wonderful  man.  He  mixes  public  and  pri- 
vate business,  the  intricacies  of  disordering  life  with  his 
religion  and  devotion.  No  one  more  rationally  enjoys  the 
romantic  scenes  of  nature,  and  the  chit-chat  and  little  va- 
garies of  his  children ;  and,  though  surrounded  with  an 
ocean  of  affairs,  the  very  neatness  of  his  moat  obscure  cup- 
board in  the  house  passes  not  unnoticed.  I  never  knew 
any  one  view  with  such  clearness,'  nor  so  well  satisfied 
with  things  as  they  are,  and  make  such  allowance  for  things 
which  must  appear  perfect  Syriac  to  him.'  By  the  last  he 
means  the  Lloydisms  of  the  younger  branches.  His  por- 
trait of  Charles  (exact  as  far  as  he  has  had  opportunities 
of  noting  him)  is  most  exquisite.  '  Charles  is  become  steady 
as  a  church,  and  as  straightforward  as  a  Roman  Koad.  It 
would  distract  him  to  mention  anything  that  was  not  as 
plain  as  sense ;  he  seems  to  have  run  the  whole  scenery 
of  life,  and  now  rests  as  the  formal  precisian  of  non-exist- 
ence.' Here  is  geniu^  I  think,  and  'tis  seldom  a  young 
man,  a  Lloyd,  looks  at  a  father  (so  differing)  with  such  good 
nature  while  he  is  alive.     Write — 

"I  am  in  post-haste,  C.  Lamb. 

"  Lovo,  Sic.,  to  Sara,  P.,  and  H."' 
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The  nest  letter,  containing  a  farther  aecmnt  of  LlUnb's 
Buperinteodence  of  the  new  edition,  bears  the  date  of  Sat- 
urday, 27th  May,  1803. 

TO   WR.  COLERIDGE. 

'  My  dear  Coleridge, — The  date  of  my  last  was  one  day 
prior  to  the  receipt  of  your  letter,  full  of  foul  omens.  1 
explain,  lest  you  should  have  thought  mine  too  light  a  re- 
ply  to  such  sad  matter.  1  seriously  hope  by  this  time  yon 
have  given  up  all  thoughts  of  journeying  to  the  green  Isl- 
ands of  the  Blest — voyages  in  time  of  war  are  very  preca- 
tioua — or,  at  least,  that  you  will  take  them  in  your  way  to 
the  Azores.  Ptay  be  careful  of  this  letter  till  it  has  done 
its  duty,  for  it  is  to  inform  you  that  1  have  booked  off  your 
watch  (laid  in  cotton  like  an  untimely  &uit],  and  with  it 
Condillac,  and  all  other  books  of  yours  which  wera  left 
here.  These  will  set  out  on  Monday  next,  the  29th  May, 
by  Kendal  wagon,  from  White  Horse,  Cripplegato.  You 
wUl  make  seasonable  inquiries,  for  a  watcli  mayn't  come 
your  way  again  in  a  hurry.  1  have  been  repeatedly  after 
Tobin,  and  now  hear  that  he  is  in  the  country,  not  to  return 
till  middle  of  June^  I  will  take  care  and  see  bim  with  the 
earliest.  But  cannot  you  write  pathetically  to  him,  enforc- 
ing a  speedy  mission  of  your  books  for  literary  purposes  ? 
He  is  too  good  a  retainer  to  Literature  to  let  her  interests 
suffer  through  his  default.  And  why,  in  the  name  of  Beel- 
zebub, are  your  books  to  travel  from  Barnard's  Inn  to  the 
Temple,  and  thence  circuitously  to  Cripp legate,  when  their 
business  is  to  take  a  short  cnt  down  Holborn  Hill,  up  Snow 
do.,  on  to  Wood-street,  &c.  ?  The  former  mode  seems  a 
sad,  superstitious  subdivision  of  labour.  Well!  the 'Man 
of  Ross'  is  to  stand;  Longman  begs  for  it;  the  printer 
stands  with  a  wet  sheet  in  one  hand  and  a  useless  Pica  in 
the  other,  in  fears,  pleading  for  it ;  I  relent.  Besides,  it 
was  a  Salutation  poem,  and  has  the  mark  of  the  beast '  To- 
bacco' upon  it.  Thus  much  I  have  done ;  I  have  swept  off 
the  lines  about  widows  and  prpkans  in  second  edition,  which 
(if  you  remember)  you  most  awkwardly  and  illogically 
caused  to  be  inserted  between  two  Tfo,Xo  the  great  breach 
and  disunion  of  said  Ifs,  which  now  meet  again  (as  ia  first 
edition),  like  two  clever  lawyers  arguing  a  case.  Another 
reason  for  subtracting  the  pathos_  was,  that  the  '  Man  of 
Rhjss'  is  too  familiar  to  need  telling  what  ho  did,  especially 
in  worse  lines  than  Pope  told  it,  and  it  now  stands  simply 
as  'llcRcetions  at  an  Inn  about  a  known  Character,'  and 
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sucking  an  old  Btciiy  into  an  accommixlatioii  with,  ptesent 
feelings.  Here  ia  no  breaking  spears  with  Pope,  but  a 
new,  independent,  and  really  a  very  pretty  poem.  In.  fact, 
'tia  as  I  used  to  admire  it  in  the  first  volume,  and  I  have 
even  dared  to  restore 

'Beneath  lliis  roof  iflhy  cheei'J  momenls  pass.' 

'Chcer'd'iaaaad  general  word. 'ui'ne-cieerV  I'm  sure  you'd 
give  me,  if  I  had  a  speaking- trumpet  to  sound  to  you  300 
miles.  But  I  am  your  _/adofum,  and  that,  save  in  tbia  in- 
stance, which  is  a  single  case,  and  I  can't  get  at  you,  shall 
be  next  to  &fac-nihU — at  mogt  a.  facsimile.  1  have  ordered 
'  Imitation  of  Spenser"  to  be  restored  on  Wordsworth's  au- 
thority ;  and  now,  all  that  you  will  miss  will  be  '  Flicker  and 
Flicker's  Wife,'  'The  Thimble,'  ' Breathe,  (fear  hamuiiiisC,' 
and  I  believe, '  The  Child  that  was  fed  with  Manna.'  Anoth- 
er volume  will  clear  off  all  your  Anthologic  Moming-Postian 
Epistolary  Miscellanies ;  but  pray  don't  put  '  Christabel' 
therein ;  don't  let  that  sweet  maid  come  forth  attended 
with  Lady  Holland's  mob  at  her  heels.  Let  there  bo  a 
separate  volumo  of  Tales,  Choice  Tales,  '  Ancient  Mari- 
ners,' Sec.  C.  Lamb." 

The  following  is  the  fragment  o{  a  letter  (part  being  lost) 
on  the  re-appearance  of  the  Lyrical  Ballads,  in  two  vol- 
umes, and  Eiddressed 

TO  MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"  Thanks  for  your  letter  and  present.  1  had  already  bor- 
rowed your  second  volume.  What  most  please  me  are 
'  The  Song  of  Lucy ;'  Simon's  sickly  daughter,  in  '  The  Sex- 
ton,' niade  me  cry.  Next  to  these  are  the  description  of  the 
continuous  echoes  in  the  story  of '  Joanna's  Laugh,'  where 
the  mountains,  and  all  the  scenery,  absolutely  seem  alive ; 
and  that  fine  Shakspearian  character  of  the  '  happy  manj 
in  the  '  Brothers,' 

'  That  creeps  about  ihe  fields, 
Fnllowing  his  fancies  by  the  hour,  to  hiing 
Tears  down  his  cheek,  or  solitary  smiles 
Into  his  fave,  until  the  setting  sun 
Wiite  Fool  upon  hia  forehead  !' 

I  will  mention  one  more— the  delicate  and  curious  feeling 
in  the  wish  for  the '  Cumberland  Beggar,'  that  he  may  have 
about  him  the  melody  of  birds,  although  he  hear  them  not 
Here  the  mind  knowingly  passes  a  fiction  upon  herself,  first 
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Bobstituting  Iicr  own  feelings  for  the  Beggar's,  and  in  the 
same  breath  detecting  the  fallacy,  will  not  part  with  the 
wish.  The  '  Poet's  Epitaph'  is  disfigured,  to  my  taste,  by 
the  common  satire  upon  parsons  and  lawyers  in  the  begin- 
ning, and  the  coarse  epithet  of  '  pin-point'  in  the  sixth 
stanza.  Al!  the  rest  is  eminently  good,  and  your  own.  I 
will  just  add  that  it  appears  to  me  a  fault  in  the  '  Beggar,' 
that  the  instructions  conveyed  in  it  are  too  direct,  and  like 
a  lecture  :  they  dont  slide  into  the  mind  of  the  reader 
while  he  is  imagining  no  such  matter.  An  intelligent' 
leader  finds  a  sort  of  insult  in  being  told,  '  I  will  teach  you 
how  to  think  upon  this  subject.'  This  fault,  if  I  am  right, 
is  in  a  ten-thousandth  worse  degree  to  be  found  in  Sterne, 
and  many,  many  novelists  and  modern  poets,  who  contipu- 
ally  put  a  sign-post  up  to  show  where  you  are  to  feel.  They 
set  out  with  assuming  their  readers  to  be  stupid  ;  very  dif- 
ferent from  '  Robinson  Crusoe,'  '  The  Vicar  of  Wakeneld,' 
'Roderick  Random,'  and  other  beautiful,  bare  narratives. 
There  is  implied  an  unwritten  compact  between  author 
and  reader ;  '  I  will  tell  you  a  story,  and  I  suppose  you  will 
understand  it.'  Modern  novels,  '  St.  Leons'  and  the  like, 
axe  full  of  such  flowers  as  these — '  Let  not  my  readers  sup- 
pose,' '  Imagine,  if  you  can,  modest!' &c.  I  will  here  have 
done  with  praise  and  blame.  I  have  written  so  much,  only 
that  you  may  not  think  I  have  passed  over  your  book  with- 
out observation 1  am  sorry  that  Coleridge  has  christ-. 

ened  his  '  Ancient  Marinere' '  a  Poet's  Reverie ;'  it  is  as  bad 
as  Bottom  the  Weaver's  declaration  that  he  is  not  a  lion, 
but  only  the  scenical  representation  of  a  lion.  "What  new 
idea  is  gained  by  this  title  but  one  subversive  of  all  credit 
— which  the  tale  should  force  upon  ns — of  its  truth ! 

For  me,  I  was  never  so  affected  with  any  human  tale. 
After  first  reading  it,  I  was  totally  possessed  of  it  for  many 
days.  I  dislike  all  the  miraculous  part  of  it,  but  tho  feel- 
ings of  a  man  under  the  operation  of  such  scenery  dragged 
me  along  like  Tom  Pipes's  magic  whistio.  I  totally  differ 
from  your  idea  that  the  'Marinere'  should  have  had  a 
character  and  profession.  This  is  a  beauty  in  '  Gulliver  s 
Travels,'  where  the  mind  is  kept  in  a  placid  state  of  little 
wonderments  ;  b«t  the  '  Ancient  Marinere'  undergoes  such 
trials  as  overwhelm  and  bury  all  individuality  or  memory 
of  what  he  was — like  the  state  of  a  man  in  a  bad  dream, 
one  terrible  peculiarity  of  which  is  that  all  conscionsness 
of  personality  is  gone.  Your  other  observation  ifl,  I  think 
as  well,  unfounded :  tho  '  Maxineie,'  from  being  Conversant 
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in  snpernatural  events,  ]tas  acqiiired  a  Bupernatural  and 
straAge  cast  oi phrase,  eye,  appearance,  &c.,  which  frighten 
the '  wed  ding- guest.'  You  will  excuse  my  remarks,  because 
I  am  hurt  and  vexed  that  you  ghould  tliink  it  necessary, 
with  a  prose  apology,  to  open  the  eyes  oi'  dead  men  that 
cannot  sec. 

"To  sum  up  a  general  opinion  of  the  second  vohi me,  I 
do  not  feel  any  one  poem  in  it  so  forcibly  as  the  '  Ancient 
Marinere,'  the"'  Mad  Mother,'  and  the  '  Lines  at  Tintem  Ab- 
bey' in  the  first." 

The  following  letter  was  addressed,  on  the  28th  of  Sep- 
tember, 1805,  when  Lamb  was  bidding  his  generous  farewell 
to  tobaoco,  to  Wordsworth,  then  living  in  noble  poverty  with 
his  sister  in  a,  cottage  by  (irasmere,  which  is  as  sacred  to 
some  of  his  old  admirers  as  even  Shakspeare's  House. 

TO   Mn.  WOUDSWORTK. 

"  My  dear  'Wordsworth  (or  Dorothy  rather,  for  to  you  ap- 
pertains the  biggest  part  of  this  answer  by  right),  I  will  not 
again  deserve  reproach  by  so  long  a  silence.  1  have  kept 
deluding  myself  with  the  idea  that  Mary  would  write  to 
you,  but  she  is  so  lazy  (or  I  believe  the  true  state  of  the 
case,  so  diffident),  that  it  must  revert  to  me,  as  usual; 
though  she  writes  a  pretty  good  style,  and  has  some  notion 
of  the  force  of  words,  she  is  not  always  so  certain  of  the 
true  orthography  of  them ;  and  that,  and  a  poor  handwrit- 
ing (in  this  age  of  female  calligraphy),  often  deters  her, 
where  no  other  reason  does.' 

"  Wc  have  neither  of  ua  been,  very  well  for  some  weeks 
past.  I  am  very  nervous,  and  she  most  so  at  those  times 
when  I  am ;  so  that  a  merry  friend,  adverting  to  the  noble 
consolation  we  were  able  to  afford  each  other,  denominated 
us,  not  unaptly,  Gum-Boil  and  Tooth-Ache,  for  they  used 
to  say  that  a  gum-boil  is  a  great  relief  to  a  tooth-ache. 

"  We  have  been  two  tiny  excursions  this  sumnier  for 
three  or  four  days  each,  to  a  place  near  Harrow,  and  to  Eg- 
Itam,  where  Cooper's  Hill  is  ;  and  that  is  the  total  history 
of  our  rustications  this  year.  Alas  !  how  poor  a  round  to 
Skiddaw,  and  Helvellyn,  and  Borrowdale,  and  the  magnifi- 
cent sesquipedaiia  of  the  year  1802.  Poor  old  Molly!  to 
have  lost  her  pride,  that '  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds,'  and 
hiT  eow.  Fate  need  not  have  set  her  wits  to  such  an  old 
Molly.     1  am  heartily  sorry  for  her.     Kemember  us  lov- 
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ingly  to  hiT ;  and  iu  particular  remembi?i:  us  to  Mrs.  Clarfc- 
Eaii  in  the  most  kind  manner. 

"  I  hope,  hy  '  southwards,'  you  mean  that  she  will  be  at 
or  near  London,  for  b!io  is  a  great  favourite  of  both  of  ua, 
and  we  feel  for  her  health  as  much  aa  possible  for  any  one 
to  do.  She  is  one  of  the  friendliest,  comfortable  at  women 
we  know,  and  made  our  little  stay  at  your  cottage  ona  of 
the  pleasantest  limes  we  ever  past,  liVe  were  quite  stran- 
gers to  het.  Mr.  C.  is  with  you  too  ;  our  kindest  separate 
remembrances  to  him.  As  to  our  special  affairs,  I  am  look- 
ing about  me.  I  have  done  nothing  since  the  beginning 
of  last  year,  when  I  lost  my  newspaper  job,  and  having  had 
a  long  idleness,  I  must  do  something,  or  we  shall  get  very 
poor,  yometimes  I  think  of  a  farce,  but  hitherto  all 
scJiemeshave  gone  olT;  an  idle  brag  or  two  of  an  evening, 
vapouring  out  of  a  pipe,  and  going  off"  in  the  morning;  lut 
now  I  have  Vii  farewell  to  my  '"sweet  enemy,'  Tobacco,  as 
yon  will  SCO  in  my  next  page,*  I  shall  perhaps  set  nobly  to 
work.     Hang  work ! 

"  I  wish  that  all  the  year  were  holiday  ;  1  am  sure  that 
indolence  —  indefeasible  indolence  —  is  the  true  state  of 
man,  and  busineas  the  invention  of  tho  old  Teazer,  whose 
interference  doomed  Adam  to  an  apron  and  set  him  a  hoe- 
ing. Pen  and  ink,  and  clerks  and  desks,  were  the  refine- 
ments of  this  old  torturer  some  thousand  years  after,  under 
pretence  of '  Commerce  allying  distant  shores,  Promoting 
and  difl'uaing  knowledge,  good,'  &c.,  if'O, 

"  Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb." 


CHAPTER  V. 

Letters  lo  Hazliti,  etc.— [1805  to  1B1(1.1 

About  the  year  1805,  Lamb  was  introduced  to  one  whose 
society  through  life  was  one  of  his  chief  pleasures — the 
great  critic  and  thinker,  "William  Hazlitt — who,  at  that  time, 
scarcely  conscious  of  his  own  literary  powers,  was  striving 
hard  to  become  a  painter.     At  the  period  of  the  following 
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letter  (which  is  "Sated  15th  Match,  1806),  Hazlitt  was  re- 
siding with  his  father,  a  Unitarian  minister,  at  "Wem. 

TO  MR.  HAZUTT. 

"  Dear  H. — I  am  a  little  surpriaed  at  iko  letter  from  you. 
This  day  week,  to  wit,  Saturday,  the  8th  of  March,  1806, 1 
book'd  oiTby  the  Wem  coach,  Bull  and  Mouth  Inn,  directed 
to  you,  at  the  Hev.  Mr.  HazUtt's,  A'^'^em,  Shropehire,  a  parcel 
containing,  besides  a  book,  ko-,  a  rare  print,  which  I  take 
to  be  a  Titian;  begging  the  said  W.  U.  to  acknowledge 
the  receipt  thereof;  which  he  not  having  done,  I  conclude 
the  said  parcel  to  be  lying  at  the  inn,  and  may  be  lost ;  for 
which  reason,  lest  you  may  be  a  Wales-hunting  at  this  in- 
stant, I  have  authorized  aay  of  your  family,  whosoever  first 
gets  this,  to  open  it,  that  so  precious  a  parcel  may  not  moul- 
der away  for  want  of  looking  after.  What  do  you  in  Shrop- 
shire when  so  many  fine  pictures  are  a-going  a-going  every 
day  in  London?  Monday  1  visit  the  Marquis  of  Lans— 
downe'a,  in  Berkeley  Square.  Catalogue  2s.  6d.  Leonar- 
dos in  plenty.  Some  other  day  this  week,  I  go  to  see  Sir 
Wm.  Toung's,  in  Stratford  Place.  Hulse's,  of  Blackheath, 
are  also  to  be  sold  this  month,  and  in  May,  the  first  private 
collection  in  Europe,  Welhore  Ellis  Agar's.  ,  And  there  are 
you  perverting  !Nature  in  lying  landscapes,  filched  from  old 
rusty  Titians,  such  as  I  can  scrape  up  here  to  send  you, 
with  an  additament  from  Shropshire  nature  thrown  in  to 
make  the  whole  look  unnatural.  I  am  afraid  of  your  mouth 
watering  when  1  tell  you  that  Manning  and  I  got  into  An- 
gerstein'a  on  Wednesday.  Mort  Dieu  !  Such  Claudes  ! 
Four  Claudes  bought  for  more  than  £10,000  (those  who 
talk  of  Wilson  being  equal  to  Claude  are  either  m^nly  ig- 
norant or  stupid) ;  one  of  these  was  perfectly  miraculous. 
AVhat  colours  short  aibonafide  sunbeams  it  could  be  paint- 
ed in,  I  am  not  earthly  colourman  enough  to  say  ;  but  I  did 
not  think  it  had  been  in  the  possibility  of  things.  Then, 
a  music-piece  by  Titian — a  thousand  pound  pictuire — five 
figiires  standing  behind  a  piano,  the  sixth  playing ;  none 
of  the  heads,  as  M.  observed,  indicating  great  men,  or  af- 
fecting it,  but  so  sweetly  disposed  ;  all  leaning  separate 
ways,  but.  so  easy,  like  a  flock  of  some  divine  shepherd ; 
the  colouring,  Uke  the  economy  of  the  picture,  .ao  sweet  and 
harmonious — as  good  as  Shakspeare's  'Twelfth  Kight' — 
almost,  that  is.  It  will  give  you  a  love  of  order,  and  cure 
you  of  restless,  fidgetty  passions  for  a  week  after  —  more 
musical  tliau  the  rnusie  which  it  would,  but  cannot,  yet  in 
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a  manner  docs,  show.  I  have  no  room  for  the  reEt.  Let 
me  Bay,  Angetstein  sits  in  a  room — his  study  (only  that  and 
the  library  are  shown),  when  he  writes  a  common  letter,  as 
I  am  doing,  surrounded  with  twenty  pictures  worth  £60,000, 
"What  a  luxury !  Apicins  and  Heliogabalus,  hide  your  di- 
minished heads '.     Yours,  my  dear  paiater,       C.  Lamb." 

Hazlitt  married  Miss  Sarah  Stoddart,  sister  of  the  present 
Sir  John  Stoddart,  who  became  very  intimate  with  Lamb 
and  his  sister.  To  her  Lamh,  on  the  1 1  tli  December,  ]  806, 
thus  communicated  the  failure  of  "Mr.  H." 


"  Don't  mind  this  being  a  queer  letter.  I  am  in  haste, 
and  taken  up  by  visitors,  condolers,  &:c.     God  bless  you. 

"  Dear  Sarah,— Marj'  is  a  little  cut  at  the  ill  snccess  of 
'  Mr.  H.'  which  came  out  last  night,  and  failed.  I  know 
■you'll  be  sorry,  but  never  mind.  We  are  determined  not 
to  he  cast  down,  I  am  goilig  to  leave  off  tobacco,  and  then 
we  must  thrive.     A  smoking  man  must  write  smoky  farces, 

"Mary  is  pretty  well,  but  1  persuaded  her  to  let  me  write. 
"VVe  did  not  apprise  you  of  the  coming  out  of '  Mr.  H.'  for 
fear  of  ill  luck.  You  were  much  better  out  of  the  house. 
If  it  had  taken,  your  partaking  of  our  good  luck  would  have 
been  one  of  our  greatest  joys.  As  it  is,  we  shall  expect  you 
at  the  time  you  mentioned.  But,  whenever  you  come,  you 
shall  be  most  welcome.     God  bless  you,  dear  Sarah. 

"  Yours,  most  truly,  C.  L. 

"Mary  is  by  no  means  unwell,  but  1  made  her  let  me 

The  following  13  Lan.b'a  account  of  the  same  calamity. 


"  Mar)' 'a  love  to  all  of  you — I  wouldn't  let  her  write. 

"  Dear  "Wordsworth, — '  Mr.  H.'  came  out  last  night,  and 
failed.  1  had  many  fears  ;  the  subject  was  not  substantial 
enough.  John  Bull  must  have  solider  fare  than  a  leller. 
"We  are  pretty  stout  about  it ;  have  had  plenty  of  condoling 
friends ;  but,  after  all,  we  had  rather  it  should  have  suc- 
ceeded. YoH  will  see  the  prologue  in  most  of  the  morning 
papers.  It  was  received  with  such  shouts  as  I  never  wit- 
nessed to  a  prologue.  It  was  attempted  to  he  encored. 
How  hard ! — a  thing  I  did  merely  as  a  task,  because  it  was 
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wanted,  and  set  no  great  store  by  ;  and  '  Mr.  H.' ! !  The 
quantity  of  friends  we  had  in  the  house — my  brother  and 
I  being  in  pnblio  offices,  &c.— was  astonishing,  but  they 
yielded  at  last  to  a  few  hisses. 

"A  hundred  hisses!  (Hang  the  word,  I  wrile  it  like 
kisses — howdLfierent !) — a  hundred  hisses  outweigh  a  thou- 
sand claps.  The  former  come  more  directly  from  the  heart. 
Well,  'tis  withdrawn,  and  there  is  an  end. 

"  Better  luck  to  us,  C.  Lamb. 

ITnTtiaver.l 

"P.S. — Pray,  when  any  of  you  write  to  the  Clarksons, 
give  our  kind  loves,  and  say  we  shall  not  be  able  to  come 
and  see  them  at  Christmas,  as  I  shall  have  but  a  day  or 
two,  and  tell  them  we  bear  our  mortification  pretty  weU." 

About  this  time  Miss  Lamb  sought  to  contribute  to  her 
brother's  scanty  income  by  presenting  the  plots  of  some  of 
Shakspeare's  plays  in  prose,  with  the  spirit  of  the  poet's 
genius  interfused,  and  many  of  his  happiest  expressions 
preserved,  in  which  good  work  Lamb  assisted  her ;  though 
he  always  insisted^  as  he  did  in  reference  to  "  Mrs.  Leices- 
ter's School,"  that  her  portions  were  the  best.  The  fol- 
lowing letter  refers  to  some  of  those  aids,  and  gives  a  plea- 
sant instance  of  that  shyness  in  Hazlitt,  which  he  never 
quite  overcame,  and  which  afforded  a  striking  contrast  to 
the  boldness  of  his  published  thoughts. 


"  Mary  is  just  stuck  fast  in  '  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well.' 
She  complains  of  having  to  set  forth  so  many  female  char- 
acters in  boys'  clothes.  She  begins  to  think  that  Shak- 
speare  must  have  wanted — Imagination.  I,  to  encourage 
her,  for  she  often  faints  in  the  prosecution  of  her  great 
work,  flatter  her  with  telling  her  how  well  such  a  play  and 
such  a  play  is  done,  liut  she  is  stuck  fast,  and  I  have  been 
obliged  to  promise  to  assist  her.  To  do  this,  it  will  he 
necessary  to  leave  off" tobacco.  But  I  had  some  thoughts 
of  doing  that  before,  for  I  sometimes  think  it  does  not  agree 
with  me.  yf.  Hazlitt  is  in  town.  I  took  him  to  see  a  very 
pretty  gill,  professedly,  where  there  were  two  young  girls 
— the  very  head  and  sum  of  the  girlery  was  two  young  girls 
— they  neither  laughed,  nor  sneered,  nor  gi^l^d,  nor  whis- 
pered— but  they  were  young  girls — and  he  sat  and  frowned 
blacker  and  blacker,  indignant  that  there  should  be  such  a 
thing  US  youth  and  beauty,  till  he  tore  mo-  away  before  sup- 
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per,  in  perfect  misery,  and  owned  he  could  not  tear  youn^ 
girls  ;  they  drove  liim  mad.  So  I  took  him  home  to  my  old 
nurse,  where  he  recovered  perfect  tranquillity.  Independ- 
ent of  this,  and  as  I  am  not  a  young  girl  myself,  he  is  a 
great  acquisition  to  us.  He  is,  rather  imprudently  I  think, 
printing  a  political  pamphlet  on  his  own  account,  and  will 
have  to  pay  for  the  paper,  &c.  The  first  duty  of  an  author, 
I  take  it,  is  never  to  pay  any  thing.  But  non  cuivts  eontigit 
adire  Corinliium.  The  managers,  I  thank  my  stars,  have 
Bettled  that  question  for  me.    yours  truly,         C.  Lamb." 

Hazlitt,  coming  to  reside  in  town,  hecama  a  frequent 
guest  of  Lamb's,  and  a  hrilliant  ornament  of  the  parties 
which  Lamb  now  began  to  collect  on.  Wednesday  evenings. 
He  seema,  in  the  beginning  of  1808,  to  have  sought  soli- 
tude in  a  little  inn  on  Salisbury  Plain,  to  which  he  became 
deeply  attached,  and  which  he  has  associated  with  some 
of  his  profoundest  meditations ;  and  some  fantastic  letter, 
in  the  nature  of  a  hoax,  having  puzzled  his  father,  who  ex- 
pected him  at  "Wem,  caused  some  inquiries  of  Lamb  respect- 
ing the  painter's  retreat,  to  which  he  thus  replied  in  a  lot- 

THE    R.i;v.  Jin.  HAZLITT. 

"  Temple,  18th  February,  1808. 

"  Sir,— I  am  truly  concerned  that  any  mistake  of  mine 
should  have  caused  you  uneasiness,  but  I  hope  we  have 
got  a  c!ue  to  William's  absence,  which  may  clear  up  all 
apprehensions.  The  people  where  he  lodges  in  town  have 
received  direction  from  him  to  forward  some  linen  to  a 
place  called  Winterslow,  in  the  county  of  Wilts  (not  far 
from  Salisbury),  whore  the  lady  lives  whose  cottage,  pic- 
tured upon  a  card,  if  you  opened  my  letter  you  have  doubt- 
less seen,  and  though  we  have  had  no  explanation  of  the 
mystery  since,  we  shrewdly  suspect  that  at  the  time  of 
writing  that  letter  which  has  given  you  all  this  trouble,  a 
certain  son  of  yours  (who  is  both  painter  and  author)  was 
at  her  elbow,  and  did  assist  in  framing  that  very  cartoon 
which  was  sent  to  amuse  and  mislead  us  in  town,  as  to  the 
real  place  of  his  destination. 

"  And  some  words  at  the  hack  of  the  said  cartoon,  which 
we  had  not  marked  so  narrowly  before,  by  the  similarity 
of  the  handwriting  to  William's,  do  very  much  confirm  the 
suspicion.  If  our  theory  be  right,  they  have  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  their  jest,  and  I  am  afraid  yOu  have  paid  for  it  in 
anxiety. 
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"  But  I  hope  your  uneasiness  will  now  be  removed,  and 
you  will  pardon  a  EUspenae  occasioned  by  Love,  who  does 
so  many  worse  mischiefs  every  day. 

"  The  letter  to  the  people  where  William  lodges  says, 
moreover,  that  he  shall  be  in  town  in  a  fortnight. 

"  My  sister  joins  in  respects  to  you  and  Mrs.  Hazlitt,  and 
in  our  kindest  remembrances  and  wishes  for  the  restoratioa 
of  Peggy's  health, 

"I  am,  sir,  your  humble  servant,  C.  Lamb.' 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hazlitt  afterward  took  up  fheir  temporary 
abode  at  Wiuterslow,  to  which  place  Miss  Lamb  addressed, 
the  following  letter,  containing  interesting  details  of  her 
own  and  her  brother's  life,  and  illustrating  her  own  gentle 
character : 

TO    MRS.  HAZLITT. 

"December  lOili,  1808. 

"  My  dear  Sarah, — I  hear  of  you  from  your  brother,  but 
you  do  not  write  yourself,  nor  does  Hazlitt.  I  beg  that  one 
or  both  of  you  will  amend  this  fault  as  speedily  as  possible, 
for  I  am  very  anxious  to  hear  of  your  health.  I  hope,  as 
you  say  nothing  about  your  fall  to  your  brother,  you  are  per- 
fectly recovered  from  the  effects  of  it. 

"  You  cannot  think  how  very  much  we  miss  you  and  H. 
of  a  Wednesday  evening — all  the  glory  of  the  night,  I  may 
Bay,  is  at  an  end.  Phillips  makes  his  jokes,  and  there  is 
no  one  to  applaud  him ;  Rickman  rtrgues,  and  there  is  no 
one  to  oppose  him. 

"  The  worst  miss  of  all  to  me  is,  that  when  we  are  in 
the  dismals  there  is  now  no  hope  of  relief  from  any  q^uar- 
ter  whatsoever.  Hazlitt  was  most  brilliant,  most  orna- 
mental, as  a  "Wednesday-man,  but  he  was  a  more  useful 
one  on  common  days,  when  he  dropped  in  after  a  quarrel  or 
a.  fit  of  the  glooms.  The  Sheffington  is  quite  out  now,  my 
brother  having  got  merry  with  claret  and  Tom  Sheridan. 
This  visit,  and  the  occasion  of  it,  is  a  profound  secret,  and 
therefore  I  tell  it  to  nobody  bui  you  and  Mrs.  Reynolds. 
Through  the  medium  of  Wroughton,  there  came  an  invita- 
tion and  proposal  from  T.  8.,  that  C.  L.  should  write  some 
scenes  in  a  speaking  pantomime,  the  other  parts  of  which 
Tom  now,  and  his  father  formerly,  have  manufactured  be- 
tween them.  So  in  the  Chnstmas  holidays  my  brother, 
and  his  two  great  associates,  we  expect  will  be  all  three 
damned  together ;  that  is,  I  mean  if  Charles's  share,  which 
is  done  and  sent  in,  is  accepted. 
Vo^.  1.— 18 
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"  I  left  this  unfinished  yesterday,  in  the  hope  that  my 
brother  would  have  done  it  for  me.  His  reason  for  refus- 
ing me  was  '  no  exquisite  reason,'  for  it  was  because  he 
must  write  a  letter  to  Manning  in  three  or  four  weeks,  and 
therefore  '  he  could  not  he  always  writing  letters,'  he  said. 
I  wanted  him  to  tell  your  husband  about  a  great  work 
which  Godwin  is  going  to  publish  to  enlighten  the  world 
once  more,  and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  make  out  what  it  is. 
He  (dodwin)  took  his  usual  walk  one  evening,  a,  fortnight 
since,  to  the  end  of  Hatton  Garden  and  back  again.  During 
tliat  walk  a  thought  came  into  his  mind,  which  he  instantly 
"sat  down  and  improved  upon  till  he  brought  it,  in  seven  or 
eight  days,  into  the  compass  of  a  reasonable -sized  pamphlet. 

"  To  propose  a  subscription  to  all  weil-disposed  people  to 
raise  a  curtain  sum  of  money,  to  be  expended  in  the  care 
of  a  cheap  momitnent  for  the  former  and  the  future  great 
dead  men ;  tlie  monument  to  be  a  white  cross,  with  a  wood- 
en slab  at  the  end,  telling  their  names  and  qualifications. 
This  wooden  slab  and  white  cross  to  be  perpetuated  to  tlie 
end  of  time  ;  to  survive  the  fall  of  empires,  and  the  destruc- 
tion of  cities,  by  means  of  a  map,  which,  in  case  of  an  in- 
surrection among  the  people,  or  any  other  cause  by. which 
a  city  or  country  may  be  destroyed,  was  to  be  carefully  pre- 
served ;  and  then,  when  things  got  again  into  their  usual 
order,  the  white-oioss -wood  en- slab -makers  were  to  go  to 
work  again  and  set  the  wooden  slabs  in  their  former  places. 
This,  as  nearly  as  I  can  teil  you,  is  the  sum  and  aubttance 
of  it;  but  it  is  written  remarkably  well — in  his  very  best 
manner — for  the  proposal  (which  seems  to  me  very  like 
throwing  salt  on  a  sparrow's  tail  to  catch  him)  occupies  but 
half  a  page,  which  is  followed  by  very  fine  writing  on  the 
benefit  he  conjectures  would  follow  if  it  were  done  ;  very 
excellent  thoughts  on  death,  and  our  feelings  concerning 
dead  friends,  and  the  advantages  an  old  country  has  over  a 
new  one,  even  in  tlie  slender  memorials  we  have  of  great 
men  who  once  flourished. 

"  Charles  is  come  home  and  wants  his  dinner,  and  so  th« 
dead  men  must  be  no  more  thought  of.  Tell  ns  how  you 
go  on,  arid  how  you  like  Winterslow  and  winter  evenings, 
Knowles  has  not  yet  got  back  again,  but  he  is  in  better 
spirits.  John  HazJitt  was  here  on  Wednesday.,  Our  love 
to  Hazlitt.     Yours  aiTcctionately,  ,    M.  Lamb. 


to  this  letter  C^harles  added  the  folloi 
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"  There  came  this  morning  a  printed  prospectus  from  '  S. 
T.  Coleridge,  Grasmere,'  of  a  iveekly  paper,  to  be  called 
'  The  Friend  ;'  a  flaming  prospectus.  I  have  no  time  to 
give  the  heads  of  it.  To  commence  first  Saturday  in  Jan- 
uary. There  came  also  notice  of  a  turkey  from  Mr.  Clark- 
eon,  which  I  am  more  sanguine  in.  expecting  the  accom- 
pliehment  of  thaa  I  am  of  Coleridge's  prophecy. 

"0.  Lamb." 

During  the  next  year  Lamb  and  hia  sister  produced  their 
charming  little  book  of  "  Poetry  for  Children,"  and  removed 
from  Mitre  Court  to  those  rooms  in  Inner  Temple  Lane — 
most  dear  of  all  their  abodes  to  the  memory  of  their  ancient 
friends — where  first  I  knew  them.  The  change  produced 
its  natural  and  sad  effect  on  Miss  Lamb,  during  whose  ab- 
sence Lamb  addressed  the  following'  various  letter 


"  Lear  Coleridge, — I  congratulate  you  on  the  appes 
of  The  Friend.'  Your  jirst  number  promises  well,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  the  succeeding  numbers  will  fulfil  the  prom- 
ise. I  had  a  kind  letter  from  you  some  time  since,  which 
I  have  left  unanswered.  I  am  also  obliged  to  you,  I  be- 
lieve, for  a  review  in  the  Annual,  am  I  not  ?  .  The  Monthly 
Ke  view  sue  era  at  me, and  asks  '  if  Comus  isnotg'oorfeneug'A 
for  Mr.  Lamb  V  because  I  have  said  no  good  serious  dramas 
have  been  written  since  the  death  of  Charles  the  First,  ex- 
cept '  Samson  Agonistes  ;'  so  because  they  do  not  know,  or 
won't  remember,  that  Comus  was  written  long  before,  I  am 
to  be  setdown  as  anundervaiuer  of  Milton.  0,  Coleridge! 
do  kill  those  reviews,  or  they  will  kill  us  ;  kill  all  we  hke  ! 
Be  a  friend  to  all  else,  but  their  foe.  I  have  been  turned 
out  of  my  chambers  in  the  Temple  by  a  Injidlord  who  want- 
ed them  for  himself,  but  1  have  got  other  at  Ko.  4  Inner 
Temple  Lane,  far  more  commodious  and  roomy.  I  have 
two  rooms  on  third  floor  and  five  rooms  above,  with  an  in- 
ner staircaseto  myself,  and  all  new  painted,  &c.,  and  alt 
for  jE30  a  year!  I  came  into  them  on  Saturday  week ;  and 
on  Monday  following,  Mary  was  taken  ill  with  fatigue  of 
moving,  and,  aflected,  I  believe,  by  the  novelty  of  the  home, 
she  could  not  sleep,  and  I  am  left  alone  with  a  maid  quite 
a  stranger  to  me,  and  she  has  a  month  or  two's  sad  distrac- 
tion to  go  through.  "What  sad  largo  pieces  it  cuts  out  of 
life;  out  of  7i«r life, who  is  getting  rallies  old  ;  and  we  may 
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not  have  many  years  to  live  together !  I  am  weaker,  anil 
bear  it  worse  than  1  ever  did.  But  1  hope  we  shall  be  com- 
fortable by-and-by.  The  rooms  arc  delicious,  and  the  best 
look  backwards  into  Hare  Court,  where  there  is  a  pump 
always  going.  Just  now  it  is  dry.  Hare  Court  trees  come 
in  at  the  window,  so  that  it's  like  living  in  a  garden.  I 
try  to  persuade  myself  it  is  much  pleasanter  than  Mitre 
Court ;  but,  alas  !  the  howschold  gods  are  slow  to  come  in 
a  new  mansion.  They  are  in  theii  infancy  to  me  ;  I  do  not 
feel  them  yet;  no  hearth  has  blazed  to  them  yet.  How  I 
liate  and  dread  new  places ! 

"  I  was  very  glad  to  see  Wordsworth's  book  advertised  ; 
]  am  to  nave  it  to-morrow  lent  me,  and  if  Wordsworth  don't 
send  me  an  order  for  one  upon  Longman,  I  will  buy  it.  It 
is  greatly  extolled  and  liked  by  all  who  have  seen  it.  Let 
me  hear  from  some  of  you,  for  I  am  desolate.  1  shall  have 
to  Bend  you,  in  a  week  or  two,  two  volumes  of  Juvenile 
Poetry,  done  by  Mary  and  me  withiji  the  last  six  months, 
and  that  tale  in  prose  which  Wordsworth  so  much  liked, 
which  was  published  at  Christmas,  with  nine  others,  by  us, 
and  has  reached  a  second  edition.  There's  for  you  !  We 
have  almost  worked  ourselves  out  of  child's  work,  and  I 
don't  know  what  to  do.  tjometimes  I  think  of  a  drama, 
but  1  have  no  head  for  play-making  ;  1  can  do  the  dialogue, 
and  that's  all.  1  am  quite  aground  for  a  plan,  and  I  must 
do  something  for  money.  Hot  that  I  have  immediate 
wants,  but  1  have  prospective  ones.  0  money,  money, 
how  blindly  thou  hast  been  worshipped,  and  how  stupidly 
abused !  Thou  art  health,  and  liberty,  and  strength,  and 
he  that  has  thee  may  rattle  his  pockets  at  the  foul  fiend  ! 

"  Ifevertheiess,  do  not  understand  by  this  that  I  have  not 
quite  enough  for  my  occasions  for  a  year  or  two  to  come. 
"While  I  think  on  it,  Coleridge,  1  fetched  away  my  books 
which  you  had  at  the  Courier  Office,  and  found  all  but  a 
third  volume  of  the  old  play g,  containing '  The  White  Dev- 
il,' Green's  '  Tu  Q,uoque,'  and  the  '  Honest  Whore,'  perhaps 
the  most  valuable  volume  of  them  all — l/uit  I  could  not  find. 
I'ray,  if  you  can  remember  what  you  did  with  it,  or  where 
you  took  it  out  with  you  a  walking  perhaps,  send  me  word, 
for,  to  use  the  old  plea,  it  spoils  a  set.  I  found  two  other 
volumes  (you  had  three),  the  '  Arcadia'  and  Daniel  enrich- 
ed with  manuscript  notes.  I  wisli  every  book  I  have  were 
so  noted.  They  have  thoroughly  converted  me  to  relish 
Daniel,  or  to  say  I  relish  him,  for,  after  all,  I  believo  1  did 
relish  him.     You  well  gall  him  sober-minded.     Your  notes 
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are  excellent.  Perhaps  you've  forgot  Ihem.  I  have  reail 
a,  review  in  the  Q,uarterly,  by  Southey,  on  the  Missiooarics, 
whtek  ia.moet  maslerly.  I  only  grudge  its  being  there.  It 
is  quite  beautiful.  Do  remember  my  Dodsley  ;  and,  pray, 
do  write,  or  let  some  of  you  write.  Clarksoa  tells  me  you 
arc  in  a  smoky  house.  Have  you  cured  it  ?  It  is  hard  to 
cure  any  thing  of  smoking.  Our  little  poems  arc  but  hum- 
ble, but  they  have  no  name.  You  must  read  them,  remem- 
bering they  were  task-work  ;  and  perhaps  you  will  admire 
the  number  of  subjcets,  nil  of  children,  picked  out  by  an  old 
Bachelor  and  an  old  Maid.  Many  parents  would  not  liave 
found  so  many.  Have  you  read 'Calebs  1'  It  has  reached 
eight  editions  in  so  many  weeks,  yet  literally  it  is  one  of 
the  very  poorest  sort  of  common  novels,  with  the  draw- 
back of  dull  religion  in  it.  Had  the  religion  been  high  and 
flavoured,  it  would  have  been  something.  I  borrowed  this 
'  Ccelebs  in  Search  of  a  "Wife'  of  a  very  careful,  neat  lady, 
and  returned  it  with  this  stufi' written  in  the  beginning  l 


And  drink  cold  brandy- and -wale  i." 

"  I  don't  expect  you  can  find  time  from  jont  'Friend'  to 
■write  to  rae  much,  hut  write  something,  for  there  has  been  a 
long  silence.  You  know  Holcroil  is  deatl.  Godwin  is  well- 
He  has  written  a  very  pretty,  absurd  book  about  sepulchres. 
He  was  aflronted  because  I  told  him  it  was  better  than 
Hervey,  but  not  so  good  as  Sir  T.  Browne.  This  letter  is 
all  about  books ;  but  my  head  aches,  and  I  hardly  know 
what  I  write  ;  but  1  could  not  let '  The  Friend'  pass  with- 
out a  congratulatory  epistle.  I  won't  criticise  til!  it  comes 
to  a  volume.  Tell  me  how  I  shall  send  my  packet  to  you — 
by  what  conveyance!  by  Longman,  Short-man,  or  how? 
(iive  my  kindest  remembrances  to  ihe  Wordswotths.  Tell 
him  he  must  give  me  a  book.  My  kind  love  to  Mrs.  W, 
and  to  Dorothy,  separately  and  conjointly.  I  wish  you 
could  all  come  and  see  me  in  my  new  rooms.     God  bless 


C.  L." 


A  journey  into  Wiltshire,  to  visit  Hazlitt,  followed  JMis, 
Iiomb's  recovery,  and  produced  the  following  letters ; 


"  Dear  Coleridge,- 
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letter,  dated  the  9th  instant,  having  just  come  offa  joumcy 
from  Wiltshire,  where  1  have  been  with  Mary  on  a  visit  to 
Hazlitt.  The  journey  has  been  of  infinite  service  to  her. 
We  have  had  nothing  but  Bunghiny  days,  and  daily  walks 
from  eight  to  twenty  miles  a  day  :  have  seen  Wilton,  Salis- 
bury, Stonehenge,  &c.  Her  illness  lasted  but  sii  weeks; 
it  left  her  weak,  but  the  country  has  made  us  whole.  We 
came  back  to  our  Hogarth  Eooni.  I  have  made  several  ac- 
quisitions since  you  saw  them,  and  found  Nos.  8,  9,  and 
JO  oiTheFriand.  The  account  of  Luther  in  the  Warteburg 
is  as  iine  as  any  thing  I  ever  read."     God  forbid  that  a 

•  Tlie  Wartchurg  is  B  ensile  Blanding  on  a  lofty  rock,  alwut  two  miles 
from  Ihe  cily  of  Eisenaeh,  in  which  Lalfier  was  confined,  under  Ihe  friend- 
ly arrest  of  Ihe  Elector  of  Saxony,  after  Charles  V.  had  pronnunceil  against 
him  in  Ihe  San  in  the  imperial  Diet,  where  he  composed  some  of  his 
greatest  uoiks,  and  translated  the  New  Testament,  and  where  he  ie  re- 
corded as  finga^ed  in  (he  ]Kraonal  conflict  with  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  of 
which  Ihe  vestiges  are  Bljll  shown  in  a  hlack  atnin  on  the  wall,  fioin  the 
inkstand  hurled  at  the  enemy.  In  the  Essay  referred  to,  Coleridge  ac- 
counts for  Ihe  story,  depicting  the  slate  of  the  great  prisoner's  mind  inmost 

justifies  Lamh's  eulogy  Ihat  I  venlure  to  gratify  myself  by  inserting  it  here. 

"  Methinks  1  see  him  sitting,  the  heroic  student,  in  his  chamber  in  Ihe 
Warteliurg,  nilh  his  midnight  lamp  before  him,  seen  by  the  late  traveller  in 
the  distant  plain  of  BiscAo/sroda  as  a  slar  on  the  mountain  1  Below  it  lies 
the  Hebrew  Bible  open,  on  which  he  gazes ;  his  brow  pressing  on  his  palm, 
hrooding  oTer  some  obscure  text,  which  he  desires  to  make  plain  lo  the 
simple  boor  and  lo  the  humble  artisan,  and  to  transfer  its  whole  force  into 
their  own  natural  and  living  tongue.  And  he  liimself  does  not  underslami 
it!  Thick  darkness  lies  on  the  original  teit;  he  counts  the  letters;  he 
calls  up  the  roots  of  each  separate  word,  and  questions  them  as  theftmiliar 
spirits  of  an  omcle,  jn  vam :  thick  darkness  continues  lo  cover  it ;  not  a 
ray  of  meaning  dawns  through  it.  With  sullen  and  angry  hope  he  reaohes 
for  the  Vulgate,  his  old  and  sworn  enemy,  the  treacherous  confederate  of 
the  Roman  Antichrist,  which  he  so  gladly,  when  he  can,  rebukes  for  idola- 
trous falsehood,  that  had  dared  place 

'Williin  ttae  aancluaty  itself  Uicb-  sliriaes, 
AbominationB— ' 
Now — 1>  thought  of  humiliation— he  must  entreat  its  aid.  See!  there  has 
tlie  sly. spirit  of  apostacy  worked  in  a  phrase  which  favours  the  doctrine  of 
parealory,  the  inlorcossion  of  saints,  or  the  efficacy  of  prayers  for  Uie  dead; 
and,  what  is  worst  of  all,  the  interpretation  is  plausible.  The  origin^  He- 
hrew.niight  be  forced  imo  this  meaning:  and  no  other  meaning  siiems  to  lie 
fa  it,  none  to  hover  <t(oH  it  in  the  heights  of  allegory,  none  lolurk  benealhit 
in  the  depths  of  Cabala !  This  is  the  work  of  the  Tempter ;  it  is  a  cioud 
of  darkness  conjured  np  between  the  truth  of  the  sacred  letters  and  the  eyes 
of  his  iinderstaqding  t^  '''^  malice  of  the  Evil  Une,  and  for  n  trial  of  his 
faith  !  Must  he  tlien  at  length  confess,  must  lie  subscribe  the  name  of  Lu- 
ther lo  an  ciposition  which  consecrates  a  weapon  for  the  hand  of  the  idol- 
atrous Hierarchy!    Never!     Never!  - 

"  There  still  remains  one  BU!(iliary  in  roserYe,tho  translation  of  the  Sev-. 
cnty.  The  Alexandrine  Greeks,  anterior  to  ihe  Church  itself,  could  intend 
no  support  lo  its  corruptions — the  Septuaeint  will  hate  profaned  the  Altar 
of  Truth  with  no  incense  lor  the  nostrils  of  the  universal  bishop  to  snuff  up. 
And  here  again  his  hopes  are  baffled !  Exactly  at  this  perplexed  passage 
had  the  Greek  translator  given  his  understanding  a  holiday,  and  made  his 
pen  supply  its  place.     0  honoured  Luther  1  Be  eife'ly  mightest  thou  convert 
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man  who  has  such  thinps  to  say  should  ho  silenced  foi 
want  of  ilOO.  This  Custom -and -Duty- A  g-c  would  have 
made  the  Preacher  on  the  Mount  take  out  a  license,  and 
St.  Paul's  Epistles  not  roissiblc  without  a  stamp,  0  that 
you  may  find  means  to  go  on !  But,  alas !  where  is  Sir 
O,  Beaumont  ?  Sotheby  ?  What  is  become  of  the  rich 
Auditors  in  Albemarle  Street?     Your  letter  has  saddened 

"  I  am  so  tired  with  my  journey,  being  up  all  night,  I 
have  neither  things  nor  words  in  my  power.  I  believe  I 
expressed  my  admiration  of  the  pamphlet.  Its  power  over 
me  was  like  that  which  Milton's  pamphlets  must  have  had 
on  his  contemporaries,  who  were  tuned  to  them.  What  a 
piece  of  prose  I  Do  you  hear  if  it  is  read  at  all  ?  I  am 
out  of  the  world  of  readers.  T  hate  all  that  do  read,  for 
they  read  nothing  but  reviews  and  new  books.  I  gather 
myself  up  unlo  the  old  things. 

"  I  have  put  up  shelves.  You  never  saw  a  book-case  in 
more  true  harmony  with  the  contents  than  what  I've  nail- 
ed up  in  a  room,  which,  though  new,  has  more  aptitudes 
for.  growing  old  than  you  shall  often  see-^as  one  sometimes 
gets  a,  friend  in  the  middle  of  life  who  becomes  an  old 
friend  in  a  short  time.  My  rooms  arc  luxurious ;  one  is  for 
prints,  and  one  for  boolts — a  summer  and  a  winter  parlour. 
When  shall  I  ever  see  you  in  them  ?  C.  L." 

the  whole  city  of  Rome,  with  the  Pope  and  the  conclave  of  cardinals  irclu- 
sively,  as  strike  a  epark  of  light  from  the  wonls,  and  nnthin^  hut  uords,  ai 
the  Alexandrine  version.  Disappoinled,  despondent,  enraged,  ce-ising  to 
thiidc,  yet  eontinuing  his  hrain  on  the  stretch  in  solicitation  of  a  thought; 
and  gradually  giving  himself  up  to  angry  fancies,  to  recollections  of  past 
i>ersBCiitions.  to  uneasy  fears,  and  inward  defiances,  and  floating  images  of 

_ r,  during  which  hi?  brain  retains  its  waking 

epting  that  what  would  have  beeit  mere  thoughts  hetbre,  now 
iJ  counterweight  of  his  aenaei)  and  of  their  impressions  beinz 
vnj  shape  and  condense  Ihemselves  into  thingit^  into  reali^i 


pealedlj  half  wakening,  and  his  eyelids  as  often  rcelosing.fhe  objects  which 
really  surround  him  form  the  place  and  scenery  of  his  dream.  All  at  onc« 
le  sees  the  aich-fienil  comii^  forth  on  the  waU  of  the  room,  from  the  i 


Spot,  perhaps,  on  which  his  eyea  hid  heen  tiieil,  vacantly,  during  the  ne> 
pleiea  moments  of  his  fonnet  meditation  :  the  inkstand,  which  he  had  at 
the  same  lime  been  using,  becomes  associated  with  it ;  and  in  that  struggle 
of  rage,  which  in  these  distempered  dieanis  almost  constantly  precedes  the 
helpless  tenor  by  the  pain  of  which  wc  are  finally  awakened,  he  imaginea 
that  he  hurls  it  at  the  intrude r,  or,  not  improbably,  in  the  first  instil  of 
awakening,  while  yet  both  his  imai;inalion  and  his  eyes  are  possessed  by 
the  dream,  he  aeiually  hnrls  il.  Some  weeks  after,  perhaps,  during  which 
interval  he  had  often  mused  on  the  incident,  undetermined  whether  to  deem 
it  a  visitation  of  Satan  to  him  in  the  body  or  out  of  the  body,  he  discovers 
fur  the  first  time  Che  dark  spot  on  his  wall,  and  receives  it  as  a  sign  and 
pledge  vouchsafed  to  him  of  the  event  having  actually  taken  place." 
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'■  Novemlicr  7lli,  1609. 

"  My  dear  ^arah, — The  dear,  quiet,  lazy,  delicious  month 
we  spent  with  you  is  remembered  by  me  with  such  regret 
that  X  feel  quite  discontented  and  Winterslow  sick.  1  as-v 
sure  you  I  never  passed  surh  a  pleasant  time  m  the  coun> 
try  in.  my  hfe  both  iii  the  house  and  out  oi  it — the  canU 
playing  quarrels  and  a  few  gaspmgs  for  bretth  after  your 
swif^  footsteps  up  the  high  hiUs  exeipted  and  those 
drawbacks  are  not  impleasant  in  the  recollection.  liVe 
have  got  some  salt  butter  to  make  our  toast  seem  like 
yours,  and  we  have  tried  to  eat  meat  suppers,  but  that 
would  not  do,  for  we  left  our  appetites  behind  us,  and  the 
dry  loaf,  whioh  ofTcnilcd  ynu,  now  ooines  in  at  night  unac- 
companied ;  but,  sorry  am  I  to  add,  it  is  soon  followed  by 
the  pipe.     We  smoked  the  very  first  night  of  our  arrival. 

"  Great  news !  1  havo  just  been  interrupted  by  Mr.  Daw. 
who  came  to  tell  me  he  was  yesterday  elected  a  Koyal 
Academician.  He  said  none  of  his  own  friends  voted  for 
him ;  he  got  it  by  strangers,  who  were  pleased  with  his 
picture  ofMrs. 'White. 

"  Charles  says  he  does  not  believe  Northcotc  ever  voted 
for  the  admission  of  any  one.  Though  a  very  cold  day. 
Daw  was  in  a  prodigious  perspiration,  for  joy  at  his  good 
fortune. 

"  More  great  news  !  My  beautiful  green  curtains  were 
put  up  yesterday,  and  ali  the  doors  listed  with  green  baize, 
and  four  new  boards  put  to  the  coal-hole,  and  fastening 
hasps  put  to  the  windows,  and  my  dyed  Manaing-silk  cut 

"  We  had  a  good,  cheerful  meeting  on  Wednesday  ;  much 
talk  of  Winterslow,  its  woods  and  its  sunflowers.     I  did  not 

so  much  like  P at  Winterslow  as  I  now  like  him  for 

having  been  with  us  at  Winterslow.  "We  roasted  the  last 
of  his  '  Beech  of  oily  nut  prolifio'  on  Friday  at  the  Captain's. 
Nurse  is  now  established  in  Paradise,  alias  the  incurable 
ward  of  'Westminster  Hospital.  I  have  seen  her  sitting  in 
most  superb  state,  surrounded  by  her  seven  incurable  com- 
panions. They  call  each  other  ladies.;  nurse  looks  as  if 
she  would  be  considered  as  the  first  lady  in  the  ward  ;  only 
one  seemed  at  all  likely  to  rival  her  in  dignity. 

"  A  man  in  the  Intiia  House  has  resigned,  by  which 
Charles  will  get  twenty  pounds  a  year,  and  "White  has  pre- 
vailed on  him  to  write  some  more  lottery  puffs ;  if  that 
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ends  in  Emokc  the  twenty  pounds  is  a  Eurc  card,  and  has 
made  us  very  joyful. 

"  I  continue  very  well,  and  return  you  very  tiincere  thanks 
for  my  good  health  and  improved  looks,  which  have  almost 

made  Mrs. die  with  envy.     She  longs  to  come  to 

■\Vinterslow  as  much  as  the  spiteful  elder  sister  did  to  go 
to  the  well  for  a  gift  to  spit  diamonds, 

"  ^ane  and  I  have  agreed  to  boil  a  round  of  beef  for  your 
suppers  when  you  come  to  town  again.  She  (Jane)  broke 
two  of  the  Hogarth  glasses  while  we  were  away,  whereat 
I  made  a.  great  noise.  Farewell.  Love  to  William,  and 
Charles's  love  and  good  wishes  for  the  speedy  arrival  of 
the  '  Life  of  Holcroft,'  and  tlic  bearer  thereof. 

"  Yours,  most  affectionately,  M.  Lamb. 

"  Taiaday. 

"  Charles  told  Mis. ,  Hazlitt  had  found  a  well  in 

his  garden,  which,  water  being  scarce  in  your  county,  would 
bring  him  in  two  hundred  a  year ;  and  she  came,  in.  great 
haste,  the  next  morning,  to  ask  me  if  it  were  true, 

"  Your  brother  and  sister  are  quite  well." 

The  country  excursions,  with  which  Lamb  sometimes 
eupied  his  weeks  of  vacation,  were  taken  with  fear  i 
trembling — often  foregone — and  finally  given  up,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  sad  effects  which  the  excitements  of  travel 
and  change  produced  in  his  beloved  companion.  The  fol- 
lowing refers  to  one  of  these  disasters  : 


■'  AHgint  OlK  18111. 

"  Dear  IL, — Epistcmon  is  not  well.  Our  pleasant  excur- 
sion has  ended  sadly  for  one  of  us.  You  will  gu^ss  I  mean 
my  sister.  She  got  bome  very  well  (I  was  very  ill  on  the 
journey),  and  continued  so  till  Monday  night,  when  her 
complaint  came  on,  and  she  is  now  absent  from  home. 

"  1  am  glad  to  hear  you  are  all  well.  I  think  I  shall  be 
mad  if  I  take  any  more  journeys  with  two  experiences 
against  it.  1  find  all  welt  here.  Kind  remembrances  to 
Sarah — have  just  got  her  letter. 

"  H.  Robinson  has  been  to  Blenheim.  He  says  you  will 
be  sorry  to  hear  that  we  should  not  have  asked  for  the  Ti- 
tian Gallery  there.  One  of  his  friends  knew  of  it,  and  ask- 
ed to  see  it.  It  is  never  shown  but  to  those  who  inquire 
for  it. 

"The  pirtnres  are  all  Titians,  Jupiter  and  Ledas,  Mara 
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and  Veiiuses,  ire,  all  naked  pictures,  which  maybe  a  rea- 
son they  don't  show  it  to  females.  But  he  Bays  they  are 
very  fine ;  and  perhaps  it  iS  shown  separately  to  put  an- 
ottier  fee  into  the  shower's  pocket.  Well,  1  shali  never 
sec  it. 

"  I  have  lost  all  wisk  for  sights.     God  bless  you.     I  shall 
be  glad  to  see  you  ia  London.         Yours  truly. 


Mr.  Wordsworth's  Essay  on  Epitaphs,  afterward  append- 
ed to  "The  Excursion,"  produced  the  following  letter: 

TO    WB.  WORDSWORTH.  . 

"Friday,  loth  Oct.,  ISIO.     E.  I.  Ho. 

"DearW., — Mary  has  been  very  ill,  which  you  have 
heard,  I  suppose,  from  the  Montagues.  She  is  very  weak 
and  low-spirited  now.  I  was  much  pleased  with  your  con- 
tinuation of  the  Essay  on  Epitaphs.  It  is  the  only  sensible 
thing  which  has  been  written  on  that  subject,  and  it  goes 
to  the  bottom.  In  particular  I  was  pleased  with  your  trans- 
lation of  that  turgid  epitaph  into  the  plain  feeling  under  it. 
It  is  perfectly  a  test.  But  what  is  the  reason  we  have  no 
good  epitaphs,  after  all  ? 

"  A  very  striking  instance  of  your  position  might  be  found 
in  the  church-yard  of  Bitton-upon-Thames,  if  you  know 
such  a  place.  Ditton-upon-Thames  has  been  blessed  by 
the  residence  of  a  poet,  who,  for  love  or  money,  I  do  not 
well  know  which,  has  dignified  every  grave-stone,  for  the 
last  few  years,  with  bran-new  verses,  all  different,  and  all 
ingenious,  with  the  author's  name  at  the  bottom  of  each. 
This  sweet  Swan  of  Thames  has  artfully  diversified  his 
strains  anU  his  rhymes,  that  the  same  thought  never  occurs 
twice ;  more  justly,  perhaps,  as  no  thought  ever  occurs  at 
all,  there  was  a  physical  impossibility  tliat  tb.e  same  thought 
should'  recur.  It  is  long  since  I  saw  and  read  these  in- 
scriptions, but  I  remember  the  impression  was, of  a  smug 
usher  at  his  desk  in  the  intervals  of  instruction,  levelling 
his  pen.  Of  death,  as  it  consists  of  dust  arid  worms,  and 
mourners  and  uncertainty,  he  had  never  thought ;  but  the 
word  'death'  he  had  often  seen  separate  and  conjunct  with 
other  words,  till  he  had  learned  to  speak  of  ail  its  attributes 
as  glibly  as  Unitarian  Belshara  will  discuss  you  the  attri- 
butes of  the  word  '  God'  in  a  pulpit ;  and  will  talk  of  infin- 
ity with  a  tongue  that  dangles  from  a  skull  that  never 
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reached  in  thought  and  thorough  imagination  two  inches, 
or  faither  than  from  hia  hand  to  his  mouth,  or  from  the 
vestry  to  the  sounding-hoard  of  the  pulpit, 

"But  the  epitaphs  were  trim,  and  sprag, and  patent, and 
pleased  the  survivors  of  Thames  Ditton  ahove  the  old 
mumpsimus  of '  Afflictions  Sore.'  >  ....  To  do  justice, 
tliough,  it  must  be  owned  that  even  the  excellent  feeling 
which  dictated  this  dirge  when  new  must  have  suffered 
something  in  passing  through  so  many  thousand  applica- 
tions, many  of  them  no  doubt  quite  misplaced,  as  I  have 
seen  iu  Islington  church-yard  (I  think)  an  Epitaph  to  an  in- 
fant, who  died  'jElatis  four  months,'  with  tliis  seasonable 
inscription  appended, '  Honour  thy  father  and  thy  mother; 
that  thy  days  may  he  long  in  the  land,'  &c.  Sincerely 
wishing  your  children  long  life  to  honour,  &c., 

"I  remain,  C.  Lamb.' 


CHAPTEE  VI. 


[1815  to  1818,] 

The  admirers  of  "Wordsworth — few  but  energetic  and 
hopeful — were  delighted,  and  his  opponents  exi,itcd  to  the 
expression,  .of  their  utmost  spleen,  b}  the  appearance  in 
1814,  of  "  The  Excursion"  (in  the  quirto  form  marked  bj 
the  hitter  flippancy  of  Lord  Byron)  ;  andl}  the  publica 
tion,inl815,of  two  volumes  of  Poems  som  of  which  ordj 
were  new.  The  following  letters  are  chiefly  etpressive  of 
Lamb's  feeJings  respecting  these  remarkable  works  and 
the  treatment  which  his  own  Review  of  the  latter  received 
from  Mr.  Gifford,  then  tho  Editor  of  the  Q,uarti.rly  E.eviei\ 
for  which  it  was  ireitteii.  The  following  letter  is  in  ac 
knowledgment  of  an  early  copy  of"  The  E'tcursion 


■■  Dear  Wordsworth, — I  cannot  tell  you  how  pleased  I 
was  at  the  receipt  of  the  great  armful  W  poetry  which  you 
have  sent  me ;  and  to  get  it  before  the  test  of  the  world 
too !  I  have  gone  quite  through  with  it,  and  was  thinking 
10  have  ai' com  pi  i  shed  that  jdcasure  a  second  time  before  I 
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wrote  to  thank  you, but  M.B.  came  in  the  night  (while  we 
were  out)  and  made  holy  theft  of  it,  but  we  expect  restitu- 
tion in  a  day  or  two.  It  is  lUe  noblest  conversational  poem 
I  ever  read — a  day  in  Heaven.  The  part  (or  rather  main 
body)  which  has  left  the  sweetest  odour  on  my  memory  (a 
bad  term  for  the  remains  of  an  impression  so  recent)  is  the 
Tales  of  the  Church-yard  ;  the  only  girl  among  seven 
brethren,  born  out  of  due  time,  and  not  duly  taken  away 
again  ;  the  deaf  man  and  the  blind  man  ;  the  Jacobite  and 
the  Hanoverian,  whom  antipathies  reconcile ;  the  Soarron- 
ontry  of  the  rusticating  parson  upon  his  solitude :  these 
were  aU  now  to  me  too.  My  having  known  the  story  of 
Margaret  (at  the  beginning),  a  very  old  acquaintance,  even 
as  long  back  as  when  I  saw  you  first  at  Stowey,  did  not 
make  her  reappearance  less  fresh.  I  don't  know  what  to 
pick  out  of  this  best  of  books  upon  the  best  subjects  for 
partial  naming.  That  gorgeous  sunset  is  famous  ;*  I  think 
it  must  have  -been  the  identical  one  we  saw  on  Salisbury 

Plain  five  years  ago,  that  drew  P from  the  card-table, 

where  he  had  sat  from  rise  of  that  luminary  to  its  unequal- 
led setting ;  but  neither  he  nor  I  had  gifted  eyes  to  see 
those  symbols  of  common  things  glorified,  such  as  the 
prophets  saw  them  in  that  sunsetj — ^e  wheel,  the  potter's 
clay,  the  wash-pot,  the  wine -press,  the  almond-tree  rod,  the 
baskets  of  figs,  the  fourfold  visaged  head,  the  throne,  and 
Him  that  sat  thereon. f 

"  One  feeling  I  was  particularly  struck  with,  as  what  I 
recognized  so  very  lately  at  Harrow  Church  on  entering  in 
it  after  a  hot  and  secular  day's  pleasure,  tlie  instantaneous 
coolness  and  calming,  almost  transforming  properties  of  a 
country  church  just  entered ;  a  certain  fragrance  which  it 
has,  either  from  its  holiness,  or  being  kept  shut  all  the 
week,  or  the  air  that  is  let  in  being  pure  country,  exactly 
what  you  have  reduced  into  words — but  I  am  feeling  that 
which  I  cannot  express.  The  reading  your  lines  about  it 
fixed  mo  for  a  lime,  a  monument  in  Harrow  Church ;  do 
you  know  it  ?  with  its  fine  long  spire,  white  as  washed 

"■■  The  nass'^ec  lo  which  lliB  sllusinn  iipnlies  lioes  not  nldure  a  sunset, 
but  the  effi^H  of  sunlight  on  a  ccreilmg  mlsl  among  tho  mounlams,  in  Iha 
second  hook  of  ■■  The  Eicunion." 
t  "Fii'd  resemblances  were  seen 

To  implements  of  ordinary  use, 
But  laat  in  size,  in  substance  eloiilied ; 
Such  ai  hy  Hcbww  prophets  were  hehel.i 
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marble,  to  be  seen,  by  vantage  of  its  high  site,  as  far  as 
Saliebury  gpiic  itself  almost. 

"  I  shall  select  a  day  or  two,  very  shortly,  when  I  am 
coolest  in  brain,  to  have  a  steady  second  reading,  which  I 
feel  will  lead  to  many  more,  for  it  will  be  a  stock  book 
with  me  while  eyes  or  spectacles  shall  be  lent  me.  There 
is  a  great  deal  of  noble  matter  about  mountain  scenery,  yet 
not  so  much  as  to  overpower  and  discountenance  a  poor 
Londoner  or  south-countryman  entirely,  though  Mary 
seems  to  have  felt  it  occasionally  a  Httle  loo  powerfully, 
for  it  was  her  remark  during  reading  it,  that  by  your  sys- 
tem it  was  doubtful  whether  a  liver  in  towns  had  a  soul  to 
be  saved.     She  almost  trembled  for  that  invisible  part  of 

"  Save  for  a  late  excursion  to  Harrow,  and  a  day  or  two 
on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  tliis  summer,  rural  images 
were  fast  fading  from  my  mind,  and  by  the  wise  provision 
of  the  Regent,  all  that  was  country-fy'd  in  the  Parks  is  all 
but  obliterated.  The  very  colour  of  green  is  vanished ;  the 
whole  surface  of  Hyde  Park  is  dry  crumbling  sand  {Arabia 
Arenosa),  not  a  vestige  or  hint  of  grass  ever  having  grown 
there  ;  booths  and  drink ing-pJ aces  go  all  round  it  for  a  mile 
and  half,  1  am  confident — I  might  say  two  miles  in  circuit 
— the  steuch  of  liquors,  had  tobacco,  dirty  people  and  pro- 
visions, conquers  the  air,  and  wc  are  stilled  and  suflbcatcd 
in  Hyde  Park." 

Lamb  was  deliglitcd  with  the  proposition,  made  through 
Southey,  that  he  should  review  "  The  Excursion"  in  the 
"  Quarterly" — though  he  had  never  before  attempted  con- 
temporaneous criticism,  and  cherished  a  dislike  to  it,  which 
the  event  did  not  diminish.  The  ensuing  letter  was  ad- 
dressed while  meditating  on  his  office,  and  uneasy  lest  he 
should  lose  it  for  want  of  leisure. 

TO    MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

■■J8H. 

"  My  dear  AV., — I  have  scarce  time  or  quiet  to  explain 
my  present  situation,  how  unquiet  and  distracted  it  is,  ow- 
ing to  the  absence  of  some  of  my  compeers,  and  to  the  de- 
ficient state  of  payments  at  E.  I.  H.,  owing  to  bad  peace 
speculations  in  the  calico  market.  (I  write  this  to  W.  W., 
Esq.,  Collector  of  Stamp  Duties  for  the  conjoint  Korthcru 
Counties,  not  to  W.  W.,  Poet.)  1  go  back,  and  have  for 
these  many  days  past,  to  evening  work,  generally  at  tha 
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rate  of  nine  hours  a  day,  The  nature  of  my  -work,  too, 
puzzhng  and  hurrying,  has  so  shaken  my  spirits,  that  my 
sleep  is  nothing  but  a  succession  of  dreams  of  business  I 
cannot  do,  of  assistants  that  give  me  no  assistance,  of  ter- 
rible responsibilities.  I  reclaimed  your  book,  which  Haz- 
litt  has  uncivihy  kept,  only  two  days  ago,  and  have  made 
shift  to^  read  it  again  with  shattered  brain.  It  does  not 
lose — rather  some  p'arfs  have  come  out  with  a  prominence 
I  did  not  perceive  before — but  such  was  my  aching  head 
yesterday  (Sunday),  (hat  the  hook  was  like  a  mountain 
landscape  to  one  that  should  walk  on  the  edge  of  a  preci- 
pice ;  I  perceived  beauty  dizzily.  Now,  what  I  would  say 
is,  that  I  see  no  prospect  of  a  quiet  half  day,  or  hour  even, 
till  this  week  and  the  next  are  pa.st.  I  then  hope  to  get 
four  weeks'  absence,  and  if  /Aen  is  time  enough  to  begin,  I 
will  most  gladly  do  what  is  required,  though  1  feel  my  in- 
ability, for  my  brain  is  always  desultory,  and  snatches  off 
hints  from  things,  but  can  seldom  follow  a  '  work'  method- 
ically. But  that  shall  be  no  excuse.  "What  I  beg  you  to 
do  is,  to  let  me  know  from  Southey  if  that  will  be  time 
enough  for  the  '  ftuarterly,'  i.  e.,  suppose  it  done  in  three 
weeks  from  this  date  (19th  Sept);  if  not,  it  is  myhounden 
duty  to  express  my  regret,  and  decline  it.  Mary  thanks 
you,  and  feels  highly  grateful  for  your  '  Patent  of  Nobility,' 
and  acknowledges  the  author  of '  The  Escursion'  as  the  le- 
gitimate Fountain  of  Honour.  We  both  agree  that,  to  our 
feeling,  Ellen  is  best  as  she  is.  To  us  there  would  have 
been  something  repugnant  in  her  challenging  her  Penance 
as  a  Dowrj' ;  the  fact  is  explicable,  but  how  few  are  those 
to  whom  it  w^ould  have  been  rendered  explicit.  The  un- 
lucky reason  of  the  detention  of '  The  Excursion'  was  Haz- 
htt,  for  whom  M.  Burney  borrowed  it,  and,  after  reiterated 
messages,  I  only  got  it  on  Friday.  His  remarks  had  some 
vigour  in  them  ;*  particularly  something  about  an  old  ruin 
being  too  modern  for  your  Prim^iml  Nature,  anS  about  a 
lichen.  I  forget  the  passage,  but  the  whole  wore  an  air  of 
dispatch.  That  objection  which  M.  Bumey  had  imbibed 
from  him  about  Voltaire  I  explained  to  M.  B.  (or  tried)  ex- 
actly on  your  principle  of  its  being  a  characteristic  speech. t 

'  Thi»  refers  lo  an  article  of  Haslili  on  "  The  Etciirsion"  in  the  "  Er- 
nmincr,"  lerr  f  ne  in  passages^  hM  tnuie  clini»r.teiistic  of  the  critic  than 
<lescrii)tive  of  tbe  jwcm. 

t  The  nuBinge  in  nhich  tho  enny  of  "Candide,"  ffniiHl  in  th«  Hpatlaient 
Dflhe  Beoluke,  is  desciilied  as  "tlie  dull  production  o(  a  smlfer's  brain." 
whii-ii  liad  ejoiled  Hailitl  lo  energetic  rindioation  of  Voltaire  from  the 


^d  by  Google 


LETTERS   TO    WORDSWORTH.  423 

That  it  was  no  settled  comparative  estimate  of  ^  oltaire 
with  any  of  hia  own  tribe  oi  buffoons — no  injustice  even 
if  you  spoke  it,  for  I  dared  say  jou  ne\er  could  relish 
'  Candide.'  I  know  I  tried  to  get  through  it  about  a  twelve- 
month since,  and  couldn't  for  the  duintss.  Now  I  tiiink  I 
have  a  wider  range  in  buSbonery  than  you.  Too  much 
toleration,  perhaps. 

"  I  finish  this  after  a  raw,  ill-baked  dinner,  fast  gobbled 
up  to  set-me  off  to  oifico  again,  after  working  there  till  near 
four.  0  how  I  wish  I  were  a  rich  man,  even  though  I 
were  squeezed  camel-fashion  at  getting  through  that  nee- 
dle's eye  that  is  spoken  of  in  the  Written  Word.  Apro- 
pos; is  the  Poet  of  the 'Excursion' a Christiaa?  orisittho 
Peddler  and  the  Priest  that  are  ? 

"  1  find  I  miscalled  that  celestial  splendour  of  the  mist  go- 
ing off  a  sunset.     That  only  shows  my  inaccuracy  of  head. 

"  Do,  pray,  indulge  me  by  writing  an  answer  to  thopoint 
of  time  I  mentioned  above,  or  let  Southei/.  I  am  ashamed 
to  go  bargaining  in  this  way,  but  indeed  I  have  no  time  I 
can  reckon  on  till  tho  first  week  in  October.  God  send  I 
may  not  be  disappointed  in  that !  Coleridge  swore,  in  a 
letter  to  me,  he  would  review  'The  Excursion'  in  the 
'  Quarterly.'  Therefore,  though  thai  shall  not  stop  me,  yet 
if  I  can  do  any  thing,  when  done,  I  must  know  of  him  if  he 
has  anything  ready,  or  I  shall  fill  tho  world  with  loud  ex- 
claims. 

"  I  keep  writing  on,  knowing  the  postage  is  no  more  for 
much  writing,  else  so  fagged  and  dispirited  1  am  with 
cursed  India  House  work,  1  scarce  know  what  I  do.  My 
left  arm  reposes  on  '  The  Excursion.'  I  feel  what  it  would 
he  in  quiet.     It  is  now  a  sealed  book." 

Tho  next, letter  was  written  after  the  fatal  critique  was 
dispatched  to  the  editor,  and  before  its  appearance. 


"  Dear  W., — Your  experience  about  tailors  seems  to  be  in 
point  blank  opposition  to  Burton,  as  much  as  tho  author  of 
'  The  Excursion'  does,  folo  ctela,  differ  in  his  notion  of  a 
country  life,  from  th&  picture  which  W.  H.  has  exhibited  of 
the  same.     But,  with  a  little  explanation,  you  and  B.  may 

l«  dill),  i  will  not  venlure  to  determine  ;  biil  1  do  not  hesitate,  at  any  nak, 
to  avow  a.  coiivjcliun  thut  do  book  iu  tbe  woild  is  Inoic  adapted  lu  niaka  a 
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be  reconciled.  It  is  evident  that  he  confined  his  obscrva* 
tions  to  the  genuine  native  London  Tnilor.  ^Yhat  freaks 
tailor-nature  may  take  in  the  country  is  not  for  him  to  give 
account  of.  And  certainly  some  of  the  freaks  recorded  do 
give  an  idea  of  the  persons  in  question  being  beside  them- 
selves, rather  than  in  harmony  with  the  common,  moderate 
self-enjoyment  of  the  rest  of  mankind,  A  flying-tailor,  I 
venture  to  say,  is  no  more  i«  rervm  natura  than  a  flying- 
horse  or  a  Gryphon.  His  wheeling  his  airy-flight  from  the 
precipice  you  mention  had  a  parallel  in  the  melancholy 
Jew  who  toppled  from  the  monument.  "Wore  his  limbs 
ever  found  ?  Then,  the  man  who  cures  diseases  by  words 
is  evidently  an  inspired  tailor.  Burton  nevcf  afiirmed  that 
the  art  of  sewing  disqualiiied  the  practiser  of  it  from  being 
a  fit  organ  for  supernatural  revelation.  He  never  enters 
into  such  subjects.  'Tis  the  common,  iminspired  tailor 
which  he  speaks  of.  Again,  the  person  who  makes  his 
smiles  to  be  heard  is  evidently  a  man  under  possession  ;  a 
demoniac,  tailor,  A  greater  hell  than  his  own  must  have 
a  hand  in  this.  I  am  not  certain  that  the  cause  which  you 
advocate  has  much  reason  for  triumph.  You  seem  to  me 
to  substitute  llght-headedness  for  light-heartedness  by  a 
trick,  or  not  to  know  the  difierence.  I  confess,  a  grinning 
tailor  would  shock  me.     Enough  of  tailors! 

"  The  '  'scapes'  of  the  Great  God  Pan,  who  appeared 
among  your  mountains  some  dozen  years  since,  and  his 
narrow  chance  of  being  submerged  by  the  swains,  afforded 
me  much  pleasure.  I  can  conceive  the  water-nymphs 
pulling  for  him.  He  would  have  been  another  Hylas — W. 
Hylas.  In  a  mad  letter  which  Capel  Lofll  wrote  to  M.  M." 
Phillips  (now  Sir  Richard),  I  remember  his  noticing  a  met- 
aphysical article  of  Pan,  signed  H.,  and  adding,  '  1  take 
yonr  correspondent  to  be  the  same  with  Hylas.'  Hylas  had 
put  forth  a  pastoral  just  before.  How  near  the  unfounded 
conjecture  of  the  certainly  inspired  Loffl  (unfounded  as  wo 
thought  jt)  was  to  being  realized  !  I  can  conceive  him  be- 
ing '  good  to  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flood.'  One 
J.  Scottt  (I  know  no  more)  is  eiitor  of  Thi.  Champion.' 
Where  is  Coleridge  I 

"  That  Review  you  ^peak  of  I  am  onlj  sorr}  it  did  not 
appear  last  month.  The  circumstances  of  haste  and  pe- 
culiar bad  spirits  under  which  it  \ias  written  would  have 

•  Monthlj-  Mngazirip. 

t  Afierwanl  Ihe  aisiiiigniitlicrl  iiiict  iinfortunsilc  edilor  of  ihe  London  Mbj- 
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excused  its  Elightne.-s  and  inadeijuacy,  the  full  load  of 
which  I  shall  sufier  from  its  lying  by  so  long,  as  it  will 
Kecm  to  have  done,  from  its  postponement.  1  write  with 
great  difficulty,  and  can  scarce  command  my  own  resolu- 
tion to  sit  at  writing  an  hour  together.  I  am  a  poor  crea- 
ture, but  I  am  leaving  off  gin.  1  hope  you  will  see  good- 
will in  the  thing.  I  had  a  difficulty  to  perform  not  to  make 
it  all  panegyric ;  I  have  attempted  to  personate  a  mere 
stranger  to  you  ;  perhaps  with  too  much  strangeness.  But 
you  must  bear  that  in  mind  when  you  read  it,  and  not  think 
that  I  am,  in  mind,  distant  from  you  or  your  poem,  but  that 
both  are  cioBC  to  me,  among  the  nearest  of  persons  and 
things.  I  do  but  act  the  stranger  in  the  Eeview.  Then, 
I  was  puzzled  about  extracts,  and  determined  upon  not  giv- 
ing  one  that  had  been  in  the  '  Examiner  ;'  for  extracts  re- 
peated give  an  idea  that  there  is  a  meagre  allowance  of 
good  things.  By  this  way,  I  deprived  myself  of '  Sir  Alfred 
Jrthing,'  and  the  reflections  that  conclude  his  story,  which 
are  the  flower  of  the  poem.  Hazlitt  had  given  the  reflec- 
tions before  me.  Then  it  is  the  first  review  I  ever  did,  and 
I  did  not  know  how  long  I  might  make  it.  But  it  must 
speak  for  itself,  if  Giffbrd  and  his  crew  do  not  put  words 
inits  mouth, whichlexpect.  FaiewclL  Lovetoall.  Mary 
facls  very  bad.  C.  Lamb." 

The  apprehension  expressed  at  the  close  of  the  last  let- 
ter was  dismally  verified.  The  following  contains  Lamb's 
first  burst  of  an  indignation  which  lasted  amid  all  hia  gen- 
tleness and  tolerance  unquenched  through  life  : 

TO    MR.  WORDSWORTH. 

"1814. 

"  Dear  Wordsworth,— I  told  you  my  Review  was  a  very 
imperfect  one.  But  what  you  will  see  in  the  'Q,uarter]y' 
is  a  spurious  one,  which  Mr.  Baviad  Giflord  has  palmed 
upon  it  for  mine.  I  never  felt  more  vexed  in  my  life  than 
when  I  read  it.  I  cannot  give  you  an  idea  of  what  he  has 
done  to  it,  out  of  spite  at  mc,  because  he  once  sufiercd  mo 
to  bo  called  a  lunatic  in  hia  Review,*  The  language  he 
has  altered  throughout.  "Whatever  inadequateness  it  had 
to  its  subject,  it  was,  in  point  of  composition,  the  prettiest 
piece  of  prose  I  ever  wilt ;  and  so  my  sister  (to  whom  alone 

*  In  allncling  lo  LamU's  nolf  an  the  ^renl  srene  of  "  The  Bioken  Hcnit," 
where  Calsnthi  danfea  on.  after  hearing  at  every  jiauac  of  aome  lerribie 

t,  "inaniac:"  a  anggestion  which  circumstances  rendcrcil  most  cruel. 
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I  read  the  MS.)  said.  .  Thatcharm,  if  itbad  any.is  all  gone  : 
more  than  a  third  of  the  substance  is  cut  away,  and  that 
not  all  from  one  place,  but  passim,  so  as  to  make  utter  non- 
sense.    Every  warm  expression  is  changed  lor  a  nasty  cold 

"  I  havo  not  the  cursed  alteration  by  me  ;  I  shall  never 
look  at  it  again  ;  but  for  a.  specimen,  I  remember  1  had  said 
the  poet  of  '  The  Excursion'  '  walks  through  common  for- 
ests as  through  some  Dodona  or  enchanted  wood,  and  every 
casual  bird  that  flits  upon  the  houghs,  like  that  miraculous 
one  in  Tasso,  but  in  language  more  piercing  than  any  artic- 
ulate sounds,  reveals  to  him  far  higher  love-lays.'  It  is 
now  (besides  half  a  dozen  alterations  in  the  same  half 
dozen  lines)  '  but  in  language  more  mteUigent  reveals  to 
him  :'  that  is  one  I  remember. 

"  But  that  would  have  been  little,  putting  his  shoemaker 
phraseology  (for  he  was  a  shoemaker)  instead  of  mine, 
which  has  been  tinctured  with  better  authors  than  his  ig- 
norance can  comprehend ;  for  1  reckon  myseif  a  dab  at 
prose ;  verse  I  leave  to  my  betters :  God  hclip  them,  if  they 
are  to  be  so  reviewed  by  friend  and  foe  as  you  have  been 
this  quarter !  1  have  read  '  It  won't  do.'*  But  worse  than 
altering  words:  he  has  kept  a  few  members  only  of  the 
part  I  had  done  best,  which  was  to  eiplain  all  I  eould  of 
your  '  Scheme  of  Harmonies,'  as  I  had  ventured  to  call  it, 
between  the  external  universe  and  what  within  «s  answers 
to  it.  To  do  this  I  had  accumulated  a  good  many  short 
passages,  rising  in  length  to  the  end,  weaving^  in  the  ex- 
tracts as  if  they  came  in  as  a  part  of  the  text  naturally,  not 
obtruding  them  as  specimens.  Of  this  part  a  little  is  left, 
but  so  as,  without  conjuration,  no  man  could  tell  what  I 
was  driving  at.  A  proof  of  it  you  may  see  (though  not 
judge  of  the  whole  of  the  injustice)  by  these  words.  I  had 
spoken  something  about  'natural  methodism;'  and  after 
follows,  '  and  therefore  the  tale  of  Margaret  should  have 
been  postponed'  (1  forget  my  words,  or  his  words) ;  ■  now 
the  reasons  for  postponing  it  are  as  deducible  from  what 
goes  before  as  they  are  from  the  104th  Psalm.  The  pas- 
sage whence  I  deduced  it  has  vanished,  but  clapping  a  colon 
before  a  therefore  is  always  reason  enough  for  Mr.  Baviad 
Ljiflord  to  allow  to  a  reviewer  that  is  not  himself.  I  as- 
sure you  my  complaints  are  founded,     I  know  how  sore  a 

•  Tholigli  the  nrtielc  on  '■  The  Eieiiminn,"  in  Ihe  "  Edinburgh  Review,- 
rommenecd  '■  This  "ill  never  do  I"  it  eonlHined  iini[iie  illiiattalions  of  Ihs 
aulhur'i  geniua,  ;m<l  helped  the  wotlil  to  ilisptove  ila  otaculat  lias'ining. 
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word  altered  makes  one  ;  but,  indeed,  of  this  review  ihe 
■whole  complexion  is  gone.  I  regret  only  that  1  did  not 
keep  a  copy.  I  am  sure  you  would  have  been  pleased  with 
it,  because  I  have  been  feeding  my  fancy  for  some  months 
with  the  notion  of  pleasing  you.  Its  imperfection  or  inad- 
equatenes.s  in  size  and  method  I  knew ;  but  for  the  tcriltng 
part  of  it  I  was  fully  satisfied ;  I  hoped  it  would  make 
more  than  atonement.  Ten  or  twelve  distinct  passajrea 
come  to  my  mind,  which  are  gone,  and  what  is  left  is,  of 
course,  the  worse  for  their  having  been  there ;  the  eyes  are 
pulled  out,  and  the  bleeding;  sockets  are  left. 

"  1  read  it  at  Arch's  shop  with  my  face  l)urninj»  with  vex- 
ation secretly,  with  just  such  a  feeling  as  if  it  had  been  a 
review  written  against  myself,  making  false  quotations  from 
me.  But  I  am  ashamed  to  say  so  much  about  a  short  piece. 
How  arc  you  served !  and  the  labours  of  years  turned  into 
contempt  by  scoundrels ! 

"But  I  could  not  but  protest  against  your  taking  that 
thing  as  mine.  Every  prelty  expression  (I  know  there 
were  many) ;  every  warm  expression  (there  was  nothing 
else)  is  vulgarized  and  frozen.  But  if  they  catch  me  in. 
their  camps  again,  let  tliem  spitchcock  me !  They  had  a 
right  to  do  it,  as  no  name  appears  to  it,  and  Mr.  Shoemaker 
Gilford,  I  suppose,  never  waived  a  right  he  had  since  he 
commenced  author.  Heaven  confound  him  and  all  caitiffs ! 
"C.  L." 

The  following  letter  to  Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister,  who 
resided  with  the  poet  at  Bydal,  relates  to  matters  of  yet 
nearer  interest. 


"  TliuraiUy,  19th  Oct.,  1815. 

"Dear  Miss  H., — I  am  forced  to  be  the  replier  to  your 
letter,  for  Mary  has  been  ill,  and  gone  from  home  these  five 
weeks  yesterday.  She  has  left  me  veiy  lonely  and  very 
miserable.  I  stroil  about,  but  thera  is  no  rest  but  at  one's 
own  fireside,  and  there  is  no  rest  for  me  there  now.  I  look 
forward  to  the  worse  half  being  past,  and  keep  up  as  well 
as  I  can.  She  has  begun  to  show  some  favourable  symp- 
toms. The  return  of  her  disorder  has  been  frightfully  soon 
this  lime,  with  scarce  a  six  months'  interval.  I  am  almost 
afraid  my  worry  of  spirits  about  the  E.  I.  House  was  partly 
the  cause  of  her  illness,  bnt  one  always  imputes  it  to  the 
cause  next  at  hand ;  more  probably  it  comes  from  some 
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cause  wo  have  no  conlrol  over  or  conjecture  of.  It  cuts 
Bad  great  elices  out  of  the  time,  llie  little  time,  we  shall 
have  to  live  togrther.  I  don't  know  but  the  reciirrcnee  of 
these  illnesfies  might  help  me  to  Bustain  her  death  better 
than  if  we  had  had  no  partial  separations.  But  1  won't 
talk  of  death.  I  will  imagine  us  immortal,  or  forget  that 
we  are  otherwise.  By  God's  blessing,  in  a  few  weeks  we 
may  be  making  our  meal  together,  or  sitting  in  the  front 
row  of  the  Pit  at  Drury  Lano,  or  taking  our  evening  walk 
past  the  theatres,  to  look  at  the  outside  of  them,  at  least,  if 
not  to  be  tempted  in.  Then  we  forget  we  are  assailable ; 
we  are  strong  for  the  time  as  rocks  ;  '  the  wind  is  temper- 
ed to  the  shornLambs.'  Poor  C.Lloyd,  and  poor  Priscilla! 
I  fee!  I  hardly  feel  enough  for  him ;  my  own  calamities 
press  about  me,  and  involve  me  In  a  thick  integument  not 
to  be  reached  at  by  otKer  folks'  misfortunes.  But  I  feel  all 
I  can — all  the  kindness  I  can,  towards  you  all.  God  bless 
yon !     I  hear  nothing  from  Coleridge.     Yours  truly. 

The  following  three  letters  best  speak  for  tliemselves  : 


"  The  conclusion  of  this  epistle  getting  gloomy,  I  have 
chosen  this  part  to  desire  our  kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  Words- 
worth and  to  Dorothea.  "Will  none  of  you  ever  be  in  Lon- 
don again  ? 

"18!  5. 

"  Dear  Wordsworth, — You  liave  made  me  verj'  proud 
with  your  successive  book  presents.  I  have  been  carefully 
through  the  two  volumes,  to  see  that  nothing  was  omitted 
which  used  to  be  there.  1  think  I  miss  nothing  but  a  char- 
acter in  antithetic  manner,  which  I  do  not  know  why  you 
left  out — the  moral  to  the  boys  building  the  giant,  the  omis- 
sion whereof  leaves  it,  in  my  mind,  less  complete — and  one 
admirable  line  gone  (or  something  come  instead  of  it), '  the 
stone-chat,  and  the  glancing  sand-piper,'  which  was  a  line 
quite  alive.  I  demand  these  at  your  hand.  I  am  giad  that 
you  have  not  sacrificed  a  verse  to  those  scoundrels,  I 
would  not  have  had  ybu  offer  up  the  poorest  rag  that  lin- 
gered upon  the  stript  shoulders  of  little  Alice  Fell,  to  have 
atoned  all  their  malice ;  I  would  not  have  given  'em  a  red 
cloak  to  save  their  souls.  I  am  afraid  lest  that  substitu- 
tion of  a  shell  (a  flat  falsification  of  the  history)  for  the 
household  implement,  as  it  stood  at  lirst,  was  a  kind  of  tub 
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thrown  out  to  the  beast,  or  rather  thrown  out  for  him.  The 
tub  was  a  good  honest  tub  in  its  place,  and  nothing  could 
fairly  be  said  against  it.  You  say  yo«  made  the  alteration 
for  the  '  friendly  reader,'  but  the  '  malicious'  will  take  it  to 
himself.  If  you  give  'em  an  inch,&c.  The  Preface  is  no- 
ble, and  such  a«  you  should  write.  I  wish  I  could  set  my 
name  to  it.  Imprimatur ;  but  you  have  sot  it  there  yourself. 
and  I  thank  you.  I  had  rather  be  a  door-keeper  in  your 
margin,  than  have  their  proudest  text  swelling  with  my 
eulogies.  The  poems  in  the  volumes  which  arc  new  to 
me  are  so  much  in  the  old  tone  that  I  hardly  received  them 
as  novelties.  Of  those  of  which  I  had  no  previous  knowl- 
edge, the  '  Four  Yew-trees,"  and  the  mysterious  company 
which  you  have  assembled  there,  most  struck  me — '  Death 
the  Skeleton  and  Time  the  Shadow.'  It  is  a  sight  not  for 
every  youthful  poet  to  dream  of;  it  is  one  of  the  last  re- 
sults he  must  have  gone  thinking  on  fo^  years  for.  '  Lao- 
damia'  is  a  very  original  poem — I  mean  original  with  ref- 
erence to  youT  own  manner.  You  have  nothing  like  it.  I 
should  have  seen  it  in  a  strange  place,  and  greatly  admired 
it,  but  not  suspected  its  derivation. 

"  Let  me  in  this  place,  for  I  have  writ  you  several  letters 
naming  it,  mention  that  my  brother,  who  is  a  picture-col- 
lector, has  picked  up  an  undoubtabJc  picture  of  Milton. 
He  gave  a  few  shillings  for  it,  and  could  get  no  history 
with  it,  but  that  some  old.  lady  bad  had  it  for  a  great  many 
years.  Its  age  is  ascertainable  from  the  state  of  the  can- 
vas, and  you  need  only  see  it  to  bo  sure  that  it  is  the  orig- 
inal of  the  heads  in  the  Tonson  editions,  with  which  we 
are  all  so  well  familiar,  Since  I  saw  you  I  have  had  a 
treat  in  the  reading  way,  which  comes  not  every  day.f  the 
Latin  Poems  of  V.  Bourne,  which  are  quite  new  to  me. 
What  a  heart  that  man  had,  all  laid  out  upon  town  scenes, 
a  proper  counterpoise  to  some  people's  rural  extravaganzas. 
Why  I  mention  him  is  that  your  'Power  of  Music' reminded 
me  of  his  poem  of '  The  Ballad-singer  in  the  Seven  Dials.' 
Do  you  remember  his  epigram  on  the  old  woman  who 
taught  Newton  the  ABC,  which,  after  all,  he  says  he 
hesitates  not  to  call  Newton's  '  Principia  V     I  was  lately  fa- 

•  The  poem  on  tlic  four  greBt  ytw-lrees  of  Borroadalc,  whifli  ihe  poet 

for  Ihe  ghnslly  fomu  of  Dc'uh  nnd  Timo  "lo  meel  at  noon-tide"— s  pas- 
rnige  siireiy  not  jurpasscd  in  any  Engliali poetry  uriilen  since  the  days  of 

t  The  folJ"---  '>'il-  passage  aWiil  Vincent  Bourne  hai  Lccn  pteviouslj 
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tiguing  myself  with  going  through  a  volume  of  fine  words 
by  Lord  Thurlow  ;  excellent  words ;  and  if  the  heart  could 
live  by  words  alona,  it  could  desire  no  better  regales  ;  but 
what  an  achiugp  vacuum  of  matter !  I  don't  stick  at  the 
madness  of  it,  for  that  is  only  a  conBcquence  of  shutting  his 
eyes  and  thinking  he  is  in  the  age  of  the  old  Elizabeth  po- 
ets. From  thence  I  turned  to  Bourne.  What  a  sweet, 
unpretending,  pretty-mannered,  malter-fid  creature,  sucking 
from  every  flower,  making  a  flower  of  everything,  his  dic- 
tion all  Latin,  and  his  thoughts  alt  English.  Bless  him ! 
Latin  wasn't  good  enough  for  him.  Why  wasn't  he  con- 
tent with  the  language  which  Gay  and  Prior  wrote  in  ? 

"  I  am  almost  sorry  that  you  printed  extracts  from  those 
first  poems,*  or  that  you  did  not  print  them  at  length. 
They  do  not  read  to  me  as  they  do  altogether.  Besides, 
they  have  diminished  the  value  of  the  original  (which  I 
possess)  as  a  curiosity.  1  have  hitherto  kept  them  distinct 
in  ray  mind,  as  referring  to  a  particular  period  of  your  life. 
All  the  rest  of  your  poems  are  so  much  of  a  piece,  they 
ijiight  have  been  written  in  the  same  week;  these  de- 
cidedly speak  of  an  earlier  period.  They  tell  more  of  what 
yon  had  hecnjeading.  We  were  glad  to  see  the  poems 
■  by  a  female  friend. 't  The  one  an  tho  wind  is  masteriy, 
but  not  new  to  us.  Being  only  three,  perhaps  you. might 
have  clapped  a  D.  at  the  cornet,  and  let  it  have  passed  as  a 
printer's  mark  to  the  uninitiated,  but  as  a  delightful  hint 
to  the  better  instructed.  As  it  is,  expect  a  formal  criticism 
on  the  poems  of  your  female  friend,  and  she  must  expect 
it.  I  should  have  written  before,  but  I  am  cruelly  engaged, 
and  like  to  be.  On  Friday  I  was  at  office  from  ten  in  tho 
morning  (two  hours  dinner  except)  to  eleven  at  night ;  last 
night  till  nine.  My  business  and  office  business  in  general 
have  increased  so  ;  I  don't  mean  I  am  there  every  night, 
b'jt  I  must  expect  a  "great  deal  of  it  I  never  leave  till 
four,  and  do  not  keep  a  holiday  now  once  in  ten  times, 
wiiere  I  used  to  keep  all  red-letter  dajs,  and  some  five 
days  besides,  which  I  used  to  dub  Nature's  hohdajs  I 
have  had  my  day.  I  had  formerly  little  to  do  i>o  of 
the  little  that  is  left  of  life,  I  may  reckon  two  thirds  as 
dead,  for  time  that  a  man  may  call  his  own  is  his  life  , 
and  hard  work  and  thinking  about  it  taint  even  the  leis- 

*  The  "  Evening  Walk,"  and  "  Descriiilne  Skeldips  among  ihf  Al]  a  — 
Worrtswonh'a  earTisst  poems— now  happily  reslored  Jil  Ihfir  entireljj  lo 
iWii  proper  iilacfs  in  the  poelsccllLUeifwotU 

t  By  Mba  Dorothea  Woniswurth. 
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uro  hours — stain  Sunday  with  work-Jay  coEtempiations. 
This  is  Sunday;  and  the  head-ache  1  have  is  part  late 
hours  at  work  the  two  preceding  nights,  and  part  later 
hours  over  a  consoling  pipe  afterward.  But  I  find  stupid 
acquiescence  coming  over  me.  I  bend  to  the  yoke,  and  it 
is  almost  with  me  and  my  household  as  with  tho  man  and 
his  consort. 

'To  them  canh  evening  had  its  glitlering  star, 
And  every  SabbatU^lay  ita  golden  sun' — 

to  such  straits  am  I  driven  for  the  life  of  life.  Time!  Othat 
from  that  superfluity  of  holiday-leisure  my  youth  waEted, 
'Age  might  but  take  some  hours  youth  wanted  not.' 
N.B. — I  have  left  ofl"  spirituous  liquors  for  four  or  more 
months,  with  a  moral  certainty  of  its  lasting.*  Farewell, 
dear  "Wordsworth ! 

"  0  happy  Paris,  seat  of  idleness  and  pleasure  !  From 
some  returned  English  I  hear  that  not  such  a  thing  as  a 
counting-house  is  to  be  seen  in  her  streets — scarce  a  desk. 
Earthquakes  swallow  up  this  mercantile  city  and  its  'grip- 
pie  merchants,'  as  Drayton  hath  it — '  bom  to  be  the  eurso 
of  this  brave  isle  !'  I  invoke  this,  not  on  account  of  any 
parsimonious  habits  the  mercantile  interest  may  have,  but; 
to  confess  the  truth,  because  I  am  not  fit  for  an  office. 

"  Farewell,  in  haste,  from  a  head  that  is  too  ill  to  meth- 
odize, a  stomach  to  digest,  and  all  out  of  tune.  Better  har- 
monies await  you!  C.  Lamb." 


/,„ 


"  Excuse  this  maddish  letter ;  I  am  too  tired  to  write  tn 


"  Dear  Wordsworth, — The  more  I  read  of  your  two  last 
volumes,  the  more  1  feel  it  necessary  to  make  my  acknowl- 
edgments for  them  in  more  than  one  short  letter.  The 
'  Night  Piece,'  to  which  you  refer  me,  I  meant  fully  to  have 
noticed  ;  but,  the  fact  is,  I  come  so  fluttering  aud  languid 
from  business,  tired  with  thoughts  of  it,  frightened  with 
fears  of  it,  tliat  when  I  get  a  few  minutes  to  sit  down  to 
scribble  -(an  action  of  the  hand  now  seldom  natural  .to  me — 
I  mean  voluntary  pen-work},  I  lose  all  presential  memory 

*  Alas !  fof  moral  eetlunly  in  this  moral  but  mortal  worU  I  Lamh'a  rea- 
ilulion  lo  leave  off  spiritnous  lir|Horawaa  aliraveone;  but  he  strengthened 
and  rewarded  it  by  Bucli  copious  l)l)alion3  of  porter,  that  his  sister,  for 
whose  sake  mainly  he  atrempted  the  sacrillee,  entreated  him  to  "live  liks 
himself,"  and  in  a  few  weeks  after  this  assurance  he  ol.eyed  her. 
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of  what  I  had  intended  to  Bay,  and  Bay  what  I  can,  talk 
about  Vincent  Bourne,  or  any  casual  image,  instead  of  that 
which  I  had  meditated  (by  the  way,  I  must  look  out  V.  B. 
for  you).  So  I  had  meant  to  have  mentioned  '  Yarrow 
Visited,'  with  that  etanza,  *  But  thou,  that  didst  appear 
so  fair;'*  than  which  I  think  no  lovelier  etanza  can  be 
found  in  the  wide  world  of  poetry ;  yet  the  poem,  on  the 
whole,  seems  condemned  to  leave  behind  it  &  melan- 
choly of  imperfect  satisfaction,  as  if  you  had  wronged  the 
feeling  with  which,  in  what  preceded  it,  you  had  resolved 
never  to  visit  it,  and  as  if  the  Muse  had  determined,  in  the 
most  delicate  manner,  to  make  you,  and  scarce  make  you, 
feel  it.  Else,  it  is  far  superior  to  the  other,  which  has 
but  one  exquisite  verse  in  it,  the  last  but  one,  or  the  two 
last — this  has  all  fine,  except,  perhaps,  that  that  of '  studi- 
ous case  and  generous  cares,'  has  a  little  tinge  of  the  less 
romantic  about  it.  'The  Farmer  of  Tilsbury  Vale'  is  a 
charming  counterpart  to  '  Poor  Susan,'  with  the  addition  of 
that  delicacy  towards  aberrations  from  the  strict  path, 
which  is  so  fine  in  the  '  Old  Thief  and  the  Boy  by  his  Side,' 
which  always  brings  water  into  my  eyes.  Perhaps  it  is 
the  worse  for  being  a  repetition  ;  '  Susan'  stood  for  the  rep- 
resentative  of  poor  Rus  in  Urbe.  There  was  quite  enough 
to  stamp  the  moral  of  the  thing  never  to  b^  forgotten ; 
'  bright  volumes  of  vapour,'  &c.  The  last  verse,  of  Susan 
was  to  be  got  rid  of,  at  all  events.  It  threw  a  kind  of  du- 
biety upon  Susan's  moral  conduct.  Susan  is  a  servant 
maid.  1  see  her  trundling  her  mop,  and  contemplating  the 
whirling  phenomenon  through  blurred  optica ;  but  to  term 
her  '  a  poor  outcast'  seems  as  much  as  to  say  that  poor  Su- 
san was  no  better  than  she  should  be,  which  I  trust  was 
not  what  you  meant  to  express,  Kobin  Goodfellow  sup- 
ports himself  without  that  stick  of  a  moral  which  you  have 
thrown  away;  but  how  I  can  be  brought  lafeio  de  omitten- 
do  for  that  ending  to  the  Boy-builders  is  a  mystery.  I  can't 
say  positively  now — I  only  know  that  no  line  oftencr  or 
readier  occurs  than  that  '  Light-hearted  boys,  I  will  build 
up  a  Giant  with  you.'  It  comes  naturally,  with  a  warm 
holiday,  and  the  freshness  of  the  blood.  It  is  a  perfect 
summer  amulet,  that  I  tic  round  my  legs  to  quicken  their 
motion  when  I  go  out  a  maying.     (N.B.)  I  don't  often  go 

"  But  Ihou,  that  didst  appear  so  (ait 
Tofondimaginalion, 
Dost  lival  in  the  light  of  liay 
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out  a  maying — Must  is  the  tense  with  me  now.  Do  you 
take  the  pun  1  Young  Eomilly  is  divine  ;•  the  reasons  of 
hia  mother'a  grief  being  remediless — I  never  saw  parental 
love  carried  up  so  high,  towering  above  the  other  tovea — 
Shakspeare  had  done  something  for  the  hlial,  in  Cordelia, 
and,  by  implication,  for  the  fatherly  too,  in  Lear's  resent- 
ment ;  he  left  it  for  you  to  explore  the  depths  of  the  ma- 
ternal heart.  I  get  stupid,  and  flat,  and  flattering ;  what's 
the  use  of  telling  you  what  good  things  you  have  written, 
or — I  hope  I  may  add — that  I  know  them  to  be  good  1 
Apropos — when  I  first  opened  upon  the  just-mentioned 
poem,  in  a  careless  tone,  I  said  to  Mary,  as  if  putting  a  rid- 
dle, '  What  is  good  for  a  bootless  bene  V  To  which,  with  in- 
finite presence  of  mind  (as  the  jest-book  has  it),  she  an- 
swered, 'a  shoeless  pea.'  It  was  the  first  joke  she  ever 
made.  Joke  the  second  I  make.  You  distinguish  well, 
in  your  old  preface,  between  the  verses  of  Dr.  Johnson,  of 
the  '  Man  in  the  Strand,'  and  that  from  '  The  Babes  in  the 
Wood.'     I  was  liinking,  whether  taking  your  own  glorious 

'Andfrnm  the  love  which  waa  in  her  Boul 
For  Iwr  j-ouihfQl  Romilly,' 

which,  by  the  love  I  bear  my  own  soul,  I  think  have  no 
parallel  in  any  of  the  best  old  ballads,  and  just  altering  it 

'And  from  the  great  respect  she  fell 
For  Sir  Samuel  Romilly.' 

would  not  have  cXpl^ued  the  boundaries  of  prose  expres- 
sion, and  poetic  feeling,  nearly  as  well.  Excuse  my  levity 
on  such  an  occasion.  I  never  felt  deeply  in  my  life  if  that 
poem  did  not  make  me,  both  lately  and  when  I  read  it  in 
MS.  No  alderman  ever  longed  after  a  haunch  of  buck 
venison  more  than  I  for  a  spiritual  taste  of  that  '  'White 

'  The  admirable  little  poem,  enlilled  "The  Force  of  Prayer,"  develop- 
ing the  depths  of  a  widowed  mother'a  grief,  whoso  only  aon  had  been 
drowned  in  attempting  to  leap  over  the  precipice  o'f  the  "  wharf '  at  Bolton 
Abbey.  The  firat  line,  printed  in  old  English  characters,  from  some  old 
ISaglifih  ballad, 

"Wbalia  good  for  a  bootless  bene  1" 

ire  the  profoundest  stan- 


Her  hope  wa^ 

Vol.  I.--19 
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I)oe'  you  proniiee.  I  am  Gure  it  is  superlative,  or  "will  be 
when  dressed,  i.  e.,  printed.  All  things  read  raw  to  me  in 
MS. ;  to  compare  magna  parvis,  I  cannot  endure  ray  own 
writings  in  that  state.  The  only  one  which  1  think  would 
not  very  much  win  upon  me  in  print  is  Peter  Bell.  But  I 
am  not  certain.  You  ask  lue  about  your  preface.  I  like 
both  that  and  the  supplement  without  an  exception.  The 
account  of  what  you  mean  by  imagination  is  very  valuable 
to  me.  It  win  help  me  to  like  Bome  things  in  poetry  bet* 
ter,  which  is  a  little  humiliating  to  me  to  confess.  I  thought 
I  could  not  be  instructed  in  that  science  (1  mean  the  crit- 
ical), as  I  once  heard  old  obscene,  beastly  Fetcr  Pindar,  in 
a  dispute  on  Milton,  say  he  thought  that  if  he  bad  reason  to 
value  himself  upon  one  thing  more  than  another,  it  was  in 
knowing  what  good  verse  was.  "Who  looked  over  your 
proof-sheets,  and  left  ordeho  in  that  line  of  Virgil  T 

"  My  brother's  picture  of  Milton  is  very  finely  painted, 
that  is,  it  might  have  been  done  by  a  hand  next  to  Van- 
dyke's. It  is  the  genuine  Milton,  and  an  object  of  quiet 
gaze  for  the  half-hour  at  a  time.  Yet,  though  I  am  confi- 
dent there  is  no  better  one  of  him,  the  face  does  not  quite 
answer  to  Milton.  There  is  a  tinge  of  petit  (ot  petite,  how 
do  you  spell  it?)  querulousness  about  it;  yet,  hang  it!  now 
I  remember  better,  there  is  not ;  it  is  calm,  melancholy, 
and  poetical.  One  of  the  copies  of  the  poems  you  sent  has 
precisely  the  same  pleasant  blending  of  a  sheet  of  second 
volume  with  a  sheet  of  first.  I  think  it  was  page  345  j  but 
I  sent  it  and  had  it  rectified.  It  gave  me,  in  the  first  im- 
petus of  cutting  the  leaves,  just  such  a  cold  squelch  as  go- 
ing down  a  plausible  turning  and  suddenly  reading  '  Wo 
thoroughfare,'  Robinsou's  is  entire:  I  wish  you  would 
write  more  criticism  about  Spenser,  &c.  I  think  I  could 
say  something  about  him  myself,  but.  Lord  bless  me  !  these 
*  merchants  and  their  spicy  drugs,'  which  arc  so  harmoni- 
ous to  sing  of,  they  lime-twig  up  my  poor  soul  and  body, 
till  I  shall  forget  I  ever  thought  myself  a  bit  of  a  genius! 
I  can't  even  put  a  few  thoughts  on  paper  for  a  newspaper. 
I  '  engross'  when  I  should  'peu'  a  paragraph.  Confusion 
blast  all  mcTcantilo  transactions,  all  trafiic,  exchange  of  com- 
modities, intercourse  between  nations,  all  the  consequent 
civilization,  and  wealth,  and  amity,  and  link  of  society,  and 
getting  rid  of  prejudices,  and  knowledge  of  the  face  of  the 
globe ;  and  rot  the  very  firs  of  the  forest,  that  look  so  ro- 
mantic aiivc,  and  die  into  desks  !     Vale. 

"  Yours,  dear  "W.,  and  all  yours,  C.  Lamb." 
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TO    MR,  WORDiWORTH. 

"  April  Dih,  IBIG. 

"  Dear  Wordsworth, — Thanks  for  the  books  yon  have 
given  me  and  for  all  the  books  you  mean  to  give  me.  I 
■will  bind  up  the  Political  Sonnets  and  Ode  according  to 
your  suggestion.  I  have  not  bound  the  poems  y8t.  I  wait 
till  people  have  done  borrowing  them.  I  think  I  shall  get 
a  chain,  and  chain  them  to  my  shaves,  more  BodUtano,  and 
people  may  come  and  read  'Uiem  at  chain's  length.  For 
of  those  who  borrow,  some  read  slow ;  some  mean  to  read, 
but  don't  read ;  and  some  neither  read  nor  meant  to  read, 
but  borrow  to  leave  you  an  opinion  of  their  sagacity.  I 
must  do  my  money-borrowing  friends  the  justice  to  say 
that  there  ia  nothing  of  caprice  or  wantonness  of  alienation 
in  them.  When  they  borrow  my  money,  they  never  fail  to 
make  use  of  it.  Coleridge  has  been  Iicre  about  a  fort- 
night. His  health  ia  tolerable  at  present,  though  beset 
with  temptations.  In  the  first  place,  the  Covent  Garden 
manager  has  declined  accepting  his  tragedy,  though  (having 
read  it)  I  see  no  reason  upon  earth  why  it  might  not  have 
run  a  very  fair  chance,  though  it  certainly  wants  aprominent 
part  for  a  Miss  O'Neil  or  a  Mr.  Kcan.  However,  he  is  go- 
ing to-day  to  write  to  Lord  Byron  to  get  it  to  Drury.  Should 
you  see  Mrs,  C,  who  has  just  written  to  C  a  letter,  which 
1  hav«  given  him,  it  wiU  be  as  well  to  say  nothing  about 
its  fate  till  some  answer  is  shaped  from  Drury.  He  has 
two  volumes  printing  together  at  Bristol,  both  finished  as 
far  as  the  composition  goes  ;  the  latter  containing  his  fugi- 
tive poems,  the  former  his  Literary  Life.  Nature,  who 
conducts  every  creature,  by  instinct,  to  its  best  end,  has 
skilfully  directed  C.  to  take  up  his  abode  at  a  Ohymist's 
LaboratoiT  in  Norfolk-street.  She  might  as  well  have  sent 
a  Helluo  Librontm  for  cure  to  the  Vatican.  God  keep  him 
inviolate  among  the  traps  and  pitfalls !  He  has  done  pretty 
well  as  yet. 

"  Tell  Miss  H.  my  sister  ia  every  day  wishing  to  be  qui- 
etly sitting  down  to  answer  her  very  kind  letter,  but  whiio 
C.  stays  she  can  hardly  find  a  quiet  time  ;  God  bless  hiin ! 

"  Tel!  Mrs.  W.  her  postscripts  are  always  agreeable. 
They  are  so  legible  too.  Your  manual-graphy  is  terrible, 
dark  as  Lycophron.  '  Likelihood,'  for  instance,  is  thus  typ- 
ified   •     I  should  not  wonder  if  the  constant  making 

out  of  such  paragraphs  is  the  cause  of  that  weakness  in 
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Mrs.  W.'s  eyes,  aa  she  is  teaderly  pleased  to  express  it, 
Dorothy,  I  hear,  has  mounted  spectacles  ;  so  you  have  de- 
oculated  two  of  your  dearest  relations  in  life.  Well,  God 
bless  you,  and  continue  to  give  you  power  to  wrile  with  a 
finger  of  power  upon  our  hearts  what  you  fail  to  impress, 
in  correaponding  lucidness,  upon  our  outward  eya-sight! 

"  MaryT  love  to  all ;  she  is  quite  well.    ■ 

"  I  am  called  off  to  do  the  deposits  on  Cotton  Wool — but 
■why  do  I  relate  this  to  you,  who  want  faculties  to  compre- 
hend the  great  mystery  of  deposits,  of  interest,  of  warehouse 
rent,  and  contingent  fund!     Adieu!  C.  Lamb. 

"A  longer  letter  when  C.is  gone  back  into  the  country, 
relating  his  success,  &c.— my  judgment  of  your  new  books, 
&c.,  &o.     I  am  scarce  quiet  enough  while  he  stays. 

"  Yours  again,  C.  L." 

The  next  letter  is  fantastically  written  beneath  a  regu- 
lar official  order,  the  words  in  italica  being  printed. 

"  Sin, — Please  to  state  the  weights  and  amounts  of  the  fol- 
lowing Lots  of  sold  Sale,  181  for 
"  Your  obedient  Servant, 

"CiiAS.  Lamb. 

"  Acoounlanl's  Office,  2Gili  April,  1816.* 

"Dear  W,, — I  have  just  finished  the.  pleasing  task  of 
correcting  the  revise  of  the  poems  and  letter.  I  hope  they 
will  come  out  faultless.  One  blunder  I  saw  and  shtiddered 
at.  The  hallucinating  rascal  had  printed  battered  for  hat- 
tcned,  this  last  not  conveying  any  distinct  sense  to  his  gaping 
soul.  The  Reader  (as  they  call  'em)  had  discovered  it,  and 
given  it  the  marginal  brand,  but  the  substitutory  n  had  not 
yet  appeared,  1  accompanied  his  notice  with  a  most  pa- 
thetic address  to  the  printer  not  to  neglect  the  correction. 
I  know  how  such  a  blunder  would  '  batter  at  your  peace.' 
With  regard  to  the  works,  the  Letter  1  read  with  unabated 
satisfaction.  Such  a  thing  was  wanted — called  for.  The 
parallel  of  Cotton  with  Burns  I  heartily  approve.  Ii,  Wal- 
ton hallows  any  page  in  which  his  reverend  name  appears. 
'  Duty  archly  bending  to  purposes  of  general  benevolence' 
is  exquisite.  The  poems  I  endeavoured  not  to  understand, 
iiut  to  read  them  with  my  eye  alone,  and  I  thiak  I  succeeded, 
(Some  people  will  do  that  when  they  come  out,  you'll  say.) 
As  if  I  were  to  luxuriate  to-morrow  at  some  picture-gallery 

*  This  h  shown  t.y  Ihe  post-mark  W  be  an  error  ;  il  shoul.l  be  ISIS. 
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I  was  never  at  before,  and  going  by  to-day  by  chance,  found 
the  door  open,  and  having  but  five  minutes  to  look  about 
me,  peeped  in ;  just  such  a  chastised  peep  I  took  with  my 
Blind  at  the  lines  my  luxuriating  eye  was  coursing  over 
unrestrained,  not  to  anticipate  another  day's  fuller  satisfac' 
tion.  Coleridge  is  printing  '  Christahel,'  by  Lord  Byron's 
lecommendation  to  Murray,  with  what  he  calfe  a  vision, 
'  Kubla  Kban,'  which  said  vision  he  repeats  so  enehantingjy 
that  it  irradiates  and  brings  heaven  and  etysian  bowers  into 
my  parlour  while  he  sings  or  says  it;  but  there  is  an  ob- 
Bervation,  '  Never  tell  thy  dreams,'  and  I  am  almost  afraid 
that '  Kubla  Khan'  la  an  ow!  that  won't  bear  daylight.  1 
.fear  lest  it  should  be  discovered  by  the  lantern  of  typog- 
raphy and  clear  redncting  to  letters  no  better  tlian  nonsense 
or  no  sense.  "When  I  was  young,  I  used  to  chant  with 
ecstacy  'Mild  Arcadians  ever  bloomimg,'  till  somebody 
told  me  it  was  meant  to  be  nonsense.-  Even  yet  1  have  a, 
lingering  attachment  to  it,  and  I  think  It  better  than  '  Wind- 
sor Forest,' '  Dying  Christian's  Address,'  &c.  Coleridge  has 
sent  his  tragedy  to  I).  L.  T. ;  it  cannot  be  acted  this  season, 
and  by  their  manner  of  receiving,  1  hope  he  will  be  able 
to  alter  it  to  make  them  accept  it  for  nest.  He  is,  at  pres- 
ent, under  the  medical  care  of  a  Mr.  Gilman  (Killman  ?), 
at  Highgate,  where  he  plays  at  leaving  ofTlaud — m  ;  I  think 
his  essentials  not  touched ;  ho  is  very  bad,  but  then  he 
wonderfully  picks  up  another  day,  and  his  face,  when  he 
repeats  his  verees,  hath  its  ancient  glory ;  an  archangel  a 
little  damaged.  "Will  Miss  H.  pardon  our  not  replying  at 
length  to  her  kind  letter?  We  are  not  quiet  enough ; 
Morgan  is  with  us  every  day,  going  betwixt  Highgate  and 
the  Temple.  Coleridge  is  absent  but  four  miles,  and  the 
neighbourhood  of  such  a  man  is  as  eiciting  as  the  presence 
of  fifty  ordinary  persons.  'Tiaenough  to  be  within  the  whiff 
and  wind  of  his  genius  for  us  not  to  possess  out  souls  in 
quiet.  If  I  lived  with  him  or  the  Author  of  Ike  Excursion, 
I  should, in  a  very  httle  time,  lose  my  own  identity,  and  be 
dragged  aloitg  in  the  current  of  other  people's  thoughts, 
hampered  in  a  net.  How  cool  I  sit  in  this  office,  wilJi  no 
possibleinterruptionfarther  than  what  I  may  term  moieriai.' 
There  is  not  as  much  metaphysics  in  thirty-six  of  the  people 
here  as  there  is  in  the  first  page  of  Locke's  'Treatise  on  the 
Human  Understanding,'  or  as  much  poetry  as  in  any  ten 
lines  of  Uie  '  Pleasures  of  Hope,'  or  more  natural '  Beggar's 
Petition,'  I  never  entangle  myself  ia  any  of  their  specu- 
lations.    Interruptions,  if  I  try  to  write  a  letter  even,  I  have 
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dreadful.  Just  now,  within  four  lines,  I  was  called  off  for 
ten  minutes  to  consult  dusty  old  books  for  the  settlement 
of  obsolete  errors.  I  hold  you  a  guinea  you  don't  find  the 
chasm  where  I  left  off',  so  excellently  the  wounded  sense 
closed  again  and  was  healed, 

"N.B. — Nothing  said  above  to  the  contrary,  but  that  I 
hold  the  personal  presence  of  the  two  mentioned  potent 
epirits  at  a  rate  as  high  as  any ;  but  1  pay  dearer ;  what 
amuses  others  robs  mo  of  myself;  my  mind  is  positively 
discharged  into  their  greater  currents,  but  flows  with  a 
willing  violence.  As  to  your  question  about  work;  it  is 
far  less  oppressive  to  me  than  it  was,  from  circumstances ; 
it  takes  aJl  the  golden  part  of  the  day  away,  a  solid  lump, 
from  ten  to  four ;  but  it  does  not  kill  my  peace  as  before. 
Some  day  or  other  I  shall  be  in  a  taking  again.  My  head 
achea,  and  you  have  had  enough.     God  bless  you  ! 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Th«  "  London  Magsiine." — ChurMtcr  and  Fnte  of  Mr.  John  Seolt,  its  Ed- 
itoc—  Glimpae  of  Mr.  Thomas  Griffiths  Wainwiight,  one  of  its  Contribn- 
lats.— Miscellaneous  Leiteis  of  Lamb  to  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  aad  oth- 
ers.—[1818  to  1825.] 

Lams'h  association  with  Hazlitt  in  the  year  1820  intro- 
duced him  to  that  of  the  "  London  Magazine,"  which  sup- 
plied the  Ancst  stimulus  his  intellect  had  ever  received,  and 
induced  the  composition  of  the  Essays  fondly  and  familiarly 
known  under  the  fantastic  title  of  Elia.  Never  was  a  pe- 
riodical work  commenced  with  happier  auspices,  number- 
ing a  list  of  contributors  more  original  in  thought,  more 
fresh  in  spirit,  more  sportive  in  fancy,  or  directed  by  an 
editor  better  qualified  by  nature  and  study  to  preside,  than 
this  "  London."  There  was  Lamb,  with  humanity  ripened 
among  town-bred  experiences,  and  pathos  matured  by  sor- 
row, at  his  wisest,  sagest,  airiest,  mdiscreetcst,  best ;  Bar- 
ry Cornwall,  in  the  first  bloom  of  his  modest  and  endur- 
ing fame,  streaking  the  darkest  passion  with  beauty ;  John 
Hamilton  Reynplds,  lighting  up  the  wildest  eccentricitiea 
and  most  striking  features  of  many-coloured  life  with  vivid 
fancy  ;  and,  with  others  of  less  note,  Haziitt,  whose  pen, 
unloosed  from  the  chain  which  earnest  thought  and  meta- 
physical drcamings  had  woven,  gave  radiant  e3:pression  to 
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the  results  of  the  solitary  mwsings  of  many  years.  Over 
these  contributors  John  Hcott  presided,  himself  a  critic  of 
remarkable  candour,  eloquence,  and  discrimination,  unfet- 
tered hy  the  dogmas  of  contending  schools  of  poetry  and 
art;  apt  to  discern  the  good  and  beautiful  in  all;  and  hav- 
ing, as  editor,  that  which  Kent  recognized  in  Lear,  which 
subjects  revere  in  kings,  and  boys  admire  in  schoolmasters, 
and  contributors  should  welcomo  in  editors  —  aathotity ; 
not  manifested  in  a  worrying,  teasing,  intolerable  interfer- 
ence in  small  matters,  but  in  a  judicious  and  steady  super- 
intendence of  the  whole ;  with  a  wise  allowaace  of  the 
occasional  excesses  of  wit  and  genius.  In  this  respect 
Mr.  Scott  differed  entirely  from  a  celebrated  poet,  who  was 
induced,  just  a  year  after,  to  undertake  the  editorship  of 
the  "  New  Monthly  Magazine,"  an  office  for  which,  it  may 
he  said,  with  all  veneration  for  his  poetic  genius,  he  was 
the  most  unfit  person  who  could  be  found  in  the  wide  world 
of  letters — who  regarded  a  magazine  as  if  it  were  a  long 
affidavit,  or  a  short  answer  in  Chancery,  in  which  the 
absolute  truth  of  every  sentiment  and  the  propriety  of  every 
jest  were  verified  by  the  editor's  oath  or  solemn  affirmation ; 
who  stopped  the  press  for  a  week  at  a  comma ;  balanced 
contending  epithets  for  a  fortnight ;  and,  at  last,  grew  rash 
in  despiur,  and  tossed  the  nearest,  and  often  the  worst  ar- 
ticle, "  nnwhipped  of  justice,"  to  the  impatient  printer. 
Mr.  Scott,  indeed,  was  more  iit  to  preside  over  a  iittlo 
commonwealth  of  authors  than  to  hold  a  despotic  rule  over 
subject  contributors ;  he  had  not  the  airy  grace  of  Jeffrey, 
by  which  he  might  give  a  certain  familiar  liveliness  to  the 
most  laborious  disquisitions,  and  shed  the  glancing  light  of 
fancy  among  party  manifestoes ;  nor  the  boisterous  vigour 
of  Wilson,  riotous  in  power,  reckless  in  wisdom,  fusing  the 
production  of  various  intellects  into  one  brilliant  reflection 
of  his  own  master-mind ;  and  it  was  well  that  he  wanted 
these  weapons  of  a  tyranny  which  his  chief  contrilmtora 
were  too  original  and  too  sturdy  to  endure.  He  heartily 
enjoyed  his  position ;  duly  appreciated  his  contributors  and 
himself;  and  when  he  gave  audience  to  some  young  aspi- 
rant for  periodical  honours  at  a  late  breakfast,  amid  die 
luxurious  confusion  of  newspapers,  reviews,  and  uncut  nov- 
els, lying  about  in  fascinating  htter,  and  carelessly  enun- 
ciated schemes  for  bright  successions  of  essays,  he  seemed 
destined  for  many  years  of  that  happy  excitement  in  which 
thought  perpetually  glows  into  uniuffled  but  energetic  lan- 
guage, and  is  assured  by  the  echoes  of  the  world. 
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Alas !  a  few  days  after  he  thus  appeared  the  object  of 
admiration  and  envy  to  a  young  visitor,  in  his  rooms  in 
York-street,  he  was  stretched  ou  a  bed  of  mental  agony — 
the  foolish  victim  of  the  guilty  custom  of  a  world  which 
would  have  laughed  at  him  for  regarding  himself  as  within 
the  sphere  of  its  opiuion,  if  he  bad  not  died. to  shame  it! 
Ik  a  luckless  hour,  instead  of  seeking  to  oppose  the  bitter 
personalities  of  "  Blackwood"  by  the  exhibition  of  a  serener 
power,  he  rushed  with  spurious  chivalry  into  a  personal 
contest;  caught  up  the  weapons  which  he  had  himself 
denounced,  and  sought  to  unmask  his  oppraients  aad  draw 
them  beyond  the  pale  of  literary  courtesy  ;  placed  himself 
thus  in  a  doubtful  position,  in  which  he  could  neither  con- 
sistently reject  an  appeal  to  the  conventional  arbitrament 
of  violence  nor  embrace  it ;  lost  his  most  legitimate  oppor- 
tunity of  daring  the  unhallowed  strife,  and  found  another 
with  aa  antagonist  connected  with  the  quarrel  only  by  too 
zealous  a  friendship  ;  and,  at  last,  met  his  death  almost  by 
lamentable  accident,  in  the  uncertain  glimmer  of  moonlight, 
from  the  hand  of  one  who  went  out  resolved  not  to  harm 
him !  Such  was  the  melancholy  result— first  of  a  conteo- 
vorsy  too  envenomed — and  afterward  of  enthralment  ia 
usages,  absurd  in  aU,  but  most  absurd  whea  applied  by  a 
literary  man  to  a  literary  quarrel.  Apart  from  higher  cour 
siderations,  it  may  befit  a  life  destined  for  the  listless  ex- 
cesses of  gaiety  to  be  cast  on  an  idle  brawl ;  "  a  youth  of 
folly,  an  old  age  of  cards"  may  be  no  great  sacrifice  to 
preserve  the  hollow  truce  of  fashionable  society ;  hut  for 
men  of  thought— whose  minds  are  their  possession,  and  who 
seek  to  live  in  the  minds  of  others  by  sympathy  with  their 
thoughts — for  them  to  hazard  a  thoughtful  being  because 
they  dare  not  own  that  they  prefer  life  to  death — contem- 
plation to  the  grave — the  preparation  for  eternity  to  the 
unbidden  entrance  on  its  terrors,  would  be  ridiculous  if  it 
did  not  hccome  tragical.  "Sir,  I  am  a  metaphysician!" 
said  Hazlitt  once,  when,  in  a  fierce  dispute  respecting  the 
colours  .  of  Holbein  and  Vandyke,  words  almost  became 
things ;  "  and  nothing  makes  an  impressioa  upon  me  but 
abstract  ideas ;"  and  woeful,  indeed,  is  the  mockery  when 
thiidters  condescend  to  be  duellists  ! 

The  Magazine  did  not  perish  with  its  editor  ;  though  its 
unity  of  purpose  was  lost,  it  was  still  rich  in  essays  of  sur- 
passing individual  merit,  among  whicli  the  masterly  vin- 
dication of  the  true  dramatic  stylo  by  Darley  ;  the  articles 
of  Gary,  the  admirable  translator  of  Dante  ;  and  the  "  Con- 
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fessiofis  of.aii  English  Opium  Eater,"'  held  a  distinguished 
place.  Mr.  De  Q.uincy,  whose  youth  had  been  inspired  by 
enthusiastic  admiration  of  Coleridge,  sho'wn  in  contributions 
to  "  The  Friend,"  not  unworthy  of  his  master,  and  substan- 
tial contributions  of  the  blessings  of  fortune,  came  up  to 
London,  and  found  an  admiring  welcome  from  Messrs.  Taylor 
and  Hessey,  the  publishers  into  whose  hands  the  "  London 
Magazine"  had  passed.  After  the  good  old  fashion  of  the 
GREAT  TRADE,  these  genial  booksellers  used  to  assenible 
their  contributors  round  their  hospitable  tabic  in  Fleet- 
street,  where  Mr.  De  Cluincy  was  introduced  to  his  new 
allies.  Among  the  contributors  who  partook  of  their  pro- 
fessional festivities  was  a  gentleman  whose  subsequent 
career  has  invested  the  recollection  of  his  appearances  in 
the  familiarity  of  social  life  with  fearful  interest— Mr.  Thom- 
as Griffiths  ■Wainwright.  He  was  then  a  young  man,  on 
the  bright  side  of  thirty,  with  a  sort  of  undress  military  air, 
and  the  conversation  of  a  smart,  lively,  clever,  heartless, 
voluptuous  coxcomb.  It  was  whispered  that  he  had  been 
an  officer  in  the  Dragoons ;  had  spent  more  than  one  for- 
tune ;  and  he  now  condescended  to  take  a  part  in  periodical 
literature,  with  the  careless  grace  of  an  amateur  who  felt 
himself  above  it.  He  was  an  artist  also  ;  sketched  boldly 
and  graphically ;  exhibited  a  portfolio  of  his  own  drawings 
of  female  beauty,  in  which  the  voluptuous  trembled  on  the 
borders  of  the  indelicate  ;  and  seized  on  the  critical  depart- 
ment of  the  Fine  Arts,  both  in  and  out  of  the  Magazine, 
undisturbed  by  the  presence  or  pretensions  of  the  iinest 
critic  on  Art  who  ever  wrote— "William  Hazlitt.  On  this 
subject  he  composed  for  the  Magazine,  under  the  signature  - 
of  Janus  "Weathercock,"  articles  of  flashy  asBumption,  in 
wh  h  d  sdainful  notices  of  living  artists  \vete  set  off"  by 
f  at  ng  references  to  the  personal  appearance,  accom- 
pl  hm  nts,  and  lusurious  appliances  of  the  writer,  ever  the 
ii  st  h    o  of  his  essay.     He  created  a  new  sensation  in  the 

date       cle,  not  only^by  his  braided  snrtouts,  jewelled  fin- 
g    s  and  various  neck-handkerchiefs,  but  by  ostentatious 

nt  n  pt  for  everything  in  the  world  but  elegant  enjoyment. 
La  b  ho  delighted  to  find  sympathy  in  dissimilitude, 
f  nc  ed  tl  at  he  really  liked  him  ;  took,  as  he  ever  did,  the 
genial  side  of  character  ;  and,  instead  of  disliking  the  rake 
in  the  critic,  thought  it  pleasant  to  detect  so  much  taste  and 
good-nature  in  a  fashionable  roui;  and  regarded  all  his 
vapid  gaiety,  which  to  severer  observers  looked  like  impor- 
liiicnce,  as  the  playful  effusion  of  a  remarkably  guilelofs 
19* 
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nature.  Wo  lost  sight  of  him  when  the  career  of  thft 
"  London  Magazine"  ended ;  and  Lamb  did  not  Uve  ta  learn 
the  sequel  of  his  history. 

In  J8I9,  Mr.  Wordsworth,  encouraged  by  the  extending 
circle  of  his  earnest  admirets,  announced  for  publication  his 
"  Peter  Bell" — a  poem  written  in  the  first  enthusiasm  of 
his  system,  and  exemplifying,  amid  beauty  and  pathos  of 
the  finest  essence,  some  of  its  most  startling  peculiarities. 
Some  wicked  jester,  gifted  with  more  ingenuity  and  bold- 
ness than  wit,  anticipated  the  real "  Simon  Pure"  by  a  false 
one,  burlesquing  some  of  the  characteristics  of  the  poet's 
homeliest  style.  This  grave  hoax  produced  tha  following 
letter  from  Lamb,  appropriately  written  in  alternate  lines 
of  red  and  black  ink,  till  the  last  sentence,  in  which  the  col- 
ours are  alternated,  word  by  word — even  to  the  signature 
— and  "  Mary's  love,"  at  tho  close,  so  that  "  Mary"  is  black, 
and  her  "  love"  red. 

TO  Mil.  WOKDSWORTII. 

"1810. 

"Dear  Wordsworth, — I  received  a  copy  of 'Peter  Bell'  a 
week  ago,  and  I  hope  the  author  will  not  be  offended  if  I 
say  I  do  not  much  relish  it-  The  humour,  if  it  is  meant  for 
humour,  is  forced  ;  and  then  the  price! — sixpence  would 
have  been  dear  for  it.  Mind,  I  do  not  mean  your  '  Peter 
Bell,'  but  a  '  Peter  Bell,'  which  preceded  it  about  a  week, 
and  is  in  every  bookseller's  shop  window  in  London,  the 
type  and  paper  nothing  differing  from  the  true  one,  the  pref- 
ace signed  W.  W.,  and  the  supplementary  preface  quoting 
as  the  author's  words  an  extract  from  the  supplementary 
preface  to  the  '  Lyrical  Ballads.'  la  there  no  law  against 
these  rascals !  I  would  have  this  Lambert  Simnel  whipped 
at  the  carl's  tail.     Who  started  the  spurious  '  P.  B,'  I  have 

not  heard.     I  should  guess,  one  of  the  sneering ;  but 

I  have  heard  no  name  mentioned.  '  Peter  Bell'  (not  the 
mock  one)  is  excellent ;  for  its  matter,  1  mean.  I  cannot 
say  the  style  of  it  quite  satisfies  me.  It  is  too  lyrical.  Tho 
auditors  to  whom  it  is  feigned  to  be  told  do  not  arride  me. 
I  had  rather  it  had  been  told  me,  tho  reader,  at  once. 
'  Hartleap  Well'  is  the  tale  for  me  ;  in  matter  as  good  as 
this,  in  manner  infinitely  before  it,  in  my  poor  judgment. 
Why  did  you  not  add  '  The  Wagoner?'  Have  1  thanked 
you,  t'.iough,  yet,  for  '  Peter  Bell  ?'  1  would  not  not  have  it 
for  a  good  deal  of  money.     C is  very  foolish  to  scribbls 
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about  boolcs.  Neither  his  tongue  nor  fingers  are  veiy  re- 
tentive. ButI  shall  not  say  anything  to  him.  about  it.  Ho 
would  only  begin  a  very  long  story  with  a  very  long  face, 
and  I  see  hira  far  too  seldom  to  tease  him  with  affairs  of 
business  or  conscience  when  I  do  see  him.  He  never  comes 
near  our  house,  and  when  we  go  to  see  him  he  is  generally 
writing,  or  thinking;  he  is  writing  in  his  study  till  the 
dinner  comes,  and  that  is  scarce  over  before  the  stage 
summons  us  away.  The  mock  '  P.  B.'  had  only  this  effect 
on  me,  that  after  twice  reading  it  over  in  hopes  to  find 
something  diverting  in  it,  I  reached  your  two  books  off  the 
shelf,  and  set  into  a  steady  reading  of  them,  till  1  had  nearly 
finished  both  before  I  went  to  bed ;  the  two  of  your  last 
edition,  of  course  I  mean;  and  in  the  morning  I  awoke  de- 
termined to  take  down  the '  Excursion.'  I  wish  the  scoun- 
drel imitator  could  know  this.  But  why  waste  a  wish  on 
him  t  I  do  not  believe  that  paddling  about  with  a  stick  in 
a  pond,  and  fishing  up  a  dead  author,  whom  his  intolerable 
wrongs  had  driven  to  that  deed  of  desperation,  would  turn 
the  heart  of  one  of  these  obtuse  literary  Bells.  There  is 
no  Cock  for  such  Peters— hang  'em !  1  am  glad  this  aspi- 
ration came  upon  the  red  ink  line.  It  is  more  of  a  bloody 
curse.  I  have  delivered  over  your  other  presents  to  Alsager 
and  G.  D.  A.,  I  am  sure,  will  value  it,  and  be  proud  of  the 
hand  from  which  it  came.  ToCr.  D.  a  poem  is  a  poem; 
hia  own  as  good  as  anybody's,  and,  God  bless  him!  any- 
body's as  good  as  his  own ;  for  I  do  not  think  he  has  the 
most  distant  guess  of  the  possibility  of  one  poem  being  better 
than  another.  The  gods,  by  denying  him  the  very  faculty 
itself  of  discrimination,  have  effectually  cut  off  every  seed 
of  envy  in  his  bosom.  But  with  envy,  they  eicided  curios- 
ity also  ;  and  if  you  wish  the  copy  again,  which  you  des- 
tined for  him,  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  find  it  again  for  you, 
on  his  third  shelf,  where  he  stuffs  his  presentation  copies, 
uncut,  in  shape  and  matter  resembling  a  lump  of  dry  dust ; 
but  on  carefully  removing  that  stratum,  a  thing  like  a 
pamphlet  will  emerge.  I  have  tried  this  with  fifty  different 
poetical  works  that  have  been  given  G.  D.  in  return  for  as 
many  of  his  own  performances,  and  I  confess  I  never  had 
any  scruple  in  taking  my  own  again,  wherever  1  found  it, 
shaking  the  adhcrcncea  off,  and  by  this  means  one  copy  of 
'my  works' served  forG.  D.,  and,  with  a  little  dusting,  was 

made  over  to  my  good  friend  Dr.  G - ,  who  little  thought 

whose  leavings  ho  was  taking  when  he  made  me  that 
graceful  bow.     By  the  way,  the  Doctor  is  the  only  one  of  my 


^d  by  Google 


444  LETTER 

acquaintance  who  bows  gracefully — tny  town  acquaintance, 
I  mean.  Howdo  youlikemyway  of  writing  with  two  inks  t 
I  think  it  is  pretty  and  motley.  Suppose  Mrs.  W.  adopts  it 
the  next  time  she  holds  the  pen  for  you.  My  dinner  waits. 
I  have  no  time  to  indulge  any  longer  in  these  laborious  cu- 
riosities. God  hless  you,  and  cause  to  thrive  and  bourgeon 
whatsoever  you  write,  and  fear  no  inks  of  miserable  poet- 
asters. Yours  truly,  Charles  Lamb. 
"  Mary's  love." 

The  following  letter,  probably  written  about  this  time,  is 
entirely  in  red  ink  : 


"  Dear  Coleridge, — A  letter  written  in  the  blood  of  your 
poor  friend  would  indeed  be  of  a  nature  to  startle  you  ;  but 
this  is  naught  but  harmless  red  ink,  or,  as  the  witty  mer- 
cantile phrase  hath  it,  clerk's  blood.  Hang  'em  !  my  brain, 
skin,  flesh,  bone,  carcase,  soul,  time,  is  all  theirs.  The  Royal 
Exchange,  Gresham's  Folly,  hath  mo  body  and  spirit.  I  ad- 
mire some  of 's  lines  on  you,  and  I  admire  your  post- 
poning reading  them.  He  is  a  sad  tattler,  but  this  is  under 
the  rose.  Twenty  years  ago  he  estranged  one  friend  from 
mc  quite,  whom  I  have  been  regretting,  but  never  could 
regain  since  ;  he  almost  alienated  you  also  from  mc,  or  me 
from  you,  I  don't  know  which.  But  that  breach  is  closed. 
The  dreary  sea  is  filled  up.  He  has  lately  been  at  work 
'telling  again,'  as  they  call  it,  a  most  gratuitous  piece  of 
mischief,  and  has  caused  a  coolness  betwixt  mo  and  a  (not 
friend  exactly,  but)  intimate  acquaintance.  I  suspect,  also, 
he  saps  Manning's  faith  in  me,  who  am  to  Manning  more 
than  an  acquaintance.  Still  I  like  his  writing  verses  about 
you.  Will  your  kind  host  and  hostess  give  us  a  dinner  nest 
Sunday,  and,  better  still,  not  expect  vs  if  the  weather  is  very 
bad  ?  Why  you  should  refuse  twenty  guineas  per  sheet  for 
Blackwood's  or  any  other  magazine  passes  my  poor  com- 
prehension. But,  as  Strap  says,  '  you  know  best.'  I  have 
no  quarrel  with  you  about  prieprandial  avocations,  so  don't 
imagine  one.  That  Manchester  sonnet"  I  think  very  likely 
is  Capel  Loili's.     Another  sonnet  appeared  with  the  same 

initials  jn  the  same  paper,  which  turned  out  to  be  P 's. 

What  do  the  rascals  mean  !     Am  I  to  have  the  fathering 
of  what  idle  rhymes  every  beggarly  poetaster  pours  forth  t 
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Who  put  your  marine  sonnet  'about  Browno'  iato  '  Black- 
wood V     1  did  not.     So  no  more  till  we  meet. 

"liver  y.ours,  C.  L." 

Tho  following  letter  (of  post-mark  1823)  is  addressed  to 
Trinity  College,  Cambtidge.when  Miss  Wordsworth  was  vis- 
iting hei  brother,  Dr.  Wordsworth. 

TO  MISS  WORDSWORTH. 

"  Mary  perfectly  approves  of  the  appropriation  of  the 
feathers,  and  wishes  them  peacock's  for  you  fair  niece's  sake. 

■'1822. 

"  Dear  Miss  Wordsworth, — I  had  just  written  the  above 

endearing  words  when  M tapped  me  on  the  shoulder 

with  an  invitation  to  cold  goose  pie,  which  I  was  not  bird 

of  that  sort  enough  to  decline.     Mrs.  M ,  I  am  most 

happy  to  say,  is  better.  Mary  has  been  tormented  with  a 
rheumatism,  which  is  leaving  her.  I  am  sufibring  from  the 
festivities  of  the  season.  I  wonder  how  my  misused  carcase 
holds  it  out.  I  have  played  the  experimental  philosopher 
on  it,  that's  certain.  Willy*  shall  be  welcome  to  a  mince- 
pie,  and  a  bout  at  commerce  whenever  he  comes.  He  was 
in  our  eye.  I  am  glad  you  liked  my  new  year's  speculations; 
everybody  likes  them  except  the  author  of  the  '  Pleasures 
of  Hope.'  Disappointment  attend  him !  How  I  like  to  be 
liked,  and  what  I  do  io  he  liked !  They  flatter  me  in  mag- 
azines, newspapers,  and  all  the  minor  reviews  ;  the  Q.uar- 
teriiea  hold  aloof.  But  they  must  come  into  it  in  time,  or 
their  leaves  be  waste  paper.  Salute  Trinity  Library  in  my 
name.  Two  special  things  are  worth  seeing  at  Cambridge  : 
a  portrait  of  Cromwell,  at  Sydney,  and  a  better  of  Dr.  Har- 
vey {who  found  out  that  blood  was  red),  at  Dr.  Davy's  ;  you 
should  see  them.  Coleridge  is  pretty  well ;  I  have  not  seen 
him,  but  hear  often  of  him  from  AU sop,  who  sends  me  hares 
and  pheasants  twice  a  week  ;  I  can  hardly  take  so  fast  as 
he  gives.  I  have  almost  forgotten  butcher's  meat,  as  ple- 
beian. Are  you  not  glad  the  cold'is  gone  ?  I  find  winters 
not  so  agreeable  as  they  used  to  be  '  when  winter  bleak  had 
charms  for  me.'  I  cannot  conjure  up  a  kind  similitude  for 
those  snowy  flakes.     Let  them  keep  to  twelfth  cakes! 

"  Mrs.  P ,  our  Cambridge  friend,  has  been  in  town. 

You  do  not  know  the  W 's,  in  Tnimpington- street.   They 

are  capital  people.    Ask  anybody  you  meet  who  is  the  biggest 

*  Mr.  Wotdsworth'a  second  son,  Ihcn  al  the  Charier  House. 
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-woman  in  Cambridge,  and  I'll  hold  you'a  wager  they'll  say 

Mrs. ;  she  broke  down  two  beaches  in  Trinity  Gardens, 

one  on  the  confines  of  St.  John's,  which  occasioned  a  litiga- 
tion between  the  societies  aa  to  repairing  it.  In  warm 
weather  she  retires  into  an  ice-cellar  (literally !),  and  dates 
the  returns  of  the  years  from  a  hot  Thursday  some  twenty 
years  back.  She  sits  in  a  room  witli  opposite  doors  and 
windows,  to  let  in  a  thorough  draught,  which  gives  her 
slenderer  friends  tooth-aches.  She  is  .to  he  seen  in  the 
market  every  morning  at  ten  cheapening  fowls,  which  I  ob- 
serve the  Cambridge  poulterers  arc  not  sufficiently  careful 
to  stump. 

"  Having  now  answered  most  of  the  points  contained  in 
your  letter,  let  me  end  with  assuring  you  of  our  very  beat 
kindness,  and  excuse  Mary  for  not  handling  the  pen  on  this 
occasion,  especially  as  it  has  fallen  into  so  much  better 
hands  !  Will  Dr.  W.  accept  of  my  respects  at  the  end  of  a 
foolish  letter  ?  C.  L." 

The  following  letter  to  Mr.  Waiter  Wilson,  who  was  com- 
posing a  "  Life  of  De  Foe,"  in  reply  to  inquiries  on  various 
pointa  ofthe  great  novelist's  history,  iat;a(e(i24th  Feb.,  1823. 


"  Dear  W., — I  write  that  you  may  not  think  me  neglect- 
ful, not  that  I  have  anything  to  say.  In  answer  to  your 
questions,  it  was  at  your  house  I  saw  an  edition  of 'Hoxana,' 
the  preface  to  which  stated  that  the  author  had  left  out  all 
that  part  of  it  which  related  to  Rosana's  daughter  persist- 
ing in  imagining  herself  to  be  so,  in  spite  of  the  mother's 
denial,  from  certain  hints  she  had  picked  up,  and  throwing 
herself  continually  in  her  mother's  way  (as  Savage  is  said 
to  have  done  in  the  way  of  his,  prying  in  at  windows  to  get 
a  glimpse  of  her),  and  thatit  was  by  advice  of  Southern,  who 
objected  to  the  circumstances  as  being  untrue,  when  the  rest 
of  the  story  was  founded  on  fact ;  which  shows  S.  to  have 
been  a  stupid-ish  fellow.  The  incidents  so  resemble  Sav- 
age's story,  that  I  taxed  Godwin  with  tating  Falkner  from 
his  life  by  Dr.  Johnson.  You  should  have  the  edition  (if 
you  have  not  parted  with  it),  for  I  saw  it  never  but  at  your 
place  at  the  Mew's  Gate,  nor  did  I  then  read  it  to  compare 
it  with  my  own;  only  I  know  the  daughter's  curiosity  is  the 
best  part  of  my  '  Roxana.'  The  prologue  you  speak  of  was 
mine,  and  so  named,  but  not  worth  much.  You  ask  me  for 
two  or  three  pages  of  verse.     I  have  not  written  so  much 
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since  you  knew  me.  I  am  altogether  prosaic.  May  be  I 
may  t«uch  ofFa  sonnet  in  time.  I  do  not  prefer  'Colonel 
Jack' to  either  'Robinson  Crusoe'  or  'Eoxana.'  I. only 
spoke  of  the  beginning  of  it,  his  childish  history.  The  rest 
is  ]>oor.  1  do  not  know  anywhere  any  good  character  of 
De  Foe  besides  what  you  mention.'  I  do  not  know  that 
Swift  mentions  him  ;  Pope  does.  I  forget  if  D'Israeli  has. 
Dunlop.I  think,  has  nothing  of  him.  He  is  quite  new  ground, 
and  scarce  known  beyond  '  Crusoe.'  I  do  not  know  who 
wrote  '  Cluarl.'  1  never  thought  of  '  CLuarl'  as  having  an 
author.  It  is  a  poor  imitation  ;  the  monkey  is  the  best  in 
it,  and  his  pretty  dishes  made  of  shells.  Do  you  know  the 
paper  in  the '  Englishman'  by  Sir  Richard  Steele,  giving  an 
account  of  Selkirk !  It  is  admirable,  and  has  all  the  germs 
of  '  Crusoe.'  You  must  quote  it  entire.  Captain  G.  Carle- 
ton  wrote  his  own  memoirs  ;  they  are  about  Lord  Peter- 
borough's  campaign  in  Spain,  and  a  good  hook.  '  Puzzelli' 
puzzles  me,  and  I  am  in  a  cloud  about '  Donald  M'Leod.'  I 
never  heard  of  them  ;  so  you  see,  my  dear  Wilson,  what  poor 
assistances  I  can  give  in  the  way  of  information,  1  wish 
your  book  out,  for  I  shall  like  to  see  anything  about  De  Foe 
or  from  you.  Your  old  friend,  C.  Lamb. 

"From  my  and  your  old  compound." 

The  following  is  the  fragment  of  a  letter  addressed  in  the 
beginning  of  1823  to  Miss  Hutchinson  at  Ramsgate,  whither 
she  had  gone  with  an  invalid  relative. 


"  April  Sath.  1823. 

"Dear  Miss  H., — It  gives  me  great  pleasure  (the  letter 
now  begins)  to  hear  that  you  got  down  so  smoothly,  and 

that  Mrs.M 's  spirits  are  so  good  and  enterprising.     It 

shows,  whatever  her  posture  may  be,  that  her  mind  at  least 
is  not  supine.  I  hope  the  excursion  will  enable  the  former 
to  keep  pace  with  its  outstripping  neighbour.  Pray  present 
our  kindest  wishes  to  her  and  all  (that  sentence  should 
properly  have  come  into  the  Postscript,  but  we  airy,  mercuri- 
al spirits,  there  is  no  keeping  us  in).  'Time' (as  was  said 
of  one  of  ub)  'toils  after  us  iu  vain.'     lam  afraid  our  co-visit 

'  Those  who  wish  to  lead  an  admirable  character  of  De  Foe,  associated 
with  the  most  valuable  inroimftlion  reacting  his  personal  history,  Aould 
lerert  10  an  article  inthe"  Edinburgh  Review  "on  I>e  Foe,  auribuled  to  the 
author  of  the  "  Lives  of  the  Statesmen  of  the  Comnionu'eallh,"t>nd  of  the 
delishlfu!  "  Biography  of  Olivet  Goldsmith,''  almost  us  charming  as  its 
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with  Coleridge  was  a  dream.  I  shall  not  get  away  before 
the  end  (or  middle)  of  June,  aad  then  you  will  be  frog- 
hopping  at  Boulogne ;  and  besides,  I  think  the  Gilmans 
would  scarce  trust  him  with  us ;  I  have  a  malicious  knack 
at  cutting  of  apron-strings.  The  Saints'  days  you  speak  of 
have  long  since  fled  to  heaven,  with  Astreea,  and  the  cold 
piety  of  the  age  lacks  fervour  to  recall  them ;  only  Peter 
left  his  key — the  iron  one  of  the  two  that '  shuts  amain' — 
and  that  is  the  reason  I  am  looted  up.  Meanwhile  of  af- 
ternoons we  pick  up  primroses  at  Dalston,  and  Mary  cor- 
rects me  when  I  call  'em  cowslips.     God  bless  you  all,  and 

pray  remember  me  euphoniously  to  Mr.  G ,     That  Lee 

Priory  must  be  a  dainty  bower.  Is  it  built  of  flints  ?  and 
does  it  stand  at  Kingsgate  ?" 

In  this  year  Lamb  made  his  greatest  essay  in  house- 
keeping, by  occupying  Colebrook  Cottage  at  Islington,  on  the 
banks  of  his  beloved  New  River,  There  occurred  the  im- 
mersion of  George  Dyer  at  noontide,  which  supplies  the  sub- 
ject of  one  of  "The  Last  Essays  of  Elia;"  and  which  is  ver- 
itably related  in  the  following  letter  of  Lamb,  which  is 
curious,  as  containing  the  germ  of  that  delightful  article, 
and  the  first  sketches  of  the  Brandy- and- Water  Doctor 
therein  celebrated  as  miraculous. 


"  Dear  Mrs.  11., — Sitting  down  to  write  a  letter  is  such  a 
painful  operation  to  Mary,  that  you  must  accept  me  as  her 
j)roiy.  You  have  seen  our  house.  What  I  now  tell  you  is 
literally  true.  Yesterdayweek,  George  Dyer  called  upon  us, 
at  one  o'clock  (bright  noon  day),  on  his  way  to  dine  with 
Mrs.  Barbauld,  at  ifewington.  He  sat  with  Mary  about  half 
an  hour,  and  took  leave.  The  maid  saw  him  go  out  from 
her  kitchen  ■window,  but  suddenly  losing  sight  of  him,  ran 
up  in  a  fright  to  Mary.  G.  D.,  instead  of  keeping  the  slip 
that  leads  to  the  gate,  had  deliberately,  staff  in  hand,  in 
broad  open  day,  marched  into  the  New  River.  Ho  had  not 
his  spectacles  on,  and  you  know  his  absence.  "Who  helped 
him  out  they  can  hardly  tell,  hut  between  'em  they  got  him 
out,  drenched  through  and  through.  A  mob  collected  by 
that  time,  and  accompanied  him  in.  '  Send  for  the  Doctor  :' 
they  said ;  and  a.  one-eyed  fellow,  dirty  and  drunk,  wa; 
fetched  from  the  publie-house  at  the  end,  where  it  seems 
he  lurks,  for  the  sake  of  picking  up  water-practice,  having 
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formerly  had  a  medal  from  the  Humane  Society  for  some 
rescue.  By  his  advice,  the  patient  was  put  between  blaii- 
tets ;  and  when  I  came  home  at  four,  to  dinner,  I  found 
G.  D.  a-bed,  and  raving,  iight-headcd,  with  the  brandy-and- 
■water  which  the  doctor  had  administered.  He  sung,  laugh- 
ed, whimpered,  Bcreamed,  babbled  of  guardian  angela,  would 
get  up  and  go  home  ;  but  we  kept  him  there  by  force  ;  and 
by  next  morning  he  departed  sobered,  and  seema  to  have 
received  no  injury.  All  my  friends  are  open-mouthed  about 
having  paling  before  the  river,  but  I  cannot  see,  because 
an  absent  man  chooses  to  walk  into  a  river,  with  his  eyes 
open,  at  midday,  I  am  any  the  more  likely  to  be  drowned 
in  it,  coming  home  at  midnight. 

"  I  have  had  the  honour  of  dining  at  the  Mansion  House, 
on  Thursday  last,  by  special  card  from  the  Lord  Mayor, 
who  never  saw  my  face,  nor  I  his ;  and  all  from  being  a 
writer  in  a  magazine !  The  dinner  costly,  served  on  massy 
plate.  Champagne,  pines,  &c. ;  forty-seven  present,  among 
whom  the  Chairman,  and  two  other  directors  of  the  India 
Company.  There's  for  you!  and  got  away  pretty  sober! 
Ciuite  saved  my  credit ! 

"  We  continue  to  like  our  house  prodigiously.  Our  kind 
remembrances  to  you  and  yours.     Yours  truly, 

"  C.  Lamb. 

"  I  am  pleased  that  H,  liked  my  letter  to  the  Laureate," 

Brcquested  by  the  ttuakoi  Poet  to  advise  him  on  a  pro- 
posal for  appropriating  a  large  sum  of  money  raised  by  a 
few  admiring  friends  to  his  comfort  in  advancing  years, 
Lamb  gave  his  wise  and  genial  judgment  in  the  following 
letter 


■'  Marcli  24sli,  1624. 

"  Dear  B.  B., — I  hasten  to  say  that  if  my  opinion  can 
strengthen  you  in  your  choice,  it  is  decisive  for  your  ac- 
ceptance of  what  has  been  so  handsomely  offered.  I  can 
see  nothing  injurious  to  your  most  honourable  sense.  Think 
that  you  are  called  to  a  poetical  ministry — nothing  worse 
— the  minister  is  worthy  of  the  hire.  The  only  objection 
I  feel  is  founded  on  a  fear  that  the  acceptance  may  be  a 
temptation  to  you  to  let  faU  the  bone  (hard  as  it  is)  which 
is  in  your  mouth,  and  must  aHbrd  tolerable  pickings,  for  the 
shadow  of  independence.  You  cannot  propose  to  become 
independent  on  what  the  low  state  of  interest  could  afford 
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you  from  such  a  principal  as  you  mention ;  and  the  most 
graceful  excuse  for  the  acceptance  would  bo,  that-  it  left 
you  free  to  your  voluntary  functions.  That  is  the  leas  light 
part  of  the  scruple.  It  has  no  darker  shade.  I  put  in 
darker,  because  of  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  light,  which 
Donne,  in  his  admirable  poem  on  the  Metempsychosis,  has 
so  ingeniously  illustrated,  in  his  invocation — 
12  12 

*  Make  my  dwh  heavy  poem  light  and  Ughl.' 
where  two  senses  of  light  arc  opposed  to  different  oppo- 
sites.  A  trifling  criticism.  I  can  see  no  reason  for  &ny 
scruple  then  hut  what  arises  from  your  own  interest ;  ■which 
is  in  your  own  power  of  course  to  solve.  If  you  stiljl  have 
doubts,  read  over  Sanderson's  Cases  of  Conscience,  and 
Jeremy  Taylor's  Ductor  Dubitantium,  the  first  a  moderate 
octavo,  the  latter  a  folio  of  900  close  pages,  and  when  you 
have  thoroughly  digested  the  admirable  reasons  pro  and 
con  which  they  give  for  every  possible  case,  you  will  be — 
just  as  wise  as  when  you  began.  Every  man  is  his  own 
best  casuist ;  and  after  all,  as  Ephraim  Smooth,  in  the  pleas- 
ant comedy  of  '  Wild  Oats,'  has  it,  '  there  is  no  harm  in  a 
guinea.'     A  fortiori,  there  is  less  in  2000. 

"  I  therefore  most  sincerely  congratulate  with  you,  ex- 
cepting BO  far  as  excepted  above.  If  you  have  fair  pros- 
pects of  adding  to  the  principal,  cut  the  Bank ;  hut  in  either 
case,  do  not  refuse  an  honest  service.  Your  heart  tells  you 
it  is  not  offered  to  bribe  yoM  from  any  duty,  but  to  a  duty 
which  you  feci  to  bo  your  vocation.     Farewell  heartily. 

s  addressed 

TO   BERNARD   BARTON. 

"  Decpmbe.  Isl,  1624. 

"  Dear  B.  B.,— If  Mr.  Mitfotd  will  send  me  a  full  and 
circumstantial  description  of  his  desired  vases,  I  will  trans- 
mit the  same  to  a  gentleman  residefft  at  Canton,  whom  1 
think  I  have  interest  enough  in  to  take  the  proper  care  for 
their  execution.  But  Mr.  M.  must  have  patience.  China 
is  a  great  way  off,  farther  perhaps  than  he  thinks  ;  and  his 
next  year's  roses  must  be  content  to  wither  in  a  Wedgwood 
pot.  Us  will  please  to  Bay  whether  he  should  like  his  Arms 
upon  them,  &C.  I  send  herewith  some  patterns  which  sug- 
gest themselves  to  me  at  the  iirst  blush  of  the-  subject,  but 
he  will  probably  consult  his  own  taste  after  all. 
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The  last  pattern  is  obviously  fitted  for  ranunculuses  only. 
The  two  former  may  indifierently  hold  daisies,  maijoram, 
Bweet-williams,  and  that  sort.  My  friend  in  Canton  is  In- 
spector of  Teas  ;  his  name  is  Ball;  and  I  can  think  of  no 
better  tunnel.     I  shall  expect  Mr.  M.'s  decision. 

"  Taylor  and  Heasey,  finding  their  magazine  goes  off  very 
heavily  at  2*.  6d.,  are  prudently  going  to  raise  their  price 
another  Bhilling;  and  having  already  more  authors  than 
they  want,  intend  to  increase  the  number  of  them.  If  they 
set  np  against  the  Hew  Monthly,  they  must  change  their 
present  hands.  It  is  not  tying  the  dead  carcase  of  a  Re- 
view to  a  half-dead  Magazine  will  do  their  business.  It 
is  like  G.  D.  multiplying  his  volumes  to  make  'em  sell  bet- 
ter. When  he  finds  one  will  not  go  off,  he  publishes  two  ; 
two  stick,  he  tries  three  ;  three  hangs  fire,  he  is  confident 
that  four  will  have  a  better  chance.  C.  L." 

The  following  letter  to  Miss  Hutchinson,  at  Torquay,  re- 
fers to  some  of  Lamb's  later  articles,  published  in  the 
"  London  Magazine,"  which,  in  extending  its  size  and  pre- 
tensions to  a  three- and -sixpenny  miscellany,  had  lost  much 
of  its  spirit.  He  exults,  however,  in 
moir  of  Liston!" 


"  The  brevity  of  this  ia  owing  to  scratching  it  ofi'at  my 
desk  amid  expected  interruptions.  By  habit,  I  can  write 
letters  only  at  ofiice. 

■'January  20th,  1B25. 

"  Dear  Miss  H., — Thank  you  for  a  noble  goose,  which 
wanted  only  the  massive  incrustation  that  we  used  to  pick- 
axe open,  about  this  season,  in  old  Gloster  Place.  When 
shall  we  eat  another  goose  pie  together?  The  pheasant,, 
too,  must  not  be  forgotten ;  twice  as  big,  and  half  as  good 
as  a  partridge.  You  ask  about  the  editor  of  the  '  London;' 
I  know  of  none.  This  first  specimen  is  fiat  and  pert  enough 
to  justify  subscribers  who  grudge  t'other  shilling.  Do 
Q-uincy's  '  Parody*  was  submitted  to  him  before  printed,- 
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and  had  his  Prohatum*  The  '  Horns'  is  in  a  poor  taste,  rc- 
Bemhling  the  most  laboured  papers  in  the  '  Mpectator.'  I 
had  signed  it '  Jack  Horner ;'  but  Taylor  and  Hessey  said 
it  would  be  thought  an  ofi'ensive  article  unless  1  put  my 
known  signature  to  it,  and  wrung  from  me  my  slow  con- 
sent. But  did  you  read  the  '  Memoir  of  Liatoji  V  and  did 
you  guess  whose  it  was  ?  Of  all  the  lies  1  ever  put  off,  I 
value  this  most.  It  is  from  top  to  foe,  every  paragraph, 
pure  invention,  and  has  passed  for  Gospel ;  has  been  repub- 
lished in  newspapers,  and  in  the  penny  play-hills  of  the 
night,  as  an  authentic  account,  1  shall  cettainly  go  to  the 
naughty  man  some  day  for  my  fihbings.  In  the  next  num- 
ber I  figure  as  a  theologian !  and  have  attacked  my  late 
brethren,  the  "Unitarians.  What  Jack  Pudding  tricks  I  shall 
play  nest,  I  know  not ;  I  am  almost  at  the  end  of  my  tether. 
Coleridge  is  quite  blooming,  but  his  book  has  not  budded 
yet.  I  hope  1  have  spelt  Torquay  right  now,  and  that  this 
will  find  you  all  mending,  and  looking  forward  to  a  London 
flight  with  the  Spring.  "Winter,  we  have  had  none,  hut 
plenty  of  foul  weather.  I  have  lately  picked  up  an  epi- 
gram which  pleased  me : 

■■  'Two  noblo  carla,  whom  if  i  qiioic, 

Somo  folks  might  call  me  sinnet, 
The  one  invented  half  a  coat, 

The  other  half  a  dinner. 
The  plnn  wSs  good,  as  some  will  say, 

And  filled  to  console  one  ; 
Because,  in  this  poor  ataiving  day. 

Few  can  affotJ  a  whole  one.' 

"I  have  made  the  lame  one  still  lamer  by  imperfect 
memory  ;  hut,  spite  of  bald  diction,  a  little  done  to  it  might 
improve  it  into  a  good  one.  You  have  nothing  else  to  do 
at  Torquay.  Suppose  you  try  it.  "Well,  God  bless  you  all, 
as  wishes  Mary  moat  sincerely,  with  mMiy  thanks  for  let- 
ter, &c.  Elu." 

The  first  dawning  hope  of  Lamb's  emancipation  from 
the  India  House  is  suggested  iti  the  following  note  to  plan- 
ning, proposing  a  visit,  in  which  he  refers  to  a  certifici,te 
of  non-capacity  for  hard  desk-work,  given  by  a  medical 
friend. 

*  Mr.  De  Quinoy  had  eommenecd  a  scries  of  letters  in  the  ■■  London 
Magailne,"  ■'  To  a  Young  Man  whose  education  has  l;een  neglectcri."  as 
a  rehicle  for  conveying  miieelliincous  infonnalion  in  his  admirable  style. 
Upon  this  hint  Lamh,  with  the  assent  which  Mr.  Se  Quincy  could  well  iif- 
ford  to  give,  cnntrihuled  a  parody  on  the  scherno,  in  "  A  Letter  to  an  Old 
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"  My  dear  M., — You  might  have  come  inopportunely  a 
Week  since,  when,  we  had  an.  inmate.  At  present  and  for 
as  long  as  ever  yow  like,  our  castle  ia  at  your  service.     I 

saw  T r  yeatemight,  who  haB  done  for  me  what  may 

■  To  all  my  nights  and  days  to  come, 

But  I  dare  not  hope,  for  fear  of  disappointment.  I  cannot 
be  more  explicit  at  present.  But  I  have  it  under  his  own 
hand,  that  I  am  n on- capacitated  (l  cannot  write  it  in-)  for 
business.  0  joyous  imbecility  !  Not  a  susurration  of  this 
to  anybody  !     Mary's  love.  C.  Lamb." 

The  dream  was  realized.  In  April,  1825, the  "world- 
wearied  clerk"  went  home  for  ever — with  wiiat  delight 
has  been  told  in  tlie  elaborate  raptures  of  big  "  Superannu- 
ated Man,"  and  in  the  letters  already  published.  The  fol- 
lowing may  be  now  added  to  these,  illucidativo  of  his  too' 
brief  raptures. 


"DearW., — I  write  post-haste  to  ensure  a  frank.  Thanks 
for  your  hearty  congratulations !  I  may  now  date  from  the 
sixth  week  of  my  '  Hegira,  or  Flight  from  Leadenhall.'  I 
have  lived  so  much  in  it,  that  a  summer  seems  already  past ; 
and  'tis  but  early  May  yet  with  you  and  other  people.  How 
I  look  down  on  the  slaves  and  drudges  of  the  world  !  Its 
inhabitants  are  a  vast  cotton-web  of  spin-spin-spinners !  0 
the  carking  cares !  0  the  money-grubbers  !  Sempiternal 
muckworms ! 

"  Your  Virgil  I  have  lost  sight  of,  but  suspect  it  is  in  the 
hands  of  Sir  G.  Beaumont ;  I  think  that  circumstance  made 
me  shy  of  procuring  it  before.  "Will  you  write  to  him  about 
it  t  and  your  commands  shall  be  obeyed  to  a  tittle. 

"  Coleridge  haa  just  finished  his  prize  Essay,  by  which, 
if  it  get  the  prize,  he'il  touch  an  additional  £100, 1  fancy. 
His  book,  too  ('  Commentary  on  Bishop  Leighton'),  is  quite 
finished,  and  penes  Taylor  and  Hessey. 

"In  the  'London'  which  is  just  out  (1st  May)  are  two 
papers  entitled  the '  Superannuated  Man,'  which  I  wish  you 
to  sec;  and  also,  1st  April,  a  little  thing  called  'Barbara 

S ,'  a  story  gleaned  from  Miss  Kelly.     The  S.  M.,  if 

you  can  get  it,  will  save  my  enlargement  upon  the  topic  of 
my  manumission. 
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"  I  must  scribble  to  make  up  my  hiatus  crutnente ;  fol 
there  are  bo  many  ways,  pious  and  profligate,  of  getting  rid 
of  money  in  this  vast  city  and  Biiburbs,  that  1  shall  miss  my 
THIRDS.  Bat  couragio  !  I  despair  not.  Your  kind  hint  of 
the  cottage  was  well  thrown  out ;  an  anchorage  for  age  and 
school  of  economy,  when  necessity  comes ;  but  ■without  this 
latter,  I  have  an  unconquerable  terror  of  changing  place. 
It  does  not  agree  with  us.  I  say  it  from  conviction ;  else 
I  do  sometimes  ruralize  in  fancy. 

"  Some  d — d  people  are  come  in,  and  I  must  finish  ab- 
ruptly. By  d — d  I  only  mean  deuced.  Tis  these  suitors 
of  Penelope  that  make  it  necessary  to  authorize  a  little  for 
gin  and  mutton,  and  such  trifles. 

"Excuse  my  abortive  scribble. 

"  Yours,  not  in  more  haste  than  heart,  C.  L. 

"  Love  and  recollects  to  all  the  Wms.,  Doras,  Maries 
round  your  Wiekin. 

"  Mary  is  capitally  well.  Do  write  to  ISir  (1.  ?..,  for  I  am 
shyish  of  applying  to  him." 


CHAPTEE,  Vni. 

Lelleta  of  Lamirs  ln5t  ypiira.~[  IPU:!  u  1  'Dl,] 

How  imperfectly  the  emancipation,  so  rapturously  hailed, 
fulfiJleJ  its  promises ;  how  Lamb  left  Islington  for  Enfield, 
and  there,  after  a  while,  subsided  into  a  lodger ;  and  how, 
at  last,  he  settled  at  Edmonton  to  die,  sufficiently  appear  in 
the  former  series  of  his  letters.  Those  which  occupy  this 
chapter,  scattered  through  nine  years,  have  either  been,  sub- 
sequently communicated  by  the  kindness  of  the  poEsessors, 
or  were  omitted  for  some  personal  reason  which  has  lost  its 
force  in  time.  The  following,  addressed  in  1829  to  the 
Editor,  on  occasion  of  his  giving  to  a  child  the  name  of 
"  Charles  Lamb,"  though  withheld  from  an  indisposition  to 
intrude  matters  bo  personal  to  himself  on  the  reader,  may 
now,  on  his  taking  farewell  of  the  subject,  find  its  place. 


"  Dear  Talfourd, — You  could  not  have  told  me  of  a  more 
friendly  thing  than  you  have  been  doing.  1  am  proud  of 
my  namesake.     I  shall  take  care  never  to  do  any  dirty  ac- 
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lion,  pick  pockets,  or  anyhow  get  myself  hanged,  for  fear 
of  reflecting  ignominy  upon  your  young  Chrisom.  I  have 
now  a  motive  to  be  good.  I  shall  not  omnis  mortar ;  my 
name  borne  down  the  black  gulf  of  oblivion. 

"  I  Bhall  survive  in  eleven,  letters,  five  more  than  Ciesar. 
Possibly  I  shall  come  to  he  knighted,  or  more !  Sir  G.  L. 
Taifourd,Eart.! 

"  Yet  hath  it  an  authorish  twang  with  it,  which  will  wear 
out  with  my  name  for  poetry.  Give  him  a  smilo  from  me 
till  I  see  him.  If  you  do  not  drop  down  before,  some  day 
in  the  u>eek  after  next  I  will  come  and  take  one  night's  lodg- 
ing with  you,  if  convenient,  before  you  go  hence.  You 
shall  name  it.  We  are  in  town  to-morrow  spenaii  gralta, 
but  by  no  arrangement  can  get  up  near  you. 

"  Believe  us  both,  with  greatest  regards,  yours  and  Mrs. 
Talfourd's.  Charles  LAMB-PHao-TALfOUnD. 

"  I  come  as  near  it  as  I  can.'" 

*  The  child  who  bore  the  name  so  honoured  by  his  parents,  snrvired  his 
the  vain  hope  of  lestarstion,  an  ihe  M  of  December,  IS35.    Will  the  reader 

lished  at  the  end  of  the  last  small  edition  of  the  Editor's  dramas,  may  Lie 
missed  some  of  the  fiiendl;  e  jes  lor  n  hich  they  weie  written  ? 
Our  gentle  Charles  has  pass'd  away 

From  earth's  short  Imndage  free, 
And  left  to  ub  its  le>aen  6aj 
And  miM-enahrouded  aea. 

Here,  by  the  oeean's  terraeed  side, 


That  eager  joy  the  aea.tirceie  gav 
When  first  it  raised  his  hair, 

Sunk  with  each  day's  retiring  wn 
Beifond  the  reach  uf  prayer. 

The  sun-blink  that  through  ilriizl 
To  flieliering  hopa  akin. 

Lone  wnrei  with  feelile  foodnesa 
No  niiile  ■■  fainf  can  win  ; 

Yet  not  in  rain  with  radiance  we 
The  heavenly  stranger  gleams- 

Not  of  Ihe  world  it  lights  to  speal 
But  that  from  whence  it  alream 
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The  following  eight  Letters,  evoked  by  Lamb's  excellent 
and  indefatigable  correspondent,  Barton,  speak  for  them- 
Belves  : 


Haa  Placed  its  weary  round, 
Since  Death  enrich'd  with  kindred  spoil 


Out  boy  we  proudly  gracEd, 
Shrank  from  the  warnitli  of  aweeter  lame 

Than  ever  bard  embraced. 
Still  'twas  a  moumfiiljoy  to  think 

Our  darling  might  supply, 
Foryearstous,alivinglink 

With  name  that  cannot  die. 

On  eartlly  sorrow's  night. 
Truth's  nobler  torch  unveils  the  shoio 

Which  lends  la  botli  its  light. 
Ths  nursling  there  that  Imnd  may  take. 

None  ever  grasp'd  in  .ain, 
And  smiles  of  well-known  sweetnoss  wake, 

Without  Iheir  tinge  of  pain. 
Thougli,  'twixt  the  child  and  child-like  batd 

Late  aeem'd  distinction  wide, 
They  now  may  trace,  in  Heaten's  regnrd, 

How  near  they  were  allied. 
Within  the  infant's  ample  brow 

BlilWe  fancies  lay  unfutl'd, 
Which  all  uncrush'd  may  open  now 

To  cbarm  a  sinless  world. 
ThoUEh  the  soft  spirit  of  lliosc  eyes 

Might  ne'er  with  Lamb's  compete — 
Ne'er  sparkle  with  a  wit  as  wise. 

The  nursling's  unfotgotlen  look 

A  kindred  love  reveals. 
With  his  who  never  friend  forsook. 

Or  hurt  a  thing  that  feels. 
]n  thought  profound,  in  wildest  gleo, 

In  sorrow's  lengthening  range, 
His  guileless  soul  of  infancy 

Endured  no  spot  or  change. 
From  traits  of  each  our  love  receives 

For  comfort  noUet  scope; 
While  light  which  child-like  genius  learea 

Confirms  the  infant's  hope  ; 
And  in  that  hops  with  sweetness  fraught 

Be  aching  hearts  beguiled. 
To  blend  in  one  delightful  thought 

The  Poet  and  the  Child ! 
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TO   BEBNARD    CARTON. 

"  July  2J,  1825. 

"  My  dear  B.  B., — My  nervous  attack  has  bo  unfitted  me 
that  I  have  not  courage  to  sit  down,  to  a  letter.  My  poor 
pittance  in  the  '  London'  you  will  see  is  drawn  from  my 
sickness.  Your  book  is  very  acceptable  to  me,  because  most 
of  it  is  new  to  rae ;  but  your  book  itself  we  cannot  thank 
you  for  more  sincerely  than  for  the  introduction  you  favour- 
ed us  with  to  Anne  Knight.  Now  cannot  I  write  Mrs. 
Anne  Knight  for  the  life  of  me.  She  is  a  very  pleas — 
but  I  won't  write  all  we  have  said  of  her  so  often  to  our- 
selves, because  1  suspect  you  would  read  it  to  her.  Only 
give  my  sister's  and  my  kindest  remembrances  to  her,  and 
how  g!ad  we  are  we  can  say  that  word.  If  ever  she  come 
to  Southwark  again,  I  count  upon  another  pleasant  Bridge 
walk  with  her.  Tell  her  I  got  home  time  for  a  rubber ; 
but  poor  Tryphena  will  not  understand  that  phrase  of  the 
worldlings. 

"  I  am  hardly  able  to  appreciate  your  volume  now  ;  but 
I  liked  the  dedication  much,  and  the  apology  for  your  bald 
burying-grounds.  To  Shelley,  but  that  is  not  new.  To 
the  young  vesper-singer.  Great  Bealings,  Playford,  and  what 

"  If  there  be  a  cavil,  it  is  that  the  topics  of  religious  con- 
solation, however  beautiful,  are  repeated  till  a  sort  of  trite- 
ness attends  them.  It  seems  as  if  you  were  for  ever  losing 
friends'  children  by  death,  and  reminding  their  parents  of 
the  Biesurrection.  Do  children  die  so  oilen,  and  so  good  in 
your  parts  !  The  topic  taken  from  the  consideration  that 
they  are  snatched  away  from  possible  vanities  seems  hardly 
sound  ;  for  to  an  Omniscient  eye  their  conditional  failings 
must  be  ono  with  their  actual ;  but  I  am  too  unwell  for 
theology.  Such  as  I  am,  I  am  yours  and  A.  K.'s  truly, 
"C.  Lamd." 


"  "We  shall  be  Sot 

"  Dear  B.  B., — You  must  excuse  my  not  writing  before, 
when  I  tell  you  we  are  on  a  visit  at  Enfield,  where  I  do 
not  feel  it  natural  to  sit  down  to  a  letter.  It  is  at  all  times 
an  exertion.  I  had  rather  talk  with  you,  and  Anne  Knight, 
quietly  at  Colebrook  Lodge,  over  the  matter  of  your  last. 
You  mistake  me  when  you  express  misgivings  about  my 

Vol.  1,-20 


^d  by  Google 


458  LETTERS    TO    BARTON. 


relishing  a  scries  of  scriptural  poems.  1  wrote  confused- 
ly ;  what  I  meant  to  say  was,  that  one  or  two  consolatory 
poems  on  deaths  wonld  have  had  a  more  condensed  effect 
than  many.  Scriptural,  devotional  topics  admit  of  infinite 
variety.  So  far  from  poetry  tiring  me  because  religions,  I 
can  read,  and  I  say  it  seriously,  the  homely  old  version  of 
the  Psalms  in  our  Prayer-hooks  for  an  hour  or  two  together 
sometimes  without  sense  of  weariness, 

"  I  did  not  express  myself  clearly  about  what  I  think  a 
false  topic  insisted  on  so  frequently  in  consolatory  addresses 
on  the  death  of  infants.  1  know  something  like  it  is  in 
Scripture,  hut  I  think  humanly  spoken.  It  is  a  natural 
thought,  a  sweet  fallacy  to  the  survivors,  hut  still  a  fallacy. 
If  it  stands  on  the  doctrine  of  this  being  a  probationary 
state,  it  is  liable  to  tliis  dilemma.  Omniscience,  to  whom 
possibility  must  be  clear  as  act,  must  know  of  the  child 
what  it  would  hereafter  turn  out ;  if  good,  then  the  topic  is 
false  to  say  it  is  secured  from  falling  into  future  wilfulness, 
vice,  &c.  If  bad,  I  do  not  see  how  its  exemption  from  cer- 
tain future  overt  acts,  by  being  snatched  away,  at  all  tells  in 
its  favour.  You  stop  the  arm  of  a  murderer,  or  arrest  the 
finger  of  a  pickpurse,  but  is  not  the  guilt  incurred  as  mueli 
by  the  intent  as  if  never  so  much  acted?  Why  children  are 
hurried  off,  and  old  reprobates  of  a  hundred  left,  whose  trial 
humanly  we  may  think  was  complete  at  fifty,  is  among  the 
obscurities  of  Providence.  The  very  notion  of  a  state  of 
probarion  has  darknes     n  Th    A     k     w     has  no  need 

of  satisfying  his  eyes  by  nh  ■«      do,  when  he 

knows  before  what  ■«  d        M         k    w  e  might  bo 

condemned  before  comm  h        h    gs  we  grope 

and  flounder,  and  if  w        n  p    k    p  human  comfort 

that  the  child  taken  i  m  (n    great  com- 

pliment to  it,by-the-b  )  tak  A       as  to  where 

an  untried  child  goes      h    h  mbly  of  its 

elders  who  have  born  h    d    — fire-purified 

martyrs  and  torment-        d  — wh      know  wo  ? 

We  promise  heaven,  mLthinks,  too  cheaply,  and  assign  large 
revenues  to  minors incompetenttomanage them.  Epitaphs 
1  upon  this  topic  of  consolation,  till  tfie  very  frequency 
luces  a  cheapness.  Tickets  for  admission  into  Paradise 
are  sculptured  out  at  a  penny  a  letter,  twopence  a  sylla- 
ble, &c.  It  is  all  a  mystery,  and  the  more  1  try  to  express 
my  meaning  (havingnone  that  is  clear),  the  more  I  flounder. 
Finally,  write  what  your  own  conscience,  which  to  you  is  the 
unerring  judge,  deems  best,  and  be  careless  about  the  whim- 
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sics  of  Buch  a  haJf-baked  notionist  as  1  am.  We  are  hero 
in  a  most  pleasant  country,  full  of  walks,  and  idle  to  our 
hearts'  desire.  Taylor  has  dropped  the '  Loudon.'  It  was  in- 
deed a  dead  ■weight.  It  has  got  in  the  Slough  of  Deapond. 
1  shuffle  oil"  my  part  of  the  pack,  and  stand  like  Chtistian 
with  light  and  merry  shoulders.  It  had  got  silly,  indecor- 
ous, pert,  and  everything  that  is  bad.  Both  our  kind  re- 
membrances to  Mrs.  K.  and  yourself,  and  strangers '-greeting 
to  Lucy — ia  it  Lucy  or  Rnth  1 — that  gathers  wise  sayings 
in  a  Book.  C.  Lamb." 


"  Dear  B.  B., — I  don't  know  why  I  have  delayed  bo  long 
writing.  'Twas  a  fault.  The  under  current  of  excuse  to 
my  mind  was  that  I  had  heard  of  the  vessel  in  which  Mit- 
ford's  jars  were  to  come  ;  that  it  had  been  obliged  to  put 
into  Batavia  to  refit  (which  accounts  for  its  delay),  but  was 
daily  expected.  Days  are  past,  and  it  comes  not,  and  the 
mermaids  may  be  drinking  their  tea  out  of  his  china  for 
aught  I  know ;  but  let's  hope  not.  In  the  mean  time  1  have 
paid  £28,  &c.,  for  the  freight  and  prime  cost.  But  do  not 
mention  it,  I  was  enabled  to  do  it  by  a  receipt  of  £30  from 
Colburn,  with  whom,  however,  I  have  done.  I  should  else 
have  run  short.  For  I  just  make  ends  meet.  We  will  wait 
the  arrival  of  the  trinkets,  and  to  ascertain  their  full  expense, 
and  then  bring  in  the  bill. 

"  Colbum  had  something  of  mine  in  last  month,  which 
he  has  had  in  hand  these  seven  months,  and  had  lost,  or 
couldn't  find  room  for :  I  was  used  to  different  treatment 
in  the  '  London,'  and  have  forsworn  periodicals.  I  am  going 
through  a  course  of  reading  at  the  Museum  :  the  Gnrrlck 
plays,  out  of  part  of  which  I  have  formed  my  specimens. 
I  have  two  thousand  to  go  through  ;  and  in  a  few  weeks  have 
dispatched  the  tythe  of  'em.  It  is  a  sort  of  oiEce  to  me  ; 
hours,  ten  to  four,  the  same.  It  does  me  good.  Man  must 
have  regular  occupation,  that  has  been  used  to  it. 

"  Will  you  pardon  my  neglect  ?  Mind,  again  I  say,  don't 
show  this  to  M. ;  Jet  me  wait  a  little  longer  to  know  the 
eventofhis  luxuries.  Heaven  send  him  his  jars  uncrack'd, 
ajid  me  my — 

"  Yours,  with  kindest  wishes  to  your  daughter  and  friend, 
in  which  Mary  joins,  C.  L." 
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"  Dear  B.  B., — The  Busy  Bee,  as  Hood  after  Br.  Watts 
apostrophizes  thee,  and  well  dost  thou  dcBervo  it  for  thy 
labours  in  the  Muses'  gardens,  wandering  over  parterres  of 
Think-on-mes  and  Forget-me-nofs,  to  a  total  impossibility 
of  forgetting  thee-r-thy  letter  was  acceptable,  thy  scruples 
may  be  dismissed,  thou  art  rectus  in  curia,  not  a  word  more 
to  be  said,  verbum  sapienti,  and  so  forth,  the  matter  is  de- 
cided with  a  white  stone,  classically,  mark  me,  and  the  ap- 
paritions vanish'd  which  haunted  me,  only  tho  cramp,  Cal- 
iban's distemper,  clawing  me  in  the  calvish  part  of  my 
nature,  makes  me  ever  and  anon  roar  bullishly,  BC[ueak 
cowardishly,  and  limp  cripple-ishly.  Do  I  write  Q.uakerly 
and  simply,  'tis  my  most  Master  Mathews'  like  intention  to 
do  it.  See  Ben  Jonson. — I  think  you  told  me  your  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Drama  was  confined  to  Shakspeare  and 
Miss  Baillie:  some  read  only  Milton  and  Croly.  The  gap 
is  as  from  au  ananas  to  a  turnip.  I  have  fighting  in  iny 
head  the  plots,  characters,  situations,  and  sentiments  of  400 
old  plays  (bran  new  to  me),  which  I  have  been  digesting  at 
the  Museum,  and  my  appetite  sharpens  to  twice  as  many 
more,  which  I  mean  to  course  over  this  winter.  I  can  scarce 
avoid  dialogue  fashion  in  this  letter.  I  soliloquize  my  med- 
itations, and  habitually  speak  dramatic  blank  verse  with- 
out meaning  it.  Do  you  see  Mitford  1  He  will  tell  you 
something  of  my  labours.  Tell  him  I  am  sorry  to  have 
missed  seeing  him,  to  have  talked  over  those  old  Treasures, 
I  am  still  more  sorry  for  his  missing  Pots.  But  I  shall  be 
sure  of  the  earliest  intelligence  of  the  Lost  Tribes.  His 
Sacred  Specimens  are  a  thankful  addition  to  my  shelves. 
Marry,  I  could  wish  he  had  been  more  careful  of  corrigenda. 
I  have  discovered  certain  which  have  slipt  his  errata,  I 
put  'em  in  the  next  page,  as  perhaps  thou  canst  transmit 
them  to  him.  For  what  purpose,  but  to  grieve  him  (which 
yet  I  should  be  sorry  to  do),  but  then  it  shows  my  learning, 
and  tho  excuse  is  complimentary,  as  it  implies  their  cor- 
rection in  a  future  edition.  His  own  things  in  the  book 
are  magnificent,  and  as  an  old  Christ's  Hospitaller  I  was 
particularly  refreshed  with  his  eulogy  on  our  Edward. 
Many  of  the  choice  eicerptawere  new  to  me.  Old  Christ- 
mas is  a  coming,  to  the  confusion  of  Puritans,  Mugglctoni- 
ans,Anabaptists,(i«akers,  and  that  unwassailing  crew.  He 
comelh  not  with  his  wonted  gait ;  he  is  shrunk  nine  inches 
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in  his  glrlh,  but  is  yet  a  lusty  fellow.     Hood's  book  ia 
mighty  clever,  and  went  oir600  cppies  the  iirst  day.     Sion's 
Songs  do  not  disperse  so  quickly.     The  next  leaf  ia  forE-ev. 
J.  M.     Ill  this  adieu,,  thine  briefly,  in  a  tall  friendship, 
"C.  Lame." 


"June  11,1827. 

"Beat  B.B., — Martin's  'Belshazzar'  (the  picture)  I  have 
seen-  Its  architectnral  effect  is  stupendous,  hut  the  human 
figures,  the  squalling  contorted  little  antics  that  are  playing 
at  being  frightened,  like  children  at  a  sham  ghost,  who  half 
know  it  to  be  a  mask,  are  detestable.  Then  the  tellers  are 
nothing  more  than  a  transparency  lighted  up,  such  as  a  Lord 
might  order  to  he  lit  up  on  a  sudden  at  a  Christmas  gambol, 
to  scare  the  ladies.  The  type  is  as  plain  as  Baskerville's 
— they  should  have  been  dim,  full  of  mystery,  letters  to  the 
mind  rather  than  the  eye. 

"  Rembrandt  has  painted  only  Belshazzar  and  a  courtier 
or  two  (taking  a  part  of  the  banquet  for  the  whole),  not 
fribbled  out  a  mob  of  fine  folks.  Then  everything  is  so 
distinct,  to  the  very  necklaces,  and  that  foolish  little  proph- 
et. "What  one  point  is  there  of  interest  ?  The  ideal  of 
such  a  subject  is,  that  ydu  the  spectator  should  see  nothing 
but  what  at  the  time  you  would  have  seen — the  hand,  and 
the  King — not  to  be  at  leisure  to  make  tailor-remarks  on 
the  dresses,  or.  Dr.  Kitchener-like,  to  examine  the  good 
things  at  table. 

"  Just  such  a  confused  piece  is  his '  Joshua,'  frittered  into 
a  thousand  fragments,  little  armies  here,  little  armies  there 
— you  should  see  only  the  Sun  and  Joshua.  If  I  remember, 
he  has  not  left  out  Uiat  luminary  entirely,  but  for  Joshua, 
I  was  ten  minutes  a  finding  him  out.  Still  he  is  showy  in 
all  that  is  not  the  human  figure  or  the  preternatural  inter- 
est; but  the  first  are  below  a  drawing- school  girl's  attain- 
ment, and  the  last  is  a  phantasmagoric  trick — '  Kow  you 
shall  see  what  you  shall  see,  dare  is  Balshazai  and  dare  is 
Daniel.' 

"  You  have  my  thoughts  of  M.,  and  so  adieu  ! 

"C.  Lamh." 


"  My  dear  B.  B., — You  will  understand  my  silence  when 
I  tell  you  that  my  sister,  on  the  very  eve  of  entering  into  a 
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now  houBG  we  have  taken  at  Enfield,  was  surpriseil  wiUi 
an.  attack  of  one  of  her  sad  long  illnesses,  which  deprive  me 
of  her  society,  though  not  of  her  domestication,  for  eight  or 
nine  weeks  together.  I  see  her,  but  it  does  her  no  good. 
But  for  this,  we  have  the  snuggest,  most  comfortable  house, 
with  every  thing  most  compact  and  desirable.  Colehrook 
is  a  wilderness.  The  books,  prints,  &c.,  are  come  here,  and 
the  New  lliver  came  down  with  us.  The  familiar  prints, 
the  bust,  the  Milton,  seem  scarce  to  have  changed  their 
rooms  One  of  her  last  observations' was  'how  frightfully 
like  this  room  is  to  our  room  ia  Islington' — our  np-Btairs 
room,  she  meant  How  I  hope  you  will  come  some  belter 
day,  and  ludge  of  it'  "We  have  tried  quiet  here  for  four 
months,  and  I  w  ill  answer  for  the  comfort  of  it'  enduring. 

"  On  emptjing  my  bookshelves  I  found  a  Ulysses,  which 
I  will  send  to  A  K  when  I  go  to  town,  for  her  acceptance 
— unless  the  book  be  out  of  print.  One  likes  to  have  one 
copy  of  every  thing  one  does.  I  neglected  to  keep  one  of 
'  Poetry  for  Children,'  the  joint  production  of  Mary  and  me, 
and  it  is  not  to  he  had  for  love  or  money.  It  had  in  the 
title-page  'by  the  Author  of  Mrs.  Lester's  School.'  Know 
you  any  one  that  has  it,  and  would  exchange  it  1 

"  Strolling  to  Waltham  Cross  the  other  day,  I  hit  off  these 
lines.  It  is  one  of  the  crosses  which  Edward  I.  caused  to 
be  built  for  his  wife  at  every  town  where  her  corpse  rested 
between  Northamptonshire  and  London. 

"  A  stately  cross  ench  snd  spot  dolh  attcsl, 
WhersBt  tie  corpse  o{  Eleuior  did  rest, 
From  HerdliT  felch'd — her  spouse  so  honoui'd  hot — 

And,  if  less  pompous  obsequies  were  thine, 
Duke  Brunswick's  daughter,  princely  Caroline, 
Grudge  not,  great  ghost,  nor  count  thy  funeral  losses  ; 
Thou  in  thy  life-time  hadst  thy  share  of  crosses. 

"  My  dear  B.  B.,  my  head  aches  with  this  little  excursion. 
Pray  accept  twp  sides  for  three  for  once,  and  believe  me 
"Yours  sadly,  C.  L. 


"My  dear  B,, — We  are  all  pretty  well  again  and  com- 
fortable, and  I  take  a  first  opportunity  of  sending  the  Ad- 
ventures of  Ulysses,  hoping  that  among  us — Homer,  Chap- 
man, and  Co. — we  shall  afford  you  some  pleasure.  I  fear 
it  is  out  of  print ;  if  not,  A.  K.  will  accept  it,  with  wishes 
it  were  bigger ;  if  another  copy  is  not  to  be  had,  it  reverts 
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to  me  and  my  heirs  for  ewr.  "With  it  I  send  a  trumpery 
book ;  to  which,  without  my  knowledge,  the  editor  of  the 
Bijoux  Iiaa  contributed  Lucy's  versos  ;  I  am  ashamed  to  ask 
her  acceptance  of  the  trash  accompanying  it.  Adieu  to 
Albums — for  a  great  while — I  said  when  I  came  here,  and 
had  not  been  fixed  for  two  days,  hut  my  landlord's  daughter 
(not  at  the  Pot-house)  requested  me  to  write  in  her  female 

friends',  and  in  her  own  ;  if  I  go  to ,  thou  art  there  also, 

0  all  pervading  Album !  .  All  over  the  Leeward  Islands,  in 
Newfoundland,  and  the  Bqck  Settlements,  I  understand 
there  is  no  other  reading.  They  haunt  me.  I  die  of  Al- 
bophobia!  C.  L." 


"My  dear  B.  B., — A  gentleman  I  never  saw  before  brought 
me  your  welcome  present — imagi^ie  a  scraping,  fiddling, 
fidgetting,  petit-maitro  of  a  dancing-school  advancing  into 
my  plain  parlour  with  a  coupee  and  a  sideling  bow,  and 
presenting  the  hook  as  if  he  had  heen  handing  a  glass  of 
lemonade  to  a  young  miss — imagine  this,  and  contrast  it 
with  the  serious  nature  of  the  hook  presented !  Then  task 
your  imagination,  reserving  this  picture,  to  conceive  of  quite 
an  opposite  messenger,  a  lean,  strait-locked,  whey-faced 
Methodist,  for  such  was  he  in  reality  who  brought  it,  the 
Genius  (it  seems)  of  the  Wesleyan  Magazine.  Certes,  friend 
B.,  thy  Widow's  Tale  is  too  horrible,  spite  of  the  lenitives 
of  Religion,  to  embody  in  verse ;  I  hold  prose  to  he  the 
appropriate  expositor  of  such  atrocities  !  No  ofiencc,  but 
it  is  a  cordial  that  makes  the  heart  sick.  Still,  thy  skill  in 
compounding  it  I  do  not  deny.  I  turn  to  what  gave  me  less 
mingled  pleasure.  I  find  marked  with  pencil  these  pages 
in  thy  pretty  book,  and  fear  I  have  been  penurious. 
"  Page  52,  53— Capital. 

"  59 — 6th  stanza,  exquisite  simile. 

"  GI— nth  stanza,  equally  good. 

"         108 — 3d  stanza,  1  long  to  see  Van  Balen. 

"  111— A  downright  good  sonnet.     Dm. 

"         153— Lines  at  the  bottom. 

So  yon  see,  I  read,  hear,  and  mark,  if  I  don't  learn.  In  short, 
this  little  volume  is  no  discredit  to  any  of  your  former,  and 
betrays  none  of  the  senility  you  fear  about.  Apropos  of 
Van  Balen,  an  artist  who  painted  mo  lately,  had  painted  a 
blackamoor  praying,  and  not  filling  his  canvass,  stufi'ed  in 
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his  little  girl  aside  of  blackey,  gaping  at  him  unmeaningly ; 
and  then  didn't  know  what  to  call  it.  Now,  for  a  picture 
to  be  promoted  to  the  Exhibition  (Suffolk- street)  as  Histor~ 
ieal,  a  subject  is  requisite.  What  does  me  ?  I  but  chriBten 
it  the  '  Yowng  Catechist,'  and  furhishcd  it  with  dialogue  fol- 
lowing, which  dubbed  it  an  Historical  Painting.  ^Nothing 
to  a.  friend  at  need. 

"  While  this  tavray  Ethiop  piajeth. 
Painter,  who  ia  she"  Ihat  slavelh 
By,  with  siiin  of  whitest  luilre ; 
Sunny  locks,  a  shiniue  cluster; 
Saint-like  leeming  to  direct  him 
To  the  Power  that  must  proWot  him  ? 
Is  she  of  the  heav'n-hom  Three, 
Meek  Hope,  strong  Faith,  sweat  Charity  T 
Or  some  Cherub  t 

They  yon  mention 
Far  transcend  my  weak  invention. 
'Tis  a  simple  Christian  child, 


From  her  Store  of  script'ral  knawledga 
(Bible-taught,  without  a  college), 
which  by  reading  she  could  gather. 


When  I'd  done  it,  the  artist  (who  had  clapped  in  Miss  merely 
as  a  fill-space)  swore  I  expressed  his  full  meaning,  and  the 
damosel  bridled  up  into  a  missionary's  vanity.  I  like  verses 
to  explain,  pictures ;  seldom  pictures  to  illustrate  poems. 
Your  woodcut  ia  a  rueful  lignum  mortis.  By-the-by,  is  the 
widow  likely  to  marry  again? 

"  1  am  giving  the  fruit  of  my  old  play-reading  at  the  Mu- 
seum to  Hone,  who  sets  forth  a  portion  weekly  in  the  Table 
Book.  Do  you  see  it?  How  is  Mitford  !  I'lljust  hint  that 
the  pitcher,  the  cord,  and  the  bowl  are  a  little  too  often  re- 
peated (passim)  in  your  book,  and  that  in  page  17,  last  line 
but  4,  Aim  is  put  for  he ;  but  the  poor  widow,  I  taie  it,  had 
small  leisure  for  grammatical  niceties.  Don't  you  see 
there's  he,  myself,  and  kim ;  why  not  both  him  ?  likewise  itn- 
perviously  is  ciuelly  spelt  imperimtsly.  These  are  trifles, 
and  I  honestly  like  your  book  and  you  for  giving  it,  though 
I  really  am  ashamed  of  bo  many  presents.  I  can  think  of 
no  news,  therefore  I  will  end  with  mine  and  Mary's  kindest 
remembrances  to  you  and  yours,  C  L." 

■While  Lamb  was  residing  at  Enfield,  the  friendship  which, 
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in  1824,  he  had  fomaed  with  Mr.  Moxon,  led  to  very  frc- 
queat  intercourse,  destined,  in  after  years,  to  be  rendered 
habitual  by  the  marriage  of  his  friend  with  the  young  lady 
■whom  he  regarded  almost  as  a  daughter.  In  1 828,  Mr.  Mox- 
on,  at  the  request  of  Mr.  Hurat,  of  the  firm  of  Hurst,  Chance, 
and  Co.,  applied  to  Lamb  to  supply  an  article  for  the 
"  Keepsake,"  which  he,  always  disliking  the  flimsy  elegan- 
cies of  the  Annuals — sadly  opposed  to  bia  own  exclusive 
taste  for  old,  standard,  motii-eaten  books — thus  declined  : 


"March  19th,  1828. 

"  My  dear  M., — It  is  my  firm  determination  to  have  noth- 
ing lo  do  with  '  Forget-me-Kots' — pray  excuse  me  as  civilly 
as  you  can  to  Mr.  Hurst.  I  will  take  eare  to  refuse  any 
other  applications.  The  things  which  Pickering  has,  if  to 
be  had  again,  I  have  promised  absolutely,  you  know,  to  poor 
Hood,  from  whom  1  had  a  melancholy  epistle  yesterday ; 
besides  that,  Emma  has  decided  ohjections  to  her  own  and 
her  friend's  Album  verses  heing  published  ;  hut  if  she  geta 
over  that,  they  ate  decidedly  Hood's. 

"  Till  we  meet,  farewell.     LoveS  to  Dash.*        C.  L." 

The  following  introduced  Mr.  Patmore  to  Mr.  Moxon : 

TO  WR.  MOXON. 

"Maysd,  isae. 
"  Dear  M., — My  friend  Patmore,  author  of  the  '  Months,' 
a  very  pretty  publication — of  sundry  Essays  in  the '  London,' 
'  New  Monthly,'  &c.,  wants  to  dispose  of  a,  volume  or  two  of 
'Tales.'  Perhaps  they  might  chance  to  suitHurst;  but,  be 
thaf  as  it  may,  he  will  call  upon  you,  under  favour  of  my  rec- 
ommendation; and  as  he  is  returning  to  France,  where  he 
lives,  if  you  can  do  anything  for  him  in  the  Treaty  line,  to 
save  him  dancing  over  the  Channel  every  week,  I  am  sure 
you  will.  I  said  I'd  never  trouble  you  again ;  hut  how  vain 
are  the  resolves  of  mortal  man  !  P.  is  a  very  hearty,  friend- 
ly good  fellow,  and  was  poor  John  Scott's  second,  as  I  will 
be  yours  when  you  want  one.  May  you  never  be  mine  ! 
"Yours  truly,  C.  L. 
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The  following  letter  exemplifies  some  of  the  most  re- 
markable peculiarities  of  thought  and  intellectual  sentiment 
which  streaked,  without  darkening,  Lamb's  evening  of  life. 


"DearB.  B., — I  have  just  come  from  town,  where  I  have 
been,  to  get  my  bit  of  quarterly  pension,  and  have  brought 
h  m  f  m  stalls  in  Barbican,  the  old  '  Pilgrim's  Progress,' 
hth  p  its— Vanity  Fair,  &c. — now  scarce.  Fourshil- 
1  ng  Ch  p.  And  also  one  of  whom  I  have  oft  heard 
and  had  d  ams,  but  ncTei  saw  in  the  flesh— that  is,  in 
sh    p  k    —  The  whole  theoiogio  works  of 

Thomas  Aquinas  '.' 
My  am  a  1  cd  with  lugging  it  a  mile  to  the  stage,  but  the 
burden  was  a  pleasure,  such  as  old  Anchises  was  to  the 
shoulders  of  .^neas — or  the  Lady  to  the  Lover  in  old  ro- 
mance, who,  having  to  carry  her  to  the  top  of  a  high  mount- 
ain— the  price  of  obtaining  her — clambered  with  her  to  the 
top,  and  I'eil  dead  with  fatigue. 

'  0,  ihe  glorious  old  Sehoolmen  ',' 

There  must  bo  something  in  him.  Such  great  names  imply 
greatness.  Who  hath  seen  Michael  Angelo's  things— -of  us 
fiiat  never  pilgrimaged  to  Rome — and  yet  which  of  us  dis- 
believes his  greatness  ?  How  I  will  revel  in  his  cobwebs 
and  subtleties  till  my  brain  spins  ! 

"  N.B.-— I  have  writ  in  the  old  Hamlet— offer  it  to  Mit- 
ford  in  my  name,  if  he  have  not  seen  it.  Tis  woefully  bo- 
low  our  editions  of  it.     But  keep  it,  if  you  like. 

"  I  do  not  mean  this  to  go  for  a  letter,  only  to  apprize 
you  that  the  parcel  is  booked  for  you  this  25th  of  March, 
1829,  from  the  Four  Swans,  Bishopagate.  With  both  our 
loves  to  Lucy  and  A.  K.,  Yours  ever,  C.  L." 

The  following  notes,  undated,  but  of  about  1 829,  were  ad- 
dressed to  Coleridge,  under  the  genial  care  of  Mr.  Gilraaii  at 
Highgate : 

TO    MR.    COLERIDGE. 

"Dear  C, — Your  sonnet  is  capital.  The  paper  ingenious,* 
only  that  it  split  into  four  parts  (besides  a  side  splinter)  in 
the  carriage.  I  have  transferred  it  to  the  common  English 
paper,  mamifactured  of  rags,  for  better  preservation.     1  never 

*  Some  Esuiy  tissue  paper  on  which  the  sonnet  "ai  copied. 
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knew  before  how  the  'Iliad'  and  'Odyssey'  ivere  ■written. 
Tis  Btrikingly  corroborated  by  observations  on  Cats.  These 
domestic  auimals,  put  'em  on  a  rug  before  the  fire,  wink 
their  eyes  up,  and  listen  to  the  kettle,  and  then  purr,  which 
is  iheir  poetry, 

"  On  Sunday  week  we  kiss  your  hands  (if  they  are  clean). 
This  next  Sunday  I  have  been  engaged  for  some  time, 

"  With  remembrances  to  your  good  host  and  hostess, 
"  Yours  ever,.  C.  Lamb." 


"  My  dear  Coleridge, — With  pain  and  grief,  I  must  entreat 
you  to  excuse  na  on  Thursday.  My  head,  though  externally 
correct,  has  had  a  severe  concussion  in  my  long  illness,  and 
the  very  idea  of  an  engagement  hanging  over  for  a  day  or 
two  forbids  my  rest,  and  I  get  up  miserable.  I  am  not 
well  enough  for  company.     I  do  assure  you,  no  other  thing 

prevents  me  coming.     1  expect and  his  brothers  this 

or  to-morrow  evening,  and  it  worries  me  to  death  that  I  am 
not  ostensibly  ill  enough  to  put  'em  off.  I  will  get  better, 
when  I  shall  hope  to  see  your  nephew.  He  will  come 
again.  Mary  joins  in  best  love  to  the  Gilmans,  Do,  I 
earnestly  entreat  you,  excuse  mo.  I  assure  you  again  that 
I  am  not  fit  to  go  out  yet. 

"  Yours  (though  shattered),  C.  Lamb. 

■'  Tuesday." 

The  next  two  noldels  arc  addressed  to  Coleridge's  excel- 
lent host,  on  the  occasion  of  borrowing  and  returning  the 
works  of  Fuller : 

TO    MR.  GILMAS. 

"  Pray  trust  me  with  the  '  Church  History,'  os  well  as  the 
'"Worthies.'  A  moon  shall  restore  both.  Also  give  me 
back  '  Him  of  Aquinum.'  In  return,  you  have  the  light  of 
my  eounietiartce.'     Adieu. 

"PS  —A  sister  also  of  mine  comes  with  it.  A  son  of 
Jlimshi  drives  her.  Their  driving  will  have  been  furious, 
impassioned.  Pray  God  they  have  not  toppled  over  the 
tunnel'  I  promise  you  I  fear  their  steed,  bred  out  of  the 
wmd  without  father,  semi-Melchisedecish,  hot,  phaetontic, 
From  my  country  lodgings  at  Enfield.  C.  L," 

■  A  skelch  of  Lamb,  by  an  amateur  artist. 
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TO    MR.  OILMAN. 

"  Dear  Gilman, — Pray  do  you,  or  S.  T.  C,  immediately 
UTite  to  Bay  yoii  have  received  baek  the  golden  ivorks  of 
tile  dear,  line,  silly  old  angel,  which  I  part  from,  bleeding, 
and  to  Bay  how  the  winter  has  used  you  all. 

"  It  is  our  intention  soon,  weather  permitting,  to  come 
over  for  a  day  at  Highgate  ;  for  beds,  we  will  trust  to  the 
Gate-House,  should  you  be  full :  tell  me  if  we  may  come 
casually,  for  in  this  change  of  climate  there  is  no  naming 
a.  day  for  walking,  With  best  loves  to  Mis.  Gilman,  &c., 
"  Yours,  mopish  but  in  health,  C.  Lahb. 

"  I  shall  be  uneasy  till  I  hear  of  Fuller's  safe  arrival." 

The  following  two  letters,  addressed  to  Mr.  H.  C.  Robin- 
son, when  afflicted  with  rheumatism,  arc  in  Lamb's  wildest 
Btrain  of  mirth.  In  the  first,  ho  pretends  to  endure  all  the 
pain  he  believes  his  friend  to  be  suffering,  and  attributes  it 
to  his  own  incautious  habits ;  in  the  second,  he  attributes 
the  suffering  to  his  friend  in  a  strain  of  exaggeration,  prob- 
ably intended  to  make  the  reality  more  tolerable  by  com- 
parison : 

TO   MR.  H.  C.  I^0BiNSO^-, 

"  April  lOlh,  1823. 

"  Dear  Robinson, — "We  are  afraid  yoii  will  slip  from  us 
from  England  without  again  seeing  us.  It  would  be  char- 
ity to  come  and  see  me.  I  have  these  three  days  been  laid 
up  with  strong  theumatie  pains,  in  loins,  back,  shoulders. 
I  shriek  sometimes  from  the  violence  of  them.  I  get  scarce 
any  sleep,  and  the  consequence  is,  1  am  restless,  and  want 
to  change  sides  as  I  lie,  and  I  cannot  turn  without  resting 
on  my  hands,  and  so  turning  all  my  body  all  at  once,  like  a 
log  with  a  lever.  While  this  rainy  weather  lasts,  1  have 
no  hope  of  alleviation.  I  have  tried  flannels  and  embroca- 
tion in  vain.  Just  at  the  hip  joint  the  pangs  sometimes 
are  so  excruciating  that  I  cry  out.  It  is  as  violent  as  the 
cramp,  and  far  more  continuous,  I  am  ashamed  to  whine 
about  these  complaints  to  you,  who  can  ill  enter  into  them ; 
but  indeed  they  are  sharp.  You  go  about,  in  rain  or  fine, 
at  all  hours,  without  discommodity.  I  envy  you  your  im- 
munity at  a  time  of  life  not  much  removed  from  my  own. 
But  you  owe  your  exemption  to  temperance,  which  it  is  too 
late  for  me  to  pursue.  I,  in  my  lifetime,  have  had  my  good 
thinga  ;  hence  my  frame  is  brittle — yours  strong  as  brass. 
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I  never  knew  any  ailment  you  had.  You  can  go  out  at 
night  in  nil  weathers,  sit  up  all  hours.  "Well,  I  don't  want 
to  moralize  ;  I  .only  wish  to  say  that  if  you  are  inclined  to 
a  game  at  double -dumby,  I  wouid  try  and  bolster  up  myself 
in  a  chair  for  a  rubber  or  so.  My  days  are  tedious,  but  less 
so,  and  less  painful,  than  my  nights.  May  you  never  know 
the  pain  and  difEculty  I  have  in  writing  so  much  !  Mary, 
who  is  most  kind,  joins  in  the  wish.  C.  Lamb." 


"  I  do  confess  to  mischief.  It  was  the  subtlest  diabolical 
piece  of  malice  heart  of  man  hag  contrived.  1  have  no 
mote  rheumatism  than  that  poker.  Never  was  freer  from 
ail  pains  and  aches.  Every  joint  sound,  to  the  tip  of  the 
ear  from  the  extremity  of  the  lesser  toe.  The  report  of  thy 
torments  was  blown  circuitously  here  from  Bury.  I  could 
not  resist  the  jeer.  1  conceived  yoti  writhing  when  you 
should  just  receive  my  congratulations.  How  mad  you'd 
he.  Well,  it  is  not  in  my  method  to  inflict  pangs,  I  leave 
that  to  Heaven.  But  in  the  existing  pangs  of  a  friend  I 
have  a  share.  His  disquietude  crowns  my  exemption.  I 
imagine  you  howling,  and  pace  across  the  room,  shooting 
out  my  free  arms,  legs,  fcc,  l\J'J  this  way  and  that  way, 
with  an  assurance  of  not  kindling  a  spark  of  pain  from  them. 
I  deny  that  Nature  meant  us  to  sympathize  with  agonies. 
Those  face -contortions,  retortions,  distortions,  have  the  mer- 
rinesB  of  antics.  Nature  meant  them  for  farce— -not  so 
pleasant  to  the  actor,  indeed  ;  but  Grimaldi  cries  when  we 
laugh,  and  'tis  but  one  that'sullers  to  make  thousands  re- 

"  You  say  that  shampooing  is  ineffectual.  But, per  se,  it 
is  good,  to  show  the  introvolutions,  extra  volutions,  of  which 
the  animal  frame  is  capable — to  show  what  the  creature  is 
receptible  of,  short  of  dissolution. 

"  You  are  worst  of  nights,  an't  you  1  You  never  was 
rack'd,  was  you  ?  I  should  like  an  authentic  map  of  those 
feelings. 

"  You  seem  to  have  the  flying  gout.  You  can  scarcely 
screw  a  smile  out  of  your  face,  can  you  \  I  sit  at  immuni- 
ty and  sneer  ad  libitum.  'Tis  now  the  time  for  you  to  make 
pood  resolutions.  I  may  go  on  breaking  'em  for  anything 
the  worse  I  find  myself.  Your  doctor  seems  to  keep  you 
on  the  long  cure.  Precipitate  healings  are  never  good. 
Don't  come  while  you  are  so  bad  ;  T  sha'n't  bo  abJe  to  at- 


^dbyGoogle 


470  LETTER   TO    BARTON. 

tend  to  your  throes  and  the  dumby  at  once.  I  should  liko 
to  know  how  slowly  the  pain  goes  off.  But  don't  write,  un- 
less the  motion  will  be  likely  to  make  your  sensibility  more 
exquisite. 

"  Your  affectionate  and  truly  healthy  friend, 

"C.  Lamb. 

"  Mary  thought  a  letter  from  rnc  might  amuso  you  in 
your  torment." 

The  illneaa   of  Mr.  Barton's  daughter  drew  from  Lamb 
tlie  following  expression  of  kindred  loneliness  and  sorrow  : 


"July  .ii).  isan. 
"  Bear  B.  B., — I  am  very  much  grieved  indeed  for  the 
indisposition  of  poor  Lucy.  Your  letter  found  me  in  do- 
mestic troubles.  My  sister  is  again  taken  ill,  and  I  am 
obliged  to  remove  her  out  of  the  house  for  many  weeks,  I 
fear,  before  I  can  hope  to  have  her  again.  I  have  been 
very  desolate  indeed.  My  loneliness  is  a  little  abated  by 
ouryoungfriendEmmahaving  just  come  here  for  her  holy- 
days,  and  a  schoolfellow  of  heis  that  was  with  her.  Still 
the  house  is  not  the  same,  though  she  is  the  same.  Mary 
had  been  pleasing  herself  with  the  prospect  of  seeing  her 
at  this  time ;  and  with  all  their  company,  the  house  feels 
at  times  a  frightful  solitude.  May  you  and  I  in  no  very 
long  time  have  a  more  cheerful  theme  to  write  about,  and 
congratulate  upon  a  daughter's  and  a  sister's  perfect  recov- 
ery. Do  not  be  long  without  telling  me  how  Lucy  goes  on. 
1  have  a  right  to  call  her  by  her  Q,uaker  name,  you  know. 
Emma  knows  that  I  am  writing  to  you,  and  begs  to  be  re- 
membered to  yon  with  thankfulness  for  your  ready  contri- 
bution. Her  album  is  filling  apace.  But  of  her  contribu- 
tors, one,  almost  the  flowerof  it,  a  most  amiable  young  man 
and  late  acquaintance  of  mine,  has  been  carried  offby  con- 
sumption, on  return  from  one  of  the  Azores  Islands,  to 
which  he  went  with  hopes  of  mastering  the  disease,  came 
back  improved,  went  back  to  a  most  close  and  confined 
counting-house,  and  relapsed.  His  name  was  Dibdin,  grand- 
son of  tiie  Songster.  C.  L." 

The  following  graphic  sketch  of  the  happy  temperament 
of  one  of  Lamb's  intimate  friends,  now  no  more,  is  contain- 
ed in  a  letter  to 
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"  A is  well,  and  in  harmony  ■witli  himself  and  the 

world.  1  don't  know  how  he,  and  those  of  his  constitution, 
keep  their  nerves  eo  nicely  halanced  as  they  do.  Or,  have 
they  any  ?  Or,  are  they  made  of  packthread  ?  He  is  proof 
against  weather,ingratitMdo, meat  underdone,  every  weapon 
of  Fate.  1  have  just  now  a  jagged  end  of  a  tooth  pricking 
against  my  tongue,  which  meets  it  half  way,  in  a  wanton- 
ness of  provocation ;  and  there  they  go  at  it,  the  tongue 
pricking  itself,  like  the  viper  against  the  file,  and  the  tooth 
galling  all  the  gum  inside  and  out  to  torture  ;  tongue  and 
tooth,  tooth  and  tongue,  hard  at  it ;  and  I  to  pay  the  reck- 
oning, till  aU  my  mouth  is  as  hot  as  brimstone  ;  and  I'd 
venture  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  that  at  this  moment,  at  which 
I  conjecture  my  full-happinessed  friend  is  picking  his  crack- 
ers, that  no  one  of  the  double  rows  of  ivory  in  his  privileged 
mouth  has  as  much  as  a  flaw  in  it,  but  all  perform  their 
functions,  and,  having  performed  them,  expect  to  he  picked 
(luxurious  steeds!),  and  rubbed  down.  I  don't  think  ho 
could  be  robbed,  or  have  his  house  set  on  fire,  or  even  want 
money.  I  have  heard  him  express  a  similar  opinion  of  his 
own  infallibility.    I  keep  acting  here  Heautontimorumenos. 

"  Have  you  seen  a  curious  letter  in  the  Morning  Chron- 
icle, by  0.  L.,*  the  genius  of  absurdity,  respecting  Bona- 
parte's suing  out  his  Habeas  Corpus !  That  man  is  his 
own  moon.  He  has  no  need  of  ascending  into  that  gentle 
planet  for  mild  influences." 

In  the  spring  of  the  year,  Mr.  Murray,  the  eminent  pub- 
lisher, through  one  of  Lamb's  oldest  and  most  cherished 
friends,  Mr.  Ayrton,  proposed  that  he  should  undertake  a 
continuation  of  his  Specimens  of  the  Old  English  Brama- 
tists.  The  proposal  was  communicated  by  Mr.  Ayrton  to 
Lamb,  then  at  Enfield,  and  then  too  painfully  anxious  for 
the  recovery  of  Miss  Isola,  who  was  dangerously  ill  in  Suf- 
folk, to  make  the  arrangement  desired.  The  following  is 
the  reply ; 

*  Capel  Loffl,  a  barrister  residing  in  Suffolk.  B  well-known  Whig  and 
friend  of  Major  Wyvil  and  Major  Cattwright,  who  sometimes  half  veied 
Lamb  b;  signini;,  as  he  had  a  right,  theic  commoa  initials  to  a  sonnet.  He 
wrote  aTeryvehement  letter,  contending  that  thedelenlion  of  Napoleon  on 
board  a  veisel  off  the  coast,  preparatory  to  his  being  sent  to  St.  Helena, 
■was  illegal,  and  that  the  captain  of  the  vessel  woulii  be  compelled  to  sur- 
render liiiii  in  obedience  to  a  writ  of  Habeas  Corpus, 
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'■  Mr.  Wsslwopd's,  Chase  Side;  Erfialil,  ) 
"  Hth  Match,  1830.  f 

"  My  dear  Ayrton, — Your  letter,  which  was  only  not  eo 
pleasant  as  your  appearance  would  have  beeni  has  revived 
some  old  images ;  Phillips*  (not  the  Colonel),  with  his  few 
hairs  bristling  up  at  the  charge  of  a  revoke,  which  he  de- 
clares impossible  ;  the  old  Captain's  signiticant  nod  over 

the  right  shoulderf  (was  it  not  ?) ;  Mrs.  B 's  determined 

questioning  of  the  score,  after  the  game  -was  absolutely  gone 
to  the  d — 1 ;  the  plain  but  hospitable  cold  boiled-beef  sup- 
pers at  sideboard ;  all  which  fancies,  redolent  of  middle 
age  and  strengthful  spirits,  come  actoss  us  ever  and  anon 
in  this  vale  of  deliberate  senectitude,  ycleped  Enfield. 

"  You  imagine  a  deep  gulf  between  you  and  us ;  and 
there  is  a  pitiable  hiatus  in  Mnd  between  St- James's  Park 
and  this  extremity  of  Middlesex,  But  the  mere  distance 
in  turnpike  roads  is  a  trifle.  The  roof  of  a  coach  swings 
you  down  in  an  hour  or  two.  We  have  a  sure  hot  joint  on 
a  Sunday,  and  when  had  we  better?  1  suppose  you  know 
that  ill  health  has  obliged  us  to  give  up  housekeeping,  but 
we  have  aa  asylum  at  the  very  next  door — only  twenty- 
four  inches  further  from  town,  which  is  not  material  in  a 
country  expedition — where  a.  table  d'hSle  is  kept  for  us, 
without  trouble  on  our  parts,  and  wo  adjourn  after  dinner, 
when  one  of  the  old  world  (old  friends)  drops  casually  down 
among  us.  Come  and  find  us  out,  and  seal  our  judicious 
change  with  your  approbation,  whenever  the  whim  bites, 
or  the  sun  prompts.  Wo  need  of  announcement,  for  we  are 
sure  to  be  at  home. 

"  I  keep  putting  off  the  subject  of  my  answer.  In  truth, 
I  am  not  in  spirits  at  present  to  see  Mr.  Murray  on  such  a 
business ;  but  pray  offer  him  my  acknowledgments,  and  an 
assurance  that  I  should  like  at  least  one  of  his  propositions, 
as  I  have  so  much  additional  matter  fovthe  SFGciHEns  as 

*  Edward  Phillips,  Ean.,  Secretary  lo  ihe  Riglit  Hon.  Charles  Abbolt, 
Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons.  The  "  Colonel"  alluded  to  was  Ihe 
Lieutenantof  Marines  who  accompanied  Capl.  Cook  in  his  last  voyage,  and 

Ihe  death  of  his  commander,  Lieutenant  Phillips,  himself  womided,  swam 
off  to  the  boats ;  hul,  seeing  one  of  his  marines  struggling  in  the  water  to 
escape  the  natives  who  were  pursuing  him,  gallantly  swam  back,  proterled 
his  man  al  the  peril  of  his  own  life,  and  both  reached  their  boat  in  safely. 
He  afieiwaid  married  that  accomplished  and  amiaUJe  daughter    ''  "    " 


LO  Diary  and  Corresponden' 


i  Cajjtain  {afterward  Admiral)  James 
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might  make  two  volumes  in  all;  or  one  (new  edition), 
omitting  bucIi  better  known  authors  as  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  Johnson,  &c. 

"  But  we  ate  both  in  trouble  at  present.  A  very  dear 
young  friend  of  ours,  who  passed  her  Christmas  holidays 
here,  has  been  taken  dangerously  ill  with  a  fever,  from 
which  she  is  very  precariously  recovering,  and  I  espect  a 
Bummons  to  fetch  her  when  she  is  well  enough  to  beat  the 
journey  from  Bury.  It  is  Emmalsola,  with  whom  we  got 
acquainted  at  our  first  visit  to  your  sister,  at  Cambridge, 
and  she  has  been  an  occasional  inmate  with  us— and  of  late 
years  much  more  frequently — ever  since.  While  she  is  in 
this  danger,  and  till  she  is  out  of  it,  and  here  in  a  probable 
■way  to  recovery,  I  feel  that  I  have  no  spirits  fot  an  engage- 
ment of  any  kind.  It  has  been  a  terrible  shock  to  us ; 
therefore  I  beg  that  you  will  make  my  handsomest  ex- 
cuses to  Mt.  Murray. 

"  Our  very  kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  A.  and  the  younger  A.'s. 
"  Your  unforgotten  C.  Lamb." 

Good  tidings  soon  reached  Lamb  of  Miss  Isola's  health, 
and  he  went  to  Fotnham  to  bring  her,  for  a  month's  visit, 
to  Enfield.  The  following  ate  portions  of  letters  addressed 
to  the  lady  from  whose  care  he  had  removed  her,  after  their 
arrival  at  home,  other  parts  of  which  have  already  been  pub- 
lished. 


■'Enfield,  April  al,  1830. 

"  Dear  Madam, — I  have  great  pleasure  in  letting  you 
know  Miss  Isola  has  suffered  very  little  from  fatigue  on  her 
long  journey  ;  I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  I  came  home,  rath- 
er the  more  tired  of  the  two.  But  I  am  a  very  unpractised 
traveller.  "Wo  found  my  sister  very  well  in  health,  only  a 
little  impatient  to  see  her ;  and,  after  a  few  hysterical  tears 
for  gladness,  all  was  comfortable  again.  We  arrived  here 
from  Epping  between  five  and  six. 

"  How  I  employed  myself  between  Epping  and  Enfield, 
the  poor  verses  in  the  front  of  my  paper  may  inform  you, 
which  you  may  please  to  christen  an  'Acrostic  in  a  cross- 
road,' and  which  I  wish  were  worthier  of  the  lady  they  re- 
fer to,  but  I  trust  you  will  plead  my  pardon  to  her  on  a  sub- 
ject so  delicate  as  a  lady's  good  name.  Your  candour  must 
acknowledge  that  they  are  written  straight.  And  now, 
dear  madam,  I  have  left  myself  hardly  space  to  express  my 
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seasa  of  the  friendly  reception.  I  found  at  Fornham.  Mr. 
"Williams  will  tell  you  that  we  had  the  pleasure  of  a  slight 
meeting  with  him  on  the  road,  where  I  could  almost  have 
told  him,  hut  that  it  seemed  ungracious,  that  such  had  been 
your  hospitality,  that  1  scarcely  missed  the  good  master  of 
the  family  at  Fornham,  though  heartily  1  should  have  re- 
joiced to  have  tuade  a,  little  longer  acqiiaiatance  with  him. 
I  will  say  nothing  of  our  deeper  ohligations  to  both  of  you, 
because  I  think  we  agreed  at  Fornham  that  gratitude  may 
be  oTci-esacted  on  the  part  of  the  obliging,  and  over-ex- 
pressed on  the  part  of  the  obliged  person. 

"  Miss  Isoia  is  writing,  and  will  tcU.  you  that  we  arc  go- 
ing on  very  comfortably.  Her  sister  is  just  come.  She 
blames  my  last  verses,  as  being  more  written  on  Mr.  "Will- 
iams than  on  yourself;  but  how  should  I  have  parted  whom 
a  Superior  Power  has  brought  together  ?  I  beg  you  will 
jointly  accept  of  all  our  best  respects,  and  pardon  your  ob- 
sequious if  not  troublesome  correspondent,  C.  L. 

"  P.S. — I  am  the  worst  folder-up  of  a  letter  in  the  world, 
except  certain  Hottentots,  in  the  land  of  CaflVe,  who  never 
fold  up  their  letters  at  all,  writing  very  badly  upon  skins, &c." 

lejour- 


"  Mary's  love  ?     "Yes.     Mary  Lamb  is  quite  well. 

"  Dear  Sarah, — I  found  my  way  to  Northaw  on  Thursday, 
and  saw  a  very  good  woman  behind  a  counter,  who  saya 
also  that  you  are  a  very  good  lady.  I  did  not  accept  her 
offered  glass  of  wine  (home-made,  I  take  it),  but  craved  a 
cup  of  ale,  with  which  I  seasoned  a  slice  of  cold  lamb,  from 
a  sandwich  box,  which  I  ate  in  hci  hack  parlour,  and  pro- 
ceeded for  Bcrkhamp stead,  &c. ;  lost  myself  over  a  heath, 
and  had  a  day's  pleasure.  I  wish  you  could  walk  as  I  do, 
and  as  you  used  to  do.  1  am  sorry  to  find  you  are  so  poor- 
ly ;  and,  now  I  have  found  my  way,  I  wish  you  back  at 
Goody  Tomlinson's.  "What  a  pretty  village  'tis.  I  should 
have  come  sooner,  but  was  waiting  a  summons  to  Bury. 
Well,  it  came,  and  I  found  the  good  parson's  lady  {he  was 
from  home)  exceedingly  hospitable. 

"  Poor  Emma,  the  first  moment  we  were  alone,  took  nie 
into  a  corner,  and  said,  '  Now,  pray,  don't  drink ;  do  check 
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yourself  after  dinner,  for  my  sake,  and  nhtn  we  get  home 
to  Enfield,  you  shall  drink  as  much  as  ever  you  please,  and 
I  won't  say  a  word  about  it.'  How  I  behaved,  you  may 
guess,  -when  I  tell  you  that  Mrs.  Williams  and  1  have  writ- 
ten acrostics  on  each  other,  and  she  hoped  that  she  should 
have  '  no  reason  to  regret  Miss  Isola's  recovery,  by  its  de- 
priving her  oi  OUT  hegun  correspondence.'  Emma  stayed  a 
month  with  us,  and  has  gone  back  (ifi  tolerable  health)  to 
her  iMig  home,  for  she  comes  not  again  for  a  twelvemonth. 
I  amused  Mre.  "Williams  with  an  occurrence  on  our  road  to 
Enfield.*  We  travelled  with  one  of  those  troublesome 
fellow-passengers  in  a  stage-coach  that  is  called  a  weli-in- 
formed  man.  For  twenty  miles  we  discoursed  about  the 
properties  of  steam,  probabilities  of  carriages  by  ditto,  till 
all  my  science,  and  more  than  all,  was  exhausted,  and  I  was 
thinlung  of  escaping  my  torment  by  getting  up  on  the  out- 
side, when,  getting  into  Bishops  Stortford,  my  gentleman, 
spying  some  farming  land,  put  an  unlucky  question  to  mc  ; 
'  What  sort  of  a  crop  of  turnips  I  thought  we  should  have 
this  year  ?'  Emma's  eyes  turned  to  me,  to  know  what  in 
the  world  I  could  have  to  say  ;  and  she  burst  into  a  violent 
fit  of  laughter,  maugre  her  pale,  serious  cheeks,  when,  with 
the  greatest  gravity,  I  replied  that' it  depended,  1  believed, 
upon  boiled  legs  of  mutton.'  This  clenched  our  conversa- 
tion, and  my  gentleman,  with  a  face  half  wise,  half  in  scorn, 
troubled  us  with  no  more  conversation,  scientific  or  philo- 
sophical, for  the  remainder  of  the  journey.     S was 

here  yesterday,  and  as  Zeamedto  the  full  as  my  fellow-trav- 
eller.    What  a  pity  that  he  will  spoil  a  wit,  and  a  most 

pleasant  fellow  (as  he  is),  by  wisdom.     N.  T 1  is  as 

good,  and  as  odd  as  ever.  We  had  a  dispute  about  the 
word  '  heir,'  which  I  contended  was  pronounced  like  '  air ;' 
he  said  that  might  be  in  common  parlance  ;  or  that  we 
might  so  use  it,  speaking  of  the  '  Heir-at-Law,'  a  comedy ; 
but  that  in  the  law  courts  it  was  necessary  to  give  it  the 
full  aspiration,  and  to  say  hayer ;  he  thought  it  might  even 
vitiate  a  cause,  if  a  counsel  pronounced  it  otherwise.  In 
conclusion,  he  '  would  consult  Sergeant  Wilde,'  who  gave  it 
against  him.  Sometimes  he  falleth  into  the  water ;  some- 
times into  the  fire.  He  came  down  here,  and  insisted  on 
reading  Virgil's  'Eneid'  all  through  with  ifle  (which  ho 
did),  because  a  counsel  must  know  Latin.     Another  time 

*  This  liula  anccdole  was  loid  by  Lamb  in  a  leiter  previously  publishsd, 
Vut  nut  quite  so  richly  as  here. 
1  A  very  old  Hail  dear  friend  of  Lamb  who  had  just  been  called  to  the  bar. 
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he  luad  out  all  the  Gospel  of  St.  John,  because  Biblioa! 
quotations  are  very  emphatic  in  a  court  of  justice.  A  third 
lime  he  would  carve  a  fowl,  which  he  did  very  ili-favour- 
edly,  because  *  wo  did  not  know  how  indispensable  it  was 
for  a  barrister  to  do  all  those  sort  of  things  weil !  Those 
little  things  were  of  more  consequence  than  we  supposed.' 
So  he  goes  on,  harassing  about  the  way  to  prosperity,  and 
losing  it.  With  a  lijng  head,  but  somewhat  a  wrong  one — 
harum-Bcarum.  Why  does  not  his  guardian  angel  look  to 
him  ?     He  deserves  one  :  maybe  he  has  tired  him  out. 

"  I  am  with  this  long  scrawl,  but  I  thought  in  your  ex- 
ile you  might  like  a  letter.  Commend  me  to  all  the  won- 
ders in  Derbyshire,  and  tell  the  devil  I  humbly  kiss — my 
hand  to  him.     Yours  ever,  C,  Lamb. 


The  esteem  which  Lamb  had  always  cherished  for  Mr. 
Rogers  was  quickened  into  a  livelier  feeling  by  the  gener, 
ous  interest  which  the  poet  took  iji  the  success  of  Mr.  Mox- 
on,  who  was  starting  as  a  publisher.  The  following  little 
note  shows  the  state  of  hisfeehngs  at  this  time  towards  two 
distinguished  persons. 


"Eafield,  TuetdBy. 

"  Dear  M., — I  dined  with  your  and  my  BogerB,  at  Mr. 
Gary's,  yesterday.  Gary  consulted  me  on  the  proper  book- 
seller to  offer  a  lady's  MS.  novel  to.  I  said  I  would  write 
to  you.  But  I  wish  you  would  call  on  the  translator  of 
Dante,  at  the  British  Museum,  and  talk  with  him.  He  is 
the  pleasantest  of  clergymen.  I  told  him  of  all  Rogers's 
handsome  behaviour  to  you,  and  you  are  already  no  stran- 
ger. Go !  I  made  Rogers  laugh  about  your  Nightingale 
Sonnet,  not  having  heard  one.  "Tis  a  good  sonnet,  not- 
withstanding.    You  sliall  have  the  books  shortly. 

"  C.  L." 

The  petty  criticisms  on  the  small  volum-e  of  "  Album 
Verses,"  by  which  a  genial  trifle,  intended  to  mark  the 
commencement  of  the  career  of  a  dear  friend,  was  subject- 
ed to  absurd  severity,  and  which  called  forth  a  little  indig- 
nant poem  from  the  Laureate,  provoked  the  following  no- 
tice from  Lamb,  in  a  letter  addressed 
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I    BAKTO.V. 

"Ausiistamh,  1830. 

"  Dear  B,  B., — My  address  is  34  Southampton  Buildings, 
Holbotn.  For  God's  sake  do  not  let  me  be  pestered  with 
Annuals.  They  are  all  rogues  who  edit  them,  and  some- 
thing else  who  write  in  them.  I  am  still  alone,  and  very 
much  out  of  sorts,  and  cannot  spur  up  my  mind  to  writing. 
The  sight  of  one  of  those  year-books  makes  mc  sick,  I  get 
nothing  by  any  of  'em,  not  even  a  copy. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  warm  interest  about  my  little  vol- 
ume, for  the  critics  on  which  I  care  the  five  hundred  thou- 
sandth part  of  the  tythe  of  a  half-farthing.  I  am  too  old 
a  militant  for  that.  How  noble,  though,  in  R.  S.,*  to  come 
forward  for  an  old  friend,  who  had  treated  him  so  unwor- 
thily, 

"  Moxon  baa  a  shop  without  customers,  I  a  book  without 
readers.  But  what  a  clamour  against  a  poor  collection  of 
Album  verses,  as  if  we  had  put  forth  an  Epic.  I  cannot 
scribble  a  long  letter.  I  am,  when  not  at  foot,  very  deso- 
late, and  take  no  interest  in  anything,  scarce  hate  anything, 
but  Annuals,  I  am  in  an  interregnum  of  thought  and  feel- 
ing. What  a  beautiful  autumn  morning  this  is,  if  it  was 
but  with  me  as  in  times  past,  when  the  candle  of  the  Lord 
shined  round  me.  I  cannot  even  muster  enthusiasm  to  ad- 
mire the  French  heroism.  In  better  times  I  hope  we  may 
some  day  meet,  and  discuss  an  old  poem  or  two.  But  if 
you'd  have  me  not  sick,  no  more  of  Annuals. 

"C,  L.,Ex-Elia. 

"  Love  to  Lucy  and  A.  K.  always." 

In  1830,  Lamb  tried  the  experiment  of  lodging  a  little 
while  in  London  ;  hut  Miss  Lamb's  malady  compelled  him 
to  return  to  the  solitude  of  Enfield.  He  thus  communicates 
the  sad  state  of  his  sister ; 


"  Dear  Moxon, — I  have  brought  my  sister  to  Enfield,  be- 
ing sure  that  she  had  no  hope  of  recoveiy  in  London.  Her 
state  of  mind  is  deplorable  beyond  any  example.  I  almost 
fear  whether  she  has  strenglb  at  her  time  of  life  ever  to 
get  out  of  it.  Here  she  must  be  nursed,  and  neither  sec 
nor  hear  of  anything  in  the  world  out  of  her  sick  chamber. 
The  mere  hearing  that  Southey  had  called  at  our  lodgings 

'  Ruljcrt  Soullicy 
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totally  upset  her.  Pray  sec  him,  or  hear  of  him  at  Mr.  Rick- 
man's,  and  excuse  my  not  writing  to  him.  1  dare  not  write, 
or  receive  a  letter  in  her  presence  ;  every  little  task  bo  agi- 
tates her.  Westwood  will  receive  any  letter  for  me,  and 
give  it  mo  privately. 

"  Pray  assure  Soiithey  of  my  kindliest  feeiings  towards 
him,  and,  if  you  do  not  see  him,  send  this  to  him. 

"  Kindest  remembrances  to  your  sister,  and  believe  me 
ever  yours,  .  C.  Lamb. 

"  Remember  me  kindly  to  the  Allsops." 

The  following  curiou,?  piece  of  modern  Latin  was  ad- 


"  Vir  Bone  ! — Rccepi  literaa  tuas  amicissimas,  et  in  men- 
tem  venit  responsuro  mihi,  vel  rare,  vol  nunquam,  inter  nos 
intercedisse  Latinam  linguam,  organum  rescribendi,  bquen- 
dive.  Epistolte  tute,  Piinianis  elegantiis  (supra  quod  Tre- 
r.iuLO  deceat)  refertfe,  tarn  a  verbis  Piinianis  adeo  ahhorrent, 
lit  ne  vocem  qnamquarn  (Romanam  scilicet)  habere  vide- 
aris,  quam  '  ad  canem,'  nt  aiunt, '  rejectare  possis.'  Forsan 
desuetude  Latinissandi  ad  vcrnaculam  linguam  usitandam, 
plusquam  opus  sit,  coegit.  Per  adagia  qnaidam  nota,  et  in 
ore  omnium  pervnlgata,  ad  Latinitatia  perdita;  recuperatio- 
nem  revocare  te  institni. 

"  Felis  in  abaco  est,  et  tegrfe  videt. 

"Omne  quod  splendet  nequaquam  aurum  putcs. 

"  Imponas  equo  mendicum,  equitabit  idem  ad  diabolum. 

"Fur  eommodfe  a  fure  prenditur. 

"0  Maria,  Maria,  valdfe  coNTaABrA,  quomodo  crescit 
hortulus  tuns  ? 

"  Nunc  majora  canamus. 

"  Thomas,  Thomas,  de  Islington,  Hxorem  duxit  die  nuperS 
Dominic3.  Reduxit  domum  postera.  Succedenti  baculum 
emit.  PoBtridie  ferit  illam.  iEgrescit  ilia  subseqnenti- 
Proxim&  (nempe  Veneris)  est  mortua.  Plutimum  gestiit 
Thomas,  quod  appropinquanti  Sabbato  eflerenda  sit. 

"  Horner  quidam  Johannttlus  in  angulo  sedebat,  artocreas 
qiiaadam  deglutiens.  Inaeruit  pollices,  pnina  nana  evel- 
lens,  et  magnS  voce  exclamavit '  Dii  boni,  qniim  bonus  puer 
fio!' 

"  Diddle-diddle-dumkins !  meus  unicus  filius  Johannes 
cubitum  ivit,  integria  braccis,  caliga  una  tantum,  indutus. 
Diddle-diddle,  &c.     Da  Capo. 
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"Hio  adsum  saltans  Joannula.  Cum  nemo  adsit  niihi, 
semper  resto  sola. 

"  -Enigma  mihi  hoc  solvas,  et  (Edipus  lies. 

"  <^uS  ratione  assimulandus  sit  equus  Trkmvlo  ? 

"Q-uippe  cui  tola  communicatio  sit  per  Hay  et  Neigh, 
juxta  consilium  illud  Dominicum, '  Fiat  omnis  communica- 
tio vestra  Yea  et  Nay.' 

"  In  his  nugis  caram  diem  consumo,  dum  invigilo  valetu- 
dini  carioris  nostras  Emma;,  qua;  apud  nos  jamdudum  segro- 
tat.  Salvere  voa  jubet  mecum  Maria  mea,  ipsa  inlegril 
valetudine.  Eli  a. 

"Ab  agro  Enfcidicnso  datum,  Aprilis  «escio  qiiibus  Ca- 
lendis — Davua  sum,  non  Calendarius. 

"  P.S.— Perdita  in  toto  eat  Billa  Reformatura." 

Mr.  Moxon,  having  become  the  publisher  of  "  The  En- 
glishman's Magazine,"  obtained  Lamb's  aid,  as  a  contributor 
of  miscellaneous  articles,  which  were  arranged  to  appear 
under  the  comprehensive  title  of  "  Peter's  Net."  The  fol- 
lowing accompanied  his  first  contribution,  in  which  some 
s  of  the  Royal  Academy  were  enshrined. 


"  Dear  M., — The  R-  A.  here  memorized  was  George  Dawe, 
whom  I  knew  well,  and  heard  many  anecdotes  of,  from  Dan- 
iels and  "Westall,  at  H.  Rogers's;  to  each  of  them  it  will 
be  well  to  send  a  magazine  in  my  name.  It  will  fly  like 
wildfire  among  the  Royal  Academicians  and  artists.  Could 
you  get  hold  of  Procter  ? — his  chambers  are  in  Lincoln's 
Inn,  at  Montague's  ;  or  of  Janus  Weathercock  ? — both  of 
their  ^rose  is  capital.  Don't  encourage  poetry.  The  'Pe- 
ter's Het'  does  not  intend  funny  things  on]y.  All  is  fish. 
And  leave  out  the  sickening '  Elia'  at  the  end.  Then  it  may 
comprise  letters  and  characters,  addressed  to  Peter ;  but  a. 
signature  forces  it  to  be  all  characteristic  of  the  one  man, 
Elia,  or  the  one  man,  Peter,  which  cramped  me  formerly. 
I  have  agreed  not  for  my  sister  to  know  the  subjects  I 
choose  till  the  magazine  comes  out ;  so  beware  of  speaking 
of 'em,  or  writing  about  'em,  save  generally.  Be  particular 
about  this  warning.  Can't  you  drop  in  some  afternoon,  and 
take  a  bed  ?  The '  Athenseum'  has  been  hoaxed  with  some 
exquisite  poetry,  that  was,  two  or  three  months  ago,  in 
'  Hone's  Book.'  1  like  your  first  number  capitally.  But  i» 
not  it  smalJ  ?     Come  and  see  us,  week-day  if  possible. 
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"Send,  or  bring  me,  Hone's  number  for  Auguat.  The 
anecdotes  of  E.  and  of  (t.  I),  are  subBtantially  true  ;  what 
does  E]ia  (or  Peter)  care  for  dates  ? 

"  The  poem  I  mean  is  in  '  Hone's  Book,'  as  far  back  as 
April.     1  do  not  know  who  wrote  it ;  but  'tis  a  poem  I  envy 
— that  and  Montgomery's  '  Last  Man  ;'  I  envy  the  'writers, 
because  I  feel  I  could  have  done  something  like  them. 
"C.  L." 

The  foUowing  contains  Lamb's  characteristic  acknowl- 
edgment of  a  payment  on  account  of  these  contributions. 


'■Sept.5tli,]831. 
"Dear  M., — Your  letter's  eontenls  pleased  me.  I  am 
only  afraid  of  taxing  you.  Yet  I  want  a  stimulus,  or  I 
think  I  should  drag  sadly.  1  shall  keep  the  moneys  in 
trust  till  I  see  you  fairly  over  the  next  1st  January.  Then 
I  shall  look  upon  'em  as  earned.  No  part  of  your  letter 
gave  me  more  pleasure  (no,  not  the  flO,  though  you  may 
grin)  than  that  you  will  revisit  old  Enfield,  which  I  hope 
will  be  always  a  pleasant  idea  to  you. 

"  Yours  very  faithfully,  C.  L." 

The  magazine,  although  enriched  with  Lamb's  articles, 
and  some  others  of  great  merit,  did  not  meet  with  a  success 
so  rapid  as  to  requite  the  proprietor  for  the  labour  and  anx- 
iety of  its  production.  The  following  ia  Lamb's  letter,  in 
reply  to  one  announcing  a  determination  to  discontinue  its 
publication: 


"  To  address  an  abdicated  monarch  is  a  nice  poiiit  of 
breeding.  To  give  him  his  lost  titles  is  to  mock  him ;  to 
withhold  'em  is  to  wound  him.  But  his  minister,  who  falls 
with  him,  may  be  gracefully. sympathetic.  I  do  honestly 
feel  for  your  diminution  of  honours,  and  regret  even  tho 
pleasing  cares  which  are  part  and  parcel  of  greatness. 
Yonr  magnanimous  submission,  and  the  cheerful  tone  of 
yonr  (enunciation,  in  a  letter,  which,  without  flattery,  would 
have  made  an  'Article,'  and  which,  rarely  as  I  keep  let- 
ters, shall  be  preserved,  comfort  me  a  little,  "Will  it  please, 
or  plagite  yon,  to  say  that  when  your  parcel  came  I  cursed 
it,  for  my  pen  v/as  warming  in  my  hand  at  a  ludicrous 
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dcEciiption  of  a  landscape  of  an  R.  A.,  which  I  calculated 
upon  sending  you  to-morrow,  the  last  day  you  gave  me  ! 
!Now  any  one  calling  in,  or  a  letter  coming,  puts  an  end  to 
my  writing  for  the  day.  Little  did  I  think  that  the  man- 
date had  gone  out,  so  destructive  to  my  occupation,  so  re- 
lieving to  the  apprehensions  of  the  whole  body  of  R.  A, 's  ; 
so  you  see  I  had  not  quitted  the  ship  while  a  plank  was 


"  To  drop  metaphors,  I  am  sure  you  have  done  wisely. 
The  very  spirit  of  your  epistle  speaks  that  you  have  a 
weight  oiTyour  mind.     I  have  one  on  mine ;  the  cash  ia 

hand,  which,  as less  truly  says,  burns  in  my  poclfet, 

I  feel  queer  at  returning  it  {who  does  not?),  you  feel  awk- 
ward at  retaking  it  (who  ought  not?) :  is  there  no  middle 
way  of  adjusting  this  fine  embarrassment  ?  I  think  I  have 
hit  upon  a  medium  to  skin  the  sore  place  over,  if  not  quite 
to  heal  it.  You  hinted  that  there  might  be  something  un- 
der £^10  by-and-by  accruing  to  me — Devii's  Money'  (you 
aio  sanguine,  say  £7  lOs.) ;  that  I  entirely  renounce,  and 
abjure  all  future  interest  in :  I  insist  upon  it,  and, '  by  him 
I  will  not  name,'  I  won't  touch  a  penny  of  it  That  will 
split  your  loss  one  half,  and  leave  me  conscientious  possess- 
or of  what  I  hold.  Less  than  your  assent  to  this,  no  pro- 
posal will  I  accept  of. 

"  The  Rev.  Mr. ,  whose  name  }  ou  ]ia\  e  left  illeg- 
ible (is  it  SeaguU?),  never  sent  rac  anj  book  on  Christ's 
Hospital,  by  which  I  could  dream  that  I  was  indebted  to 
him  for  a  dedication.  Bid  G-.  D.  send  his  penny  tract  to 
me,  to  coavert  me  toUnitarianism?  Dear,  blundering  soul ! 
why,  I  am  as  old  a  one  Goddite  as  himself.  Or  did  he  think 
his  cheap  publication  would  bring  over  the  Methodists  over 
the  way  here  ?t  However,  Til  give  it  to  the  pew-opener, 
in  whom  I  have  a  little  interest,  to  hand  over  to  the  clerk, 
■whose  wife  she  sometimes  drinks  tea  with,  for  him  to  lay 
before  the  deacon,  who  exchanges  the  civility. of  the  hat 
with  him,  for  to  transmit  to  the  minister,  who  shakes  hands 
with  him  out  of  chapel,  and  he,  ia  all  odds,  will  light  his 
pipe  with  it. 

"  I  wish  very  tuuch  to  see  you.  I  leave  it  to  you  to  come 
how  you  will ;  we  shall  be  very  glad  (wc  need  not  repeat) 
to  see  your  sister,  or  sisters,  with  you ;  but  fo^you,  indi- 
vidually, I  will  just  hint  that  a  dropping  in  to  tea,  unlocked 

ib's — scareely  wont 
SoulheyBnJCo. 
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for,  about  five,  stopping  bread-and-cheesc  and  gin-and-wa- 
ter,  is  worth  a  thousand  Sundays.  1  am  naturally  misera- 
ble on  a  Sunday ;  but  a  week-day  evening  and  supper  is 
like  old  times.  Set  out  now,  and  givo  no  time  to  delibera- 
tion. 

"P.S.— The  second  volume  of 'Elia'  is  delightful  (ly 
bound,  I  mean),  and  quite  cheap.    Why,  man,  'tis  a  unique ! 

"  If  I  write  much  more  1  shall  expand  into  an  article, 
which  I  cannot  afford  to  let  you  have  so  cheap.  By-the-by, 
to  show  the  perverseness  of  human  will,  while  I  thought  I 
must  furnish  one  of  those  accursed  things  monthly,  it  seem- 
ed a  labour  above  Hercules 's  '  Twelve'  in  a  year,  which 
were  evidently  monthly  contributions.  Kow  1  am  eman- 
cipated, I  feel  as  if  I  had  a  thousand  Essays  swelling  with- 
in me.     False  feelings  both  ! 

"  Your  ex-Lampoonist,  or  Lamb-punnist,  from  Enfield, 
October  24,  oi '  last  day  but  one  for  receiving  articles  that 
can  be  inserted.'" 

The  following  was  addressed  soon  after 

TO   MI^  MOXON. 

"  Dear  Moxon, — The  snows  are  ankle-deep,  slush,  and 
mire,  that  'tis  hard  to  get  to  the  post-office,  and  cruel  to 
send  the  maid  out.  'Tis  a  slough  of  despair,  or  I  should 
sooner  have  thanked  you  for  your  offer  of  the  '  Life,'  which 
we  shall  very  much  like  to  have,  and  will  return  duly.  I 
do  not  know  when  I  shall  be  in  town,  but  in  a  week  or  two, 
at  farthest,  when  I  will  come  as  far  as  you,  if  I  can.  We 
are  moped  to  death  with  confinement  within  doors.  I  send 
you  a  curiosity  of  G.  Dyer's  tender  conscience.  Between 
thirty  and  forty  years  since,  G.  published  the  '  Poet's  Fate,' 
in  which  were  two  very  harmless  lines  about  Mr.  Rogers, 
but  Mr.  Kr.  not  quite  approving  of  them,  they  were  left  out 
in  a  subsequent  edition,  1801.  But  Gr.  has  been  worrying 
about  them  ever  since  ;  if  I  have  heard  hira  once,  1  have 
heard  him  a  hundred  times,  express  a  remorse  proportion- 
ed to  a  consciousness  of  having  been  guilty  of  an  atrocious 
libel.  As  the  devil  would  have  it,  a  man  they  call  Barker, 
in  his '  Pamana,'  has  quoted  the  identical  two  lines,  as  they 
stood  in  some  obscure  edition  anterior  to  lSOI,and  the 
withers  of  poor  G.  are  again  wrung.  His  letter  is  a  gem ; 
with  his  poor  blind  eyes  it  has  been  laboured  out  at  six  sit- 
tings.    The  history  of  the  couplet  is  in  page  3  of  this  irreg- 


^d  by  Google 


LETTERS    TO    MOXON.  48:! 

ular  production-,  in  which  every  variety  of  shape  and  size 
that  letters  can  be  twisted  into  is  to  be  found.  Do  show 
Ms  part  of  it  to  Mr.  R.  some  day.  If  he  has  bowels,  they 
must  melt  at  the  contrition  so  queerly  charactered  of  a  con- 
trite sinner.  G.  was  bom,  I  verily  think,  without  original 
sin,  but  chooses  to  have  a  conscience,  as  every  Christian 
gentleman  should  have  ;  his  dear  old  face  is  insusceptible 
of  the  twist  they  call  a  sneer,  yet  he  is  apprehensive  of  be- 
ing suspected  of  that  ugly  appearance.  When  he  makes  a 
compliment,  he  thinks  he  has  given  an  afiront — a  name  is 
personality,  But  show  (no  hurry)  this  unique  recantation 
to  Mr,  R. ;  'tis  like  a  dirty  pocket-handkerchief,  mucked 
with  tears  of  some  indigent  Magdalen.  There  is  the  im- 
press of  sincerity  in  every  pot-hook  and  hanger ;  and  then 
the  gilt  frame  to  such  a  pauper  picture  !  It  should  go  into 
the  Museum. 

"  Come  when  the  weather  will  possibly  let  you  ;  I  want 
to  see  the  Wordsworths,  but  1  do  not  much  like  to  be  all 
night  away.  It  is  dull  enough  to  be  here  together,  but  it 
is  duller  to  leave  Mary  ;  ia  short,  it  is  painful,  and  in  a  fly- 
ing visit  I  should  hardly  catch  them.  I  bave  no  beds  for 
them  if  they  came  down,  and  but  a  sort  of  a  house  to  re- 
ceive them  in ;  yet  1  shall  regret  their  departure  unseen ; 
I  feel  cramped  and  straitened  every  way:    Where  are  they  ? 

"  We  have  heard  from  Emma  but  once,  and  that  a  month 
ago,  and  are  very  anxious  for  another  letter. 

"  You  say  we  have  forgot  your  powers  of  being  service- 
able to  us.  That  we  never  shall;  I  do  not  know  what  I 
should  do  without  you  when  I  want  a  little  commission. 
Mow  then :  there  are  left  at  Miss  Buffon's,  the  '  Tales  of 
the  Castle,'  and  certain  volumes  of  the  '  Retrospective  Re- 
view.' The  first  should  be  conveyed  to  Novello's,  and  tho 
Reviews  should  be  taken  to  Talfourd's  office,  ground  floor, 
east  side.  Elm  Court,  Middle  Temple,  to  whom  I  should 
have  written,  but  my  spirits  are  wretched ;  it  is  quite  an 
effort  to  write  tViis.  Ho,  with  the  'Life,'  1  have  cut  you  out 
three  pieces  of  service.  What  can  I  do  for  you  here,  but 
hope  to  see  you  very  soon,  and  think  of  you  with  most  kind- 
ness ?  I  fear  to-morrow,  between  rains  and  snows,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  expect  you,  but  do  not  let  a  practicable 
Sunday  pass.     We  are  always  at  home. 

"  Mary  joins  in  remembrances  to  your  sister,  whom  wo 
hope  to  see  in  any  fine-ish  weather,  when  she'll  venture. 

"Remember  ns  to  Allsop,  and  all  the  dead  people;  to 
whom,  and  to  Loudon,  we  seem  dead." 
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In  February,  1833,  the  following  letter  was  addressed  by 
Lamb  to  Mie  editor  on  his  being  made  Sergeant : 

"My  dear  T., — Now  cannot  I  call  him  Sergeant;  what 
is  there  in  a  coii?  Those  canv ass-sleeves  protective  from 
ink,*  when  he  was  a  law-chit — a  ChittyVmg  (let  the  leath- 
ern apron  be  apocrj'phal),  do  more  'specially  plead  to  the 
Jury  Court  of  old  memory.  The  costume  (will  he  agnize 
it  ?)  was  as  of  a  desk-fellow,  or  Socius  Plutei.  Methought 
1  spied  a  brother ! 

"  That  familiarity  is  extinct  for  ever.  Curse  me  if  I  can 
call  him  Mr.  Sergeant — except,  mark  me,  in  company.  Hon- 
our where  honour  is  due ;  hut  should  he  ever  visit  ua  (do 
you  think  he  ever  will,  Mary  ?)  what  a  distinction  should  I 
keep  np  between  him  and  our  less  fortunate  friend,  H.  C. 
R. !  Decent  respect  shall  always  be  the  Crabb's — but, 
somehow,  short  of  reverence. 

"  Well,  of  my  old  friends,  I  have  lived  to  see  two  knight- 
ed, one  made  a  judge,  another  in  a  fair  way  to  it.  Why 
am  I  restive?  why  stands, my  sun  upon  Gibeah? 

"  Variously,  my  dear  Mrs.  Talfourd  [I  can  be  more  fa- 
miliar with  her !],  Mrs.  Sergeant  Talfourd  —  my  sister 
prompts  me— ^(these  ladies  stand  upon  ceremonies) — has 
the  congratulable  news  affected  the  members  of  our  small 
community.     Mary  comprehended  it  at  once,  and  entered 

into  it  heartily.      Mrs.  W was,  as    usual,  perverse ; 

wouldn't,  or  couldn't  understand  it.  A  Sergeant?  She 
thought  Mr.  T.  was  in  the  law.  Didn't  know  that  he  ever 
'listed. 

"  Emma  alone  truly  sympathized.  She  Iiad  a  silk  gown 
come  home  that  very  day,  and  has  precedence  before  her 
learned  sisters  accordingly. 

"  We  are  going  to  drink  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ser- 
geant, with  all  the  young  serge antry— and  that  is  all  that  I 
can  see  that  I  shall  get  by  the  promotion. 

"  Valete,  et  mementote  amici  quondam  vestri  humiilimi, 
"C.  L." 

The  following  note  to  Mr.  Moxon,  on  some  long- forgotten 
occasion  of  momentary  displeasure,  the  nature  and  object 
of  which  is  uncertain,  contains  a  fantastical  exaggeratipit 
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of  anger,  which,  judged  by  those  who  knew  the  writer,  wiH 
only  illustrate  the  entire  nbsenee  of  all  the  bad  passions  of 
hatred  and  contempt  it  feigns. 


"DearM., — Many  thanks  for  the  hooks  ;  hut  most  thanks 
for  one  immortal  sentence  :  '  If  I  do  not  cheat  him,  never 
tnist  me  again.'  I  do  not  know  whether  to  admire  most 
the  wit  or  justness  of  the  sentiment.  It  has  my  cordial  ap- 
probation. My  sense  of  nieum  and  tuiim  applauds  it,  I 
maintain  it,  the  eighth  commandment  hath  a  secret  special 
reservation  by  which  the  reptile  is  exempt  from  any  pro- 
tection from  it.  As  a  dog,  or  a  nigger,  he  is  not  a  jiolder 
of  property.  Not  a  ninth  of  what  he  detains  from  the 
world  is  his  own.  Keep  your  hands  from  picking  and 
stealing,  is  no  ways  referable  to  his  acquists.  I  doubt 
whether  bearing  false  witness  against  thy  neighbour  at  all 
contemplated  this  possible  scrub.  Could  Moses  have  seen 
thctspeck  in  vision  \  An  ex  post  facto  law  alone  could  re- 
lieve him ;  and  we  are  taught  to  expect  no  eleventh  com- 
mandment. The  outlaw  to  the  Mosaic  dispensation ! — un- 
worthy to  have  seen  Moses  behind ! — to  lay  his  desecrating 
hands  upon  Elia!  Has  the  irreverent  ark-toucher  been 
struck  blind,  I  wonder  ?  The  more  I  think  of  him,  the  less 
I  think  of  him.  His  meanness  is  invisible  with  aid  of  so- 
lar microscope.  My  moral  eye  smarts  at  him.  The  less 
flea  that  bites  little  fleas !  The  great  Beast  !  The  beg- 
garly Wit  ! 

"  More  when  we  meet ;  mind,  you'll  come,  two  of  you ; 
and  couldn't  you  go  off  in  the  morning,  that  we  may  have 
a  day-long  curse  at  him,  if  curses  are  not  dishallowed  by 
descending  so  low  !     Amen.     Maledicatur  in  extremis ! 
"  C.  L." 

In  the  spring  of  1 833,  Lamb  made  his  last  removal  from 
Enfield  to  Edmonton.  He  was  about  to  lose  the  society  of 
Miss  Isola,  on  the  eve  of  marriage,  and  determined  to  live 
altogether  with  his  sister,  whether  in  her  sanity  or  her  mad- 
ness.    This  change  was  announced  in  the  following  letter 

TO    MR.   WORDSWORTH. 

"EndofMaynetitly. 

"  Dear  W^ords worth, — Your  letter,  save  in  what  respects 
your  dear  sister's  health,  cheered  me  in  my  new  solitude. 
Mary  is  ill  again.     Her  illnesses  encroach  yearly.     The 
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last  was  three  months,  followed  by  two  of  depression,  most 
dreadful.  I  look  back  upon  her  earlier  attacks  with  long- 
ing. Kioe  little  durations  of  six  weeks  or  so,  followed  by 
complete  restoration — shocking  as  they  were  to  me  then. 
In  short,  half  her  life  she  is  dead  to  me,  and  llie  other  half 
is  made  anxious  with  fears  and  lookings  forward  to  the 
next  shock.  "With  such  prospects,  it  seemed  to  me  neces- 
sary that  she  should  no  longer  live  with  me,  and  be  flut- 
tered with  continual  removals  ;  so  I  am  come  to  live  with 
her,  at  a  Mr.  Walden's,  and  his  wife,  who  take  in  patients, 
and  have  arranged  to  lodge  and  board  us  only.  They  have 
had  the  care  of  her  before,  I  see  little  of  her,  alas  !  I  too 
often  hear  her.  Sunt  lachryma!  rerum  I  and  you  and  I 
must  bear  it. 

"  To  lay  a  little  more  load  on  it,  a  circumstance  has  hap- 
pened, cujus  pars  magna  fui,  and  which,  at  another  crisis, 
I  should  have  more  rejoiced  in.  I  am  about  to  lose  my  old 
and  only  walk-companion,  whose  mirthful  spirits  were  the 
'  youth  of  our  house,'  Emma  Isola.  I  have  her  here  j^ 
for  a  little  while,  hut  she  is  too  nervous  properly  to  b 
der  such  a  roof,  so  she  will  make  short  visits — be  no  more 
an  inmate.  "With  my  perfect  approval,  and  more  than  con- 
currence, she  is  to  be  wedded  to  Moxon  at  the  end  of  Au- 
gust— so  'perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers'-— how  is  it?" 

"  Now  to  the  brighter  side.  I  am  emancipated  from  En- 
field. I  am  with  attentive  people,  and  younger.  1  am 
three  or  four  miles  nearer  the  great  city ;  coaches  half- 
price  less,  and  going  always,  of  which  I  avail  myself.  I 
have  few  friends  left  there,  one  or  two  though,  most  he- 
loved.  But  London  streets  and  faces  cheer  me  inexpressi- 
bly, though  of  the  latter  there  should  be  not  one  kn«wn 
one  remaining. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  cordial  reception  of '  Elia.'  Inter 
nos,  the  '  Ariadne'  is  not  a  darling  with  me  ;  several  incon- 
gruous things  are  in  it,  but  in  the  composition  it  served  me 
as  illustrative. 

"I  want  you,  in  the 'Popular  Fallacies,"  to  like  the 'Home 
that  is  no  home,'  and  '  Rising  with  the  Lark.' 

"  I  am  feehle,  but  cheerful  in  this  my  genial  hot  weather. 
"Walked  sixteen  miles  yesterday.  I  can't  read  much  in 
summer  time. 

"  With  my  kindest  love  to  all,  and  prayers  for  dear  Dor- 
othy, 1  remain  most  aflcctionately  yours,  C.  Lahs, 

•  A  aeries  of  aitiolea  conlribmeil,  undertl.is  lUle,  liy  Lamh,  to  the  "New 
Monthly  Mnfiiiinc." 
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"  At  Mr.Walden'fl,  Church-street,  Edmonton,  Middlesex. 

"  Moxoii  has  introduced  Emma  to  Uogcra,  and  he  smiles 
upon  the  project.  I  have  given  E.  my  Milton  (will  you 
pardon  rue  ?*)  in  part  of  *a  portion.  It  hanga  famously  in 
his  Murray-like  shop." 

On  the  approacli  of  tiio  wedding-day,  fixed  for  the  30t]i 
of  July,  Lamb  turned  to  the  account  of  a  half-tearful  mer- 
riment the  gift  of  a  watch  to  the  young  lady  whom  ho  was 
ahout  to  lose. 


"latySiih,  1833. 

"For  God's  sake  give  Emma  no  more  watches ;  one  has 
turned  her  head.  She  is  arrogant  and  insulting.  She  said 
something  very  unpleasant  to.  our  old  clock  in  the  passage, 
as  if  he  did  not  keep  time,  and  yet  he  had  made  her  no  ap- 
pointment. She  takes  it  out  every  instant  to  look  at  the 
moment-hand,  Slie  lugs  us  out  into  the  fields,  because 
there  the  bird-boys  ask  you, '  Pray,  sir,  can  you  tell  us  what's 
o'clock?'  and  ehe  answers  them  punctually.  She  loses  all 
her  time  looking  to  see  'what  the  time  is.'  I  overheard 
her  whispering, '  Just  so  many  hours,  minutes,  &c.,  to  Tues- 
day ;  I  think  St.  George's  goes  too  slow.'  This  little  pres- 
ent of  Time! — why,  'tis  Eternity  to  her! 

"  What  can  make  her  so  fond  of  a  ginger-bread- watch  ? 

"  She  has  spoiled  some  of  the  movements.  Between 
ourselves,  she  has  kissed  away '  half  past  twelve,'  which  I 
suppose  to  be  the  canonical  hour  in  Hanover  Square. 

"  Well,  if  '  iove  me,  love  my  watch,'  answers,  she  will 
keep  time  to  you. 

"  It  goes  tight  by  the  Horse  Guards. 

"Dearest  M., — Never  mind  opposite!  nonsense.  She 
does  not  love  you  for  the  watch,  but  the  watch  for  you.  I 
will  be  at  the  wedding,  and  keep  the  30th  of  July,  as  long 
as  my  poor  months  last  me,  as  a  festival,  gloriously, 

"  Yours  ever,  Elia. 

"We  have  not  heard  from  Cambridge.  I  will  write  the 
moment  we  do. 

"  Edmonton,  24th  July,  twenty  minutes  past  three  by 
Emma's  watch," 

•  It  had  lieen  proposed  by  Lnmb  Ihat  Mr.  W,  should  lio  the  possessor  of 
Ihe  portrait  if  he  outlived  his  friend,  and  that  afterward  it  was  lo  be  Lc- 
i|uealhcd  to  Christ's  College,  Cambridge. 

t  Written  on  the  opposite  page  to  that  in  which  Ihe  prsTious  affeclicni- 
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Miss  Lamb  was  in  the  Bad  state  of  mental  estrangement 
up  to  the  day  of  the  weddiiig,  but  then  in  the  constant 
companionship  of  her  brother  at  Edmonton.  The  follow- 
ing cluster  of  little  letters  to  the  new-manied  pair — the 
first  from  Charles,  introducing  one  from  Mary — shows  the 
happy  effect  of  the  news  on  her  mental  health. 

TO   ME.  AND   MRS.  MOXOK, 

"  Dear  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon, — Time  vety  short.  I  wrote 
to  Miss  Fryer,  and  had  the  sweetest  letter  about  you,  Emma, 
that  ever  friendship  dictated.  '  1  am  full  of  good  wishes, 
1  am  crying  with  good  wishes,'  she  says ;  but  you  shall 
see  it 

"Dear  Moxon, — I  take  your  writing  most  kindly,  and 
shall  most  kindly  your  writing  from  Paris. 

"  I  want  to  crowd  another  letter  to  Miss  Fryer  into  the 
little  time  after  dinner,  before  post-time.  So  with  twenty 
thousand  congratulations,  Yours,  0.  L. 

"I  am  calm,  sober,  happy.  Turn  over  for  the  reason. 
I  got  home  from  Dover-street,  by  Evans,  half  as  sober  as  a 
judge.     I  am  turning  over  a  new  leaf,  as  I  hope  you  will 


The  turn  of  the  leaf  presented  the  following  from  Miss 
Lamb: 

"  My  flear  Emma  and  Edward  Moxon, — Accept  my  sin- 
cere congratulations,  and  imagine  more  good  wishes  than 
my  weak  nerves  will  let  me  put  into  good  set  words.  The 
dreary  blank  of  vnansteered  questions  which  I  ventured  to 
ask  in  vain,  was  cleared  up  on  the  wedding-day  by  Mrs. 
"W.*  taking  a  glass  of  wine,  and,  with  a  tot«l  change  of 
countenance,  begging  leave  to  drink  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon's 
health.  It  restored  me  from  that  moment,  as  if  by  an  elec- 
trical stroke,  to  the  entire  possession  of  my  senses.  I  nev- 
er felt  80  calm  and  quiet  after  a  similar  illness  as  I  do  now. 
1  feel  as  if  all  tears  were  wiped  from  my  eyes,  and  all  care 
from  my  heart.  Mary  Lamb." 

At  the  foot  of  this  letter  is  the  following  by  Charles  : 

V  Wednea^iy. 

"  Dears,  again, — Your  letter  interrupted  a  seventh  game 
at  picquet  which  we  were  having,  after  walking  to  Wright's 
and  purchasing  shoes.  We  pass  our  time  in  cards,  walks, 
and  reading.     We  attack  Xasso  soon.  0.  L. 

'  The  wife  of  the  landlord  oflhc  house  at  Edmonloa. 
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"  Never  was  such  a  calm,  or  such  a  recovery.  Tis  hpr 
own  ■words,  uadictated." 

Lamb's  latter  days  were  brightened  by  the  frequent — 
latterly  periodical — hospitality  of  the  admirable  translator 
of  Dante,  at  the  British  Museum.  The  following  was  ad- 
dressed to  this  new  friend  lately  acquired,  but  who  became 
an  old  friend  at  once,  while  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon  were  oa 
their  wedding  tour. 


'■Sept.  9th,  1833. 

"  Dear  Sir, — Your  packet  I  have  only  just  received,  ow.. 
ing,  I  suppose,  to  the  absence  of  Moxon,  who  is  flaunting 
it  about  a  la  Parisienne,  with  his  new  bride,  our  Emma, 
much  to  his  satisfaction,  and  not  a  little  to  our  dulness.  We 
shall  be  quite  well  by  the  time  you  return  from  Worces- 
tershire, and  most,  most  (observe  the  repetition)  glad  to 
see  you  here,  or  anywhere. 

"  I  will  take  my  time  with  Barley's  act.     I  wish  poets 
would  write  a  little  plainer;  he  begins  some  of  his  words 
with  a  letter  which  ia  unknown  to  the  English  typography. 
"Yours  most  truly,  C.  Lahf). 

"  P.S. — Pray  let  me  know  when  you  return.  We  are  at 
Mr.Walden's,  Church- street,  Edmonton;  no  longer  at  En- 
field. You  will  be  amused  to  hear  that  my  sister  and  I 
have,  with  the  aid  of  Emma,  scrambled  through  the  '  In- 
ferno,' by  the  blessed  furtherance  of  your  polar-star  trans- 
lation. I  think  we  scarce  left  anything  itnniaiieout.  But 
our  partner  has  left  us,  and  we  have  not  yet  resumed. 
Mary's  chief  pride  in  it  was  that  she  should  some  day  brag 
of  it  to  you.  Your '  Dante'  and  Sandys' '  Ovid'  are  the  only 
helpmates  of  translations.     Neither  of  you  shirk  a  word. 

"Fairfax's  'Tasso'is  no  translation  at  all.  It's  better  in 
some  places,  but  it  merely  observes  the  number  of  stanzas. 
As  for  images,  similes,  &c.,  he  finds  'cm  himself,  and  never 
'  troubles  Peter  for  the  matter.' 

"  la  haste,  dear  Gary,  yours  ever,  C.  Lamd. 

"  Has  M.  sent  you  '  Elia,'  second  volume  ?  If  not,  he 
shall." 

Miss  Lamb  did  not  escape  all  the  cares  of  housekeeping 
by  the  new  arrangement.     The  following  little  note  shows 
the  grotesque  uses   to  which  Lamb  turned  the  smaller 
household  anxieties ; 
21* 
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TO   MB.  MOXO.V. 

"  1833. 

"  Bear  M,, — Mary  and  I  are  very  poorly.  We  have  had 
a  sick  child,  who,  sleeping  or  not  sleeping,  next  me,  with 
a.  pasteboard  partition  between,  killed  my  sleep.  The  lit- 
tle bastard  is  gone.  My  bedfellows  are  cough  and  eramp  ; 
we  sleep  three  in  a  bed.  Domestic  arrangement&  (baker, 
butcher,  and  all)  devolve  on  Mary.  Don't  come  yet  to  this 
house  of  pest  and  ago !     We  propose,  when  you  and  E. 

agree  on  the  time,  to  come  np  and  meet  you  at  the  B 's, 

say  a  week  hence,  but  do  you  make  the  appointment. 

"  Mind,  our  spirits  are  good,  and  we  are  happy  in  your 
happinesses.  C.  L. 

"  Our  old  and  ever  loves  to  dear  Emma." 

The  following  is  Lamb's  reply  to  a  welcome  communi- 
cation of  Sonnets,  addressed  by  the  bridegroom  to  the  fair 
object  of  Lamb's  regard,  beautiful  in  themselves,  and  en- 
deared to  Lamb  by  honoured  memories  and  generous  hopes : 


"  Maty  is  of  opinion  with  me,  that  two  of  these  Sonnets 
are  of  a  higher  grade  tlian  any  poetry  you  have  done  yet. 
The  one  to  Emma  is  so  pretty  !  1  have  only  allowed  my- 
self to  transpose  a  v/oiA  in  the  third  lino.  Sacred  shall  it 
be  from  any  intermeddling  of  mine.  But  we  jointly  beg 
that  you  will  make  four  lines  in  the  room  of  the  four  last. 
Read  'Darby  and  Joan,'  in  Mrs.  Moxon's  first  album. 
There  you'll  see  how  beautiful  in  age  the  looking  back  to 
youthful  years  in  an  old  couple  is.  But  it  is  a  violence  to 
the  feelings  to  anticipate  that  time  in  youth.  I  hope  you 
and  Emma  will  have  many  a  quarrel  and  many  a  make-up 
(and  she  is  beautiful  in  reconciliation !)  before  the  dark 
days  shall  come  in  which  ye  shall  say, '  there  is  small  com- 
fort in  them.'  You  have  begun  a  sort  of  character  of 
Emma  in  them,  very  sweetly ;  carry  it  on,  if  you  can, 
through  the  last  lines. 

"  I  love  the  sonnet  to  my  heart,  and  you  shall  finish  it, 
and  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  fumish  a  line  toward  it.  So  much 
for  that.     The  next  best  is  to  the  Ocean. 

■Ye  galUnt  winds,  if  e'er  your  LOSTr  chEBks 
Blew  longme  lover  to  his  mistress'  side, 
0,  puff  your  loudest,  spread  ihe  canvasa  wide,' 

is  spirited.     The  last  line  I  altered,  and  have  re-altered  il 


^d  by  Google 


LETTER   TQ    MOXON,  491 

as  it  stood.  It  is  closer.  These  two  are  your  best.  But 
take  a  good  deal  of  time  in  finishing  the  first.  How  proud 
should  Erama  be  of  her  poets ! 

"Perhaps  '0  Ocean'  (though  I  like  it)  is  too  much  of  the 
open  vowels,  which  Pope  objects  to.  'Great  Ocean.!'  is 
obvious.  To  save  sad  thoughts  I  think  is  better  (though 
not  good)  than  for  the  mind  to  save  herself.  But  tis  a  no- 
ble Sonnet.     '  St.  Cloud'  I  Lave  no  fault  to  find  with. 

"  If  I  return  the  Sonnets,  think  it  no  disrespect,  for  I  look 
for  a  printed  copy.  You  have  done  better  than  ever.  And 
now  for  a  reason  I  did  not  notice  'em  earlier.  On  Wednes- 
day they  came,  and  on  Wednesday  J  was  a-gadding.  Mary 
gave  me  a  holiday,  and  I  set  off  to  Snow  Hill.  From  Scow 
Hill  I  deliberately  was  marching  down,  with  noble  Holborn 
before  me,  framing  in  mental  cogitation  a.  map  of  the  dear 
London  in  prospect,  thinking  to  traverse  Ward  our- street, 
&c.,  when,  diabolically,  I  was  interrupted  by 
Heigh-ho ! 
Little  Barrow ! — 
Emma  knows  him — and  prevailed  on  to  spend  the  day  at 
hia  Bister's,  where  was  an  album,  and  (0,  march  of  intel- 
lect !)  plenty  of  literary  conversation,  and  more  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Btate  of  modern  poetry  than  I  could  keep  up 
■witii.  I  was  positively  distanced.  Knowles's  play,  which, 
epilogued  by  me,  lay  on  the  Piano,  alone  made  me  hold  up 
Kiy  head.  When  I  came  home  I  read  your  letter,  and 
glimpsed  at  your  beautiful  sonnet, 

'  Fair  art  thou  aa  Iho  mornine,  my  young  bride,' 

and  dwelt  upon  it  in  a  confused  .brain,  but  determined  not 
to  open  them  all  next  day,  being  in  a  state  not  to  be  told  of 
at  Chatteris.  Tellit  not  in  Gath,  Emma,  lest  the  daughters 
triumph !  I  am  at  the  end  of  my  tether.  1  wish  you  could 
come  on  Tuesday  witli  your  fair  bride.  Why  can't  you  ? 
Do.  We  are  thankful  to  your  sister  for  being  of  the  party% 
Come,  and  britig  a  sonnet  on  Mary's  birth-day.  Love  to 
the  whole  Mosonry,  and  tell  E.  I  every  day  love  her  more, 
and  miss  her  less.  Tell  her  so,  from  her  loving  uncle,  as 
she  has  let  me  call  myself.  I  bought  a  fine  embossed  card 
yesterday,  and  wrote  for  the  Pawnbrokeress's  album.  She 
is  a  Miss  Brown,  engaged  to  a  Mr.White.  One  of  the  lines 
was  (I  forgot  the  rest — but  she  had  them  at  twenty-four 
hours' jiotice  ;  she  is  going  out  to  India  with  her  husband) : 
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Not  bad  EE  a  pun,     I  mil  expect  you  tefore  two  on  Tues- 
day.    I  am  well  and  happy,  tell  E," 

The  following  is  Lamb'a  letter  of  aeknowledgment  to  the 
autJior  of  the  "  Pleasures  of  Memory"  for  an  early  copy  of 
hia  "  Illustrated  Poems,"  of  a  share  in  the  publication  of 
■which  Mr.  Moxon  was  "justly  vain."  The  artistical  allu- 
sions are  to  Stothard  ;  the  allusions  to  the  poet's  own  kind- 
nesses need  no  explanation  to  those  who  have  been  enabled 
by  circumstances,  which  now  and  then  transpire,  to  guess 
at  the  generous  course  of  his  life. 


■■Deo.,1833. 
"  My  dear  Sir, — Your  book,  by  the  unremitting  punctual- 
ity  of  your  publisher,  has  reached  me  thus  early,  I  have 
not  opened  it,  nor  will  till  to-morrow,  when  I  promise  my- 
self a  thorough  reading  of  it.  The  'Pleasures  of  Memory' 
was  the  first  school-present  I  made  to  Mrs.  Moxon ;  it  has 
those  nice  woodcuts,  and  I  believe  she  keeps  it  stiil.  Be- 
lieve me,  that  all  the  kindness  you  have  shown  to  the  hus- 
band of  that  excellent  person  seems  done  unto  myself,  I 
have  tried  my  hand  at  a  sonnet  in  the  '  Times.'  But  the 
turn  I  gave  it,  though  I  hoped  it  would  not  displease  you, 
I  thought  might  not  be  equally  agreeable  to  your  artist.  I 
met  that  dear  old  man  at  poor  Henry's,  with  you,  and  again 
at  Gary's,  and  it  was  sublime  to  see  him  sit,  deaf,  and  enjoy 
alt  that  was  going  on  in  mirth  with  the  company.  He  re- 
posed upon  the  many  graceful,  many  fantastic  images  he 
had  created ;  with  them  he  dined,  and  took  wine.  1  have 
ventured  at  an  antagonist  copy  of  verses,  in  the  '  Athense- 
nm,' to  Aim,  in  which  he  is  as  everything,  and  you  as  noth- 
ing. Ho  is  no  lawyer  who  cannot  take  two  sides.  But  I 
am  jealous  of  the  combination  of  the  sister  arts.  Let  them 
sparkle  apart.  "What  injury  (short  of  the  theatres)  did  not 
Boydell's  Shakspeare  Gallery  do  me  with  Shakspeare  ?  to 
have  Opic's  Shakspeare, Northcote's  Shakspeare, light-head- 
ed Fuseli's  Shakspeare,  heavy-headed  Komney's  Shak. 
Bpeare,  wooden-headed  "West's  Shakspeare  (though  he  did 
the  best  in  Lear),  deaf-headed  Reynolds's  Shakspeare,  in- 
stead of  my,  and  everybody's  Shakspeare  ;  to  bo  tied  down 
to  an  authentic  face  of  Juliet!  to  have  Imogen's  portrait! 
to  confine  the  illimitable!  I  like  you  and  Stotliard  (you 
best),  but '  out  upon  this  half-faced  fellowship !'  Sir,  when 
I  liavo  read  tlie  book,  T  may  trouble  you,  through  Moxon, 
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with  some  faint  criticisms.  It  is  not  the  flattetingest  com- 
pJiment  in.  a,  letter  to  an  author  to  say  you  have  not  read 
his  book  yet.  But  the  devil  of  a  reader  he  must  be  who 
prances  through  it  in  five  minutes  ;  and  no  longer  have  I 
received  the  parcel.  It  was  a  little  tantalizing  to  me  1j> 
receive  a  letter  from  Landor,  Gehir  Landor,  from  Florence, 
to  say  he  was  just  sitting  down  to  read  my  '  Elia,'  just  re- 
ceived ;  but  the  letter  was  to  go  out  bei'ore  the  reading. 
There  are  calamities  in  authorship  which  only  authors 
know.  I  am  going  to  call  on  Hoxon  on  Monday,  if  the 
throng  of  catriagea  in  Dover-street,  on  the  morn  of  publi- 
cation, do  not  barricade  me  out. 

"With  many  thanks,  and  most  respectful  remembrances 
to  your  sister.  Yours,  C.  Lamb. 

"  Have  you  seen  Coleridge's  happy  exemplification  in 
English  of  the  Ovidian  Elegiac  metre  ? 

•  [n  fhe  Heiameler  rises  tho  fountain's  silvery  currenl, 
In  Ihe  Penlameler  aya  falling  in  melody  down.' 

"  My  sister  is  papering  up  the  book — careful  soul !" 

Lamb  and  his  sister  were  now,  for  the  last  year  of  their 
united  lives,  always  together.  What  his  feelings  were  in 
this  companionship,  when  his  beloved  associate  wag  de- 
prived of  reason,  will  be  seen  in  the  following  most  affect- 
ing letter  to  an  old  schoolfellow  and  very  dear  friend  of 
Mrs.  Moxon's — since  dead — who  took  an  earnest  interest  in 
their  welfare. 


"Feb.  14th,  1831. 
"Dear  Kliss  Fryer, — Your  letter  found  me  just  returned 
from  keeping  my  birthday  (pretty  innocent !)  at  Dover-street. 
I  see  them  pretty  often.  1  have  since  had  letters  of  busi- 
ness to  write,  or  should  have  replied  earlier.  In  one  word, 
be  less  uneasy  about  me  ;  I  bear  my  privations  very  well ; 
I  am  not  in  the  depths  of  desolation,  as  heretofore.  Your 
admonitions  are  not  lost  upon  me.  Your  kindness  has  sunk 
into  my  heart-  Have  faith  in  me !  It  is  no  new  thing  for 
me  to  be  left  to  my  sister.  When  she  is  not  violent,  her 
rambling  chat  is  better  to  me  than  the  sense  and  sanity  of 
tliis  world.  Her  heart  is  obscured,  not  buried  ;  it  breaks 
out  occasionally  ;  and  one  can  discern  a  strtilig  mind  strug- 
gling with  ihe  billows  that  have  gone  over  it.  I  could  be 
nowhere  happier  than  under  the  same  roof  with  her.  Her 
memory  is  unnaturally  strong ;  and  from  ages  past,  if  we 
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may  so  call  the  earliest  records  of  our  poor  life,  she  fetches 
thousands  of  names  and  things  that  never  would  have  dawn- 
ed upon  me  again,  and  thousands  from  the  ten  years  she 
lived  before  me.  What  took  place  from  early  girlhood  to 
her  coming  of  age  principally,  lives  again  (every  important 
thing,  and  every  trifle)  in  her  brain  with  the  vividness  of 
real  presence.  For  twelve  hours  incessantly  she  will  pour 
out,  without  intermission,  all  her  past  life,  forgetting  noth- 
ing, pouring  out  name  after  name  to  the  "VValdens,  as  a 
truths  and  errors  huddled 


together ;    a  medley  bet 

What  things  we  are !     I  know  yoi 

ing  of  these  things.     It  seems  to  ease  me,  for  1  have  nobody 

to  tell  these  things  to  now.     Emma,  I  see,  has  got  a  harp  ! 

and  is  learning  to  play.     She  has  framed  her  three  Walton 

pictures,  and  pretty  they  look.     That  is  a  book  y      should 

read  ;  such  sweet  religion  in  it,  next  to  Woolman'a !  though 

the  subject  he  baits,  and  hooks,  and  worms,  and  fishes.     She 

has  my  copy  at  present,  to  do  two  more  from. 

"Very,  very  tired!  I  began  this  epistle,  having  been 
epistolizing  all  the  morning,  and  very  kindly  would  1  end  it, 
could  1  find  adequate  expressions  to  your  kindness.  We 
did  set  our  minds  on  seeing  you  in  spring.  One  of  us  will 
indubitably.  But  I  am  not  skilled  in  almanac  learning,  to 
know  when  spring  precisely  begins  and  ends.  Pardon  my 
blots  ;  I  am  glad  you  like  your  book.  I  wish  it  had  been 
half  as  worthy  of  your  acceptance  as  John  Woolman.  But 
'tis  a  good-natured  book." 

A  few  days  afterward  Lamb's  passionate  desire  to  serve 
a  most  deserving  friend  broke  out  in  the  following  earnest 
little  letter : 


"  Dear  Wordsworth, — 1  write  from  a  house  of  mourning. 
The  oldest  and  best  friends  I  have  left  are  in  trouble.  A 
branch  of  them  (and  they  of  the  best  stock  of  God's  crea- 
tures, I  believe)  is  establishing  a  school  at  Carlisle';  her  name 

is  L M ;  her  address,  75  Castle-street,  Carlisle ; 

her  qualities  (and  her  motives  for  this  exertion)  are  the 
most  amiable,  most  upright.  For  thirty. years  she  has  been 
tried  by  me,  and  on  her  behaviour  1  would  stake  my  sou]. 
0,  if  you  can  recommend  her,  how  would  I  love  you— if  I 
rniild  love  you  better!     Pray, pray  recommend  her.     She 
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is  as  good  a  humait  creature — next  to  my  sister,  perhaps, 
the  most  exemplary  female  I  ever  knew.  Moxon  tells  me 
you  would  like  aietter'from  me;  you  shall  have  one.  T7iis 
I  cannot  mingle  up  with  any  nonsense  which  you  usually 
tolerate  from  0.  Lamb.  Need  he  add  loves  to  wife,  sister, 
and  all  ?  Poor  Mary  is  ill  again,  after  a  short  lueid  interval 
of  four  or  five  months.  In  short,  I  may  call  her  half  dead 
tfl  nae.  How  good  you  are  to  me.  Yours  with  fervour  of 
friendship,  for  ever,  0.  L. 

"  If  you  want  references,  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle  may  be 

one.     L 's  sister  (as  good  as  she,  she  cannot  be  better 

though  she  tries)  educated  the  daughters  of  the  late  Earl 
of  Carnarvon,  and  he  settled  a  handsome  annuity  on  her  for 
life.     In  short,  alt  the  family  are  a  sound  rock." 

A  quiet  dinner  at  tho  British  Museum  with  Mr.  Gary  once 
a  month,  to  which  Lamb  looked  forward  with  almost  boy- 
ish eagerness,  was  now  almost  his  only  festival.  In  a  little 
note  to  his  host  about  this  time,  he  hints  at  one  of  his  few 
physical  tastes.  "  We  are  thinking,"  he  says,  "  of  roast 
shoulder  of  mutton  with  onion  sauce,  but  I  scorn  to  pre- 
scribe to  the  hospitalities  of  mine  host."  The  following, 
after  these  festivities  had  been  interrupted  by  Mr.  Cary's 
visit  to  the  Continent,  is  their  last  memorial : 

TO    MR. CARy, 

"  Sept.  13th,  1834. 

"  By  Cot's  plessing,  we  will  not  be  absence  at  the  grace. 

"  Dear  C, — We  long  to  see  you,  and  hear  account  of  your 
peregrinations,  of  the  Tun  at  Heidelburg,  the  Clock  at  Stras- 
burg,  the  statue  at  Kotterdam,  the  dainty  Rheuish,  and  poig- 
nant Moselle  wines,  Westphalian  hams,  and  Botargoes  of 
Altona.  But  perhaps  you  have  seen,  not  tasted  any  of 
these  tilings. 

"  Yours,  very  glad  tu  chain  you  hack  again  to  your  proper 
centre,  books  ^nd  Bibliothecffi,  C.  and  M.  Lamb. 

"  I  have  only  got  your  note  just  aav/  per'negligentiom  per- 

The  following  little  note  has  a  mournful  interest,  as 
Lamb's  last  scrap  of  writing.  It  is  dated  on  the  very  day 
on  which  erysipelas  followed  the  accident,  apparently  tri- 
fling, which,  five  days  after,  terminatad  in  his  death.  It  is 
addressed  to  the  wife  of  his  oldest  surviving  friend  : 
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TO   MRS.  DYER. 

"  Dec.  2M,  1834. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Dyer, — 1  am  very  uneasy  about  a  Book  which 
1  either  have  lost  or  Jeft  at  your  house  on  Thursday.  It 
was  the  book  I  went  out  to  fetch  from  Miss  Buffam's,  while 
the  tripe  was  frying.  It  is  called  '  Phillips's  Theatrum  Po- 
etarum,'  but  it  is  an  English  book.  I  think  I  left  it  in  the 
parlour.  It  is  Mr.  Gary's  book,  and  I  would  aot  lose  it  for 
the  world.  Pray,  if  you  find  it,  book  it  at  the  Swan,  Snow 
Hill,  by  wi  Edmonton  stage  immediately,  directed  to  Mr. 
Lamb,  Church-street,  Edmonton,  or  write  to  say  you  cannot 
find  it.  I  am  quite  anxious  about  it.  If  it  is  lost,  I  shall 
never  like  tripe  again. 

"  "With  kindest  love  to  Mr,  Dyer  and  all, 

"Yours  truly,  C.  Lamb-" 


CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

Lsmb's  Wednesday  nights  compared  with  [he  Ereninga  of  Holland  House. 
—His  deailcompiuiiona.  Dyer,  Godwin,  Thelwall.  Hazlilt,  Barnes.  Hay-, 
dor,  Coleiidge,  and  others.— Last  Glimpses  of  Charles  and  Mary  Lamb. 


Two  circles  of  rare  social  enjoyment,  differing  as  widely 
as  possible  in  all  external  circumstances,  but  each  superior 
in  its  kind  to  all  others,  during  the  same  period  frankly 
opened  to  men  of  letters,  now  existing  only  in  tho  memo- 
ries of  those  who  are  fast  departing  from  vis,  may,  with- 
out offence,  be  placed  side  by  side  in  grateful  recollection ; 
they  are  tho  dinners  at  Holland  House  and  the  suppers  of 
"  the  Lambs"  at  the  Temple,  Great  Russell- street,  and  Is- 
lington. Strange,  at  iirst,  as  this  juxtaposition  may  seem, 
a  little  reflection  will  convince  the  few  survivors  who  have 
enjoyed  both  that  it  involves  no  injustice  to  either ;  while 
with  those  who  are  too  young  to  have  been  admitted  to 
these  rare  festivities,  wo  may  exercise  the  privilege  of  age 
by  boasting  what  good  fellowship  was  once  enjoyed,  and 
what  "  good  talk"  there  was  once  in  the  world ! 

But  let  us  call  to  mind  the  aspects  of  each  scene  before 
wo  attempt  to  tell  efthe  conversation,  which  will  be  haril- 
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er  to  recall  and  impossible  to  characterize.  And,  first,  let 
us  invite  the  reader  to  assist  at  a  dinner  at  HoUand  House, 
ia  the  height  of  the  London  and  Parliamentary  season,  say 
a  Saturday  in  June,  It  is  scarcely  seven — for  the  luxuries 
of  the  house  are  enhanced  by  a  punctuality  in  the  main  ob- 
ject of  the  day,  which  yields  to  no  dilatory  guest  of  what- 
ever pretension — and  you  are  eeated  in  an  oblong  room, 
rich  in  old  gilding,  opposite  a  deep  recess,  pierced  by  large 
old  windows,  through  which  the  rich  branches  of  trees,  bath- 
ed in  golden  light,  just  admit  the  faint  outline  of  the  Sur- 
rey Hills.  Among  the  guests  are  some  perhaps  of  the  high- 
est rank,  always  some  of  high  political  importance,  about 
whom  the  interest  of  busy  life  gathers,  intermixed  with 
others  eminent  already  in  literature  or  art,  or  of  that  dawn- 
ing promise  which  the  hostess  delights  to  discover  and  the 
host  to  smile  on.  All  are  assembled  for  the  purpose  of  en- 
joyment ;  the  anxieties  of  the  minister,  the  feverish  strug- 
gles of  the  partisan,  the  silent  toils  of  the  artist  or  critic, 
are  finished  for  the  week ;  professional  and  literary  jeal- 
ousies are  hushed  ;  sickness,  decrepitude,  and  death  are  si- 
lently voted  shadows  ;  and  the  brilliant  assemblage  is  pre- 
pared to  exercise  to  the  highest  degree  the  extraordinary 
privilege  of  mortals  to  live  in  the  knowledge  of  mortality 
without  its  consciousness,  and  to  people  the  present  hour 
with  delights,  as  if  a  man  lived,  and  laughed,  and  enjoyed  in 
this  world  for  ever.  Every  appliance  of  physical  luxury 
which  the  most  delicate  art  can  supply,  attends  on  each ; 
every  faint  wish  which  luxury  creates  is  anticipated ;  the 
noblest  and  most  gracious  countenance  in  the  world  sm,iles 
over  the  happiness  it  is  diffusing,  and  redoubles  it  by  cor- 
dial invitations  and  encouraging  words,  which  set  the  hum- 
blest stranger  guest  at  perfect  ease.  As  the  dinner  merges 
into  the  dessert,  and  the  sunset  casts  a  richer  glow  on  the 
branches,  still,  or  lightly  waving  in  the  evening  light,  and 
on  the  scene  within,  the  harmony  of  all  sensations  becomes 
more  perfect ;  a  delighted  and  delighting  chuckle  invites 
attention  to  some  joyous  sally  of  the  richest  intellectual  wit 
reflected  in  the  faces  of  all,  even  to  the  favourite  page  in 
green,  who  attends  his  mistress  with  duty  like  that  of  the 
antique  world ;  the  choicest  wines  are  enhanced  La  their 
liberal  but  temperate  use  by  the  vista  opened  in  Lord  Hol- 
land's talcs  of  bacchanalian  evenings  at  Brookes's,  with  Fox 
and  Sheridan,  when  potations  deeper  and  more  serious  re- 
warded the  statesman's  toils  and  shortened  his  days ;  un- 
til at  length  the  serener  pleasure  of  conversation,  of  the 
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now  carelessly  scattered  groups,  is  enjoyed  in  that  old,  long, 
unrivalled  library  in  which  Addison  mused,  and  wrote,  and 
drank;  where  every  living  grace  attends  ;  "  and  more  than 
echoes  talk  along  the  walls."  One  happy  peculiarity  of 
these  assemblies  was  the  numher  of  persons,  in  different 
stations  and  of  various  celebrity,  who  were  gratified  by  see- 
ing, Btill  more  in  hearing  and  knowing  each  other ;  the 
statesman  was  relieved  from  care  hy  association  with  the 
poet  of  whom  he  had  heard  and  partially  read  ;  and  the 
poet  was  elevated  hy  the  courtesy  which  "  bared  the  great 
heart"  which  "heats  beneath  a  star;"  and  each  felt,  not 
rarely,  the  true  dignity  of  tho  other,  modestly  expanding 
under  the  most  genial  auspices. 

Now  turn  to  No.  4,  Inner  Temple  Lane,  at  ten  o'clock, 
when  the  sedater  part  of  the  company  are  assembled,  and 
the  happier  stragglers  are  dropping  in  from  the  play.  Let 
it  be  any  autumn  or  winter  month';  when  the  fire  is  blazing 
steadily,  and  tho  clean-swept  hearth  and  whist-tables  speak 
of  the  spirit  of  Mrs.  Battle,  and  serioua  looks  require  "  the 
rigour  of  the  game."  The  furniture  is  old-fashioned  and 
worn  ;  the  ceiling  low,  and  not  wholly  unstained  by  traces 
of  "  the  great  plant,"  though  now  virtuously  forborne  ;  but 
the  Hogarths,  in  narrow  black  frames,  abounding  in  infi- 
nite thought,  humour,  and  pathos,  enrich  the  walls,  and  all 
things  wear  an  air  of  comfort  and  hearty  English  welcome. 
Lamb  himself,  yet  unrelaxed  by  the  glass,  is  sitting  with  a 
sort  of  Q,uaker  primness  at  the  whist-table,  the  gentleness 
of  his  melancholy  smile  half  lost  in  his  intcntness  on  the 
game  ;  his  partner,  the  author  of  "  Political  Justice"  (the 
majestic  expression  of  his  large  head  not  disturbed  by  dis- 
proportion of  his  comparatively  diminutive  stature),  is  re- 
garding his  hand  with  a  philosophic  hut  not  a  careless  eye  ; 
Captain  Burney,  only  not  venerable  because  so  young  in 
spirit,  sits  between  them;  and  H.  C.E..,  who  alone  now 
and  then  breaks  the  proper  silence,  to  welcome  some  in- 
coming guest,  is  his  happy  partner — true  winner  in  the 
game  of  life,  whose  leisure,  achieved  early,  is  devoted  to  his 
friends !  At  another  table,  just  beyond  the  circle  which 
extends  from  the  fire,  sit  another  four.  The  broad,  burly, 
jovial  bulk  of  John  Lamb,  the  Ajax  Telamon  of  the  slen- 
der clerks  of  the  old  South  Sea  House,  whom  he  sometimes 
introduces  to  the  rooms  of  his  younger  brother,  surprised 
to  learn  from  them  that  he  is  growing  famous,  confronts  the 
stately  but  courteous  Alsager ;  while  P.,  "  his  few  hairs 
ristling"  at  gentle  objurgation  ..watches  his  partner  M.  B,, 
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dealing,  with  "  soui  more  -white"*  than  the  hands  of  wliicli 
Lamb  once  said,  "  M.,  it'  dirt  was  trumps,  what  hands  you 
would  hold  !"  In  one  corner  of  the  room,  you  may  see  the 
pale,  earnest  countenance  of  Charles  Lloyd,  who  is  discours- 
ing "of  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute,"  with  Leigh 
Hunt ;  and,  if  you  choose  to  listen,  you  will  scarcely  know 
which  most  to  admire — the  severe  logic  of  the  melancholy 
reasoner,  or  its  graceful  evasion  by  the  tricltsome  fantasy 
of  the  joyous  poet.  Basil  Montague,  gentle  eathnsiast  in 
the  canse  of  humanity,  which  he  has  lived  to  see  triumph- 
ant, is  pouring  into  the  outstretched  ear  of  George  Dyer 
some  tale  of  legalized  injustice,  which  the  recipient  is  vain- 
ly endeavouring  to  comprehend.  Soon  the  room  fills  ;  in 
slouches  H&zlitt  from  the  theatre,  where  his  stubborn  anger 
for  Kapoleon's  defeat  at  Waterloo  has  been  softened  by 
Miss  Stephens's  angelic  notes, which  might  "chase  anger, 
and  grief,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and  pain  from  mortal  or 
immortal  minds  ;"  Kcnncy,  with  a.  tremulous  pleasure,  an- 
nounces that  there  is  a  crowded  house  to  the  ninth  repre- 
sentation of  his  new  comedy,  of  which  Lamb  lays  down  his 
cards  to  inquire ;  or  Ayrton,  mildly  radiant,  whispers  the 
continual  triumph  of  "  Don  Giovanni,"  for  which  Lamb,  in- 
capable of  Opera,  is  happy  to  taie  hia  word.  Now  and 
then  an  actor  glances  on  us  from  "  the  rich  Cathay"  of  the 
world  behind. the  scenes,  with  news  of  its  brighter  human- 
kind, and  with  looks'  reflecting  the  public  favour — Listen, 
grave  beneath  the  weight  of  the. town's  regards — or  Miss 
Kelly,  unexhausted  in  spirit  by  alternating  the  drolleries 
of  high  farce  with  the  terrible  pathos  of  melodrama — or 
Charles  Kemble  mirrors  the  chivalry  of  thought,  and  enno- 
bles the  party  by  bending  on  them  looks  beaming  with  the 
aristocracy  of  nature.  Meanwhile  Becky  lays  the  cloth  on 
the  side-table,  under  the  direction  of  the  most  quiet,  sensi- 
ble, and  kind  of  women,  who  soon  compels  the  younger  and 
more  hungry  of  the  guests  to  partake  largely  of  the  cold 
roast  lamb  or  boiled  beef,  the  heaps  of  smoking  roasted  po- 
tatoes, and  the  vast  jug  of  porter,  often  replenished  from 
the  foaming  pots,  which  the  best  tap  of  Fleet-street  sup- 
plies. Perfect  freedom  prevails,  save  when  the  hospitable 
pressure  of  the  mistress  excuses  excess ;  and  perhaps  the 
physical  enjoyment  of  the  play-goer  exhausted  with  pleas- 

*  Lamlj'sSonnet,  ileiiicatory  of  lis  first  volume  of  prose  lolhis  chetiaheii 
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lire,  or  of  tKe  author  jaded  -with  the  labour  of  the  brain, 
is  not  less  than  that  ol'  the  guests  at  the  most  charming  of 
aristocratic  banquets.  As  the  hot  water  and  its  accompani- 
ments appear,  and  the  Beveritiea  of  whist  relax,  the  light 
of  conversation  thickens :  Hazlitt,  catching  the  influence  of 
the  spirit  from  which  he  has  lateJy  begun  to  abstain,  utters 
some  Une  criticism  with  struggling  emphasis  ;  Lamb  stam- 
mers out  puns  suggestive  of  wisdom,  for  happy  Barron  Field 
to  admire  and  echo ;  the  various  driblets  of  talk  combine 
into  a  stream,  while  Miss  Lamb  moves  gently  about  to  see 
that  each  modest  stranger  is  duly  served;  turning,  now 
and  then,  an  anxious  loving  eye  on  Charles,  which  is  soft- 
ened into  a  half-humorous  expression  of  resignation  to  in- 
evitable fate  as  he  mixes  his  second  tumbler !  This  is  on. 
ordinary  nights,  when  the  accustomed  Wednesday-men  as- 
semble; but  there  is  a  difference  on  great  extra  nights, 
gladdened  hy  "  the  bright  visitations"  of  Wordsworth  or 
Coleridge  :  the  cordiality  of  the  welcome  is  the  same,  but 
a  sedater  wisdom  prevails.  Happy  hours  were  they  for 
the  young  disciple  of  the  then  desperate,  iiovi"  triumphant 
cause  of  Wordsworth's  genius,  to  be  admitted  to  the  pres- 
ence of  the  poet  who  had  opened  a  new  world  for  him  in 
the  undiscovered  riches  of  his  own  nature,  and  its  affinities 
with  the  outer  universe ;  whom  he  worshipped  the  more 
devoutly  for  the  world's  scorn  ;  for  whom  he  felt  the  future 
in  the  instant,  and  anticipated  the  "All  hail  hereafter!" 
which  the  great  poet  has  lived  to  enjoy !  To  win  him  to 
speak  of  his  own  poetry — to  hear  him  recite  its  noblest 
passages — and  to  join  iti  his  brave  defiance  of  the  fashion 
of  the  age,  was  the  solemn  pleasure  of  such  a  season,  and, 
of  course,  superseded  all  minor  disquisitions.  So,  when 
Coleridge  came,  argument,  wit,  humour,  criticism  were 
hushed ;  the  pertost,  smartest,  and  the  cleverest  felt  that 
all  were  assembled  to  listen ;  and  if  a  card-table  had  been 
filled,  or  a  dispute  begun  before  he  was  excited  to  contin- 
uous speech,  hlEL  gentle  voice,  undulating  in  music,  soon 

Tbe  ihronging  audience." 

The  conversation  which  animated  each  of  these  memo- 
rable circles  approximated  in  essence  much  more  nearly 
than  might  be  surmised  from  the  difference  in  station  of  the 
principal  talkers  and  the  contrast  in  physical  appliances ; 
that  of  the  bowered  saloon  of  Holland  House  having  more 
of  earnestness  and  depth,  and  that  of  the  Temple-attic  more - 
of  airy  grace  than  would  be  predicated  by  a  superficial  ob- 
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pause  of  victory.  The  pervading  spirit  of  Lamb's  parties 
was  also  that  of  social  progress ;  tut  it  -was  the  spirit  of 
the  dreamers  and  thinkers,  not  of  the  combatants  of  the 
world — men  who,  it  may  be,  drew  their  theories  from  a 
deeper  range  of  meditation,  and  embraced  the  future  with 
more  comprehensive  hope,  hut  about  whom  the  immediate 
interest  of  party  did  not  gather ;  whose  victories  were  all 
within  ;  whose  rewards  were  visions  of  blessings  for  their 
species  in  the  farthest  horizon  of  benevolent  prophecy.  If 
a  profonnder  thought  was  sometimes  dragged  to  light  in  the 
dim  circle  of  Lamb's  companions  than  was  native  to  the 
brighter  sphere,  it  was  still  a  rare  felicity  to  watch  there 
the  union  of  elegance  with  purpose  in  some  leader  of  party 
—the  delicate,  almost  fragile  grace  of  illustration  in  some 
one,  perhaps  destined  to  lead  advancing  multitudes  or  to 
withSand  their  rashness  ;  to  observe  the  growth  of  strength 
in  the  midst  of  beauty  expanding  from  the  sense  of  the  he- 
roic past,  as  the  famed  Basil  tree  of  Boccacio  grew  from 
the  immolated  relic  beneath  it.  If  the  alternations  in  the 
former  oscillated  between  wider  extremes,  touching  on  the 
wildest  farce  and  most  earnest  tragedy  of  life,  the  rich 
space  of  brilliant  comedy  which  lived  ever  between  them 
in  the  latter  was  diversified  by  serious  interests  and  heroic 
allusions.  Sydney  Smith's  wit — not  so  wild,  so  grotesque, 
BO  deep -searching  as  Lamb's— had  even  more  quickness  of 
intellectual  demonstration;  wedded  moral  and  politieal 
wisdom  to  happiest  language  with  a  more  rapid  perception 
of  secret  afEnities ;  was  capable  of  producing  epigrammatic 
splendour  reflected  more  permanently  in  the  mind  than 
the  fantastic  brilliancy  of  those  rich  conceits  which  Lamb 
stammered  out  with  his  painful  smile.  Mackintosh  might 
vie  with  Coleridge  in  vast  and  various  knowledge ;  but 
(here  the  competition  between  these  great  talkers  ends, 
and  the  contrast  begins  ;  the  contrast  between  facility  and 
inspiration  ;  between  the  ready  access  to  each  ticketed  and 
labelled  compartment  of  history,  science,  art,  criticism,  and 
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the  genius  that  fused  and  renovated  all.  But  then  a  young- 
ci  Bpiiit  appeared  at  Lord  Holland's  table  to  redress  tho 
balance — not  so  poetical  as  Coleridge,  but  more  lucid — in 
whose  vast  and  joyou^  memory  ali  the  mighty  past  lived 
and  glowed  anew  ;  whose  declamations  presented,  not 
groups  tinged  with  distant  light,  like  those  of  Coleridge, 
but  a  series  of  historical  figures  in  relief,  exhibited  in  bright 
succession,  as  if  by  dioramic  art  there  glided  before  ns  em- 
bossed surfaces  of  heroic  life.*     Itogers,  too,  was  there — 

*  I  lake  leavo  to  copy  ihe  glowins  picture  of  the  pyeninga  of  Holland 
House  and  of  ils  admirable  maalcr,  drawn  bj  thia  favourite  Buesl  himsrlf, 
ftom  an  arliclo  which  adorned  the  "Edinliur£h  Review"  just  after  Lord 
Holland's  death, 

"  The  time  is  coming  when,  perhaps  a  few  old  men,  the  last  survivors  of 

wa;  staiiona,  for  the  site  of  that  dwelling  which  was  in  their  youth  the  fa- 


-of  painters  and  poets — ofscholon 
'ill  tW  r. 


losophera,  and  etateanien.     They  will  then  Mmcmber,  with  st 

busts  and  the  paintineai  the  carving,  the  grotesque  gilding,  and  the  enig- 
malicBl  mottoes.  With  peculiar  fondness  they  will  recallhat  Tenerablo 
chamber,  in  which  all  the  antique  gravity  of  a  college  library  was  so  aingu- 
1  .,'ty  blended  willi  all  that  female  grace  and  wit  could  devise  to  embellish 
a  drawing-room.  They  will  tecoUect,  not  unmoved,  those  shelves  loaded 
with  the  varied  learning  of  many  lands  and  many  ages  ;  those  portraits  in 
which  vrere  preserved  the  features  of  the  besl  and  wisest  Englishmen  of 
two  generations.  They  will  recollect  how  many  men  who  have  guided  the 
politics  of  Europe— who  have  moved  great  assemblies  by  reason  and  clo- 
quence — who  have  put  life  into  bronze  and  canvass,  ot  who  have  left  to  pos- 
terity things  so  written  as  it  shall  not  willingly  let  Ihem  die— were  there 
miied  with  all  that  was  loveliest  and  gayest  in  the  society  of  the  most  splen. 
did  of  capitals.  They  will  remember  the  singular  character  which  belonged 
to  that  circle,  in  which  every  talent  and  accomplishment,  every  art  and  sci. 
once,  had  its  place.  They  wilt  remember  how  the  last  debate  was  discass- 
ediixone  comer,  and  the  last  comedy  of  Scribe  in  another ;  while  Wilkic 
gazed  with  modest  admiration  on  Reynolds's  Baretti ;  while  Mackintosh 
lurned  over  Thomas  Aquinas  to  verily  a  quotation ;  while  Talleyrand  re- 
lated hia  conversations  with  Darras  at  the  Luicmbuig,  or  his  ride  with  Lan- 
ncs  over  the  field  of  Austerlilz.  They  will  remember,  above  dl.tbe  grace 
— and  the  kindness,  fai  more  admirable  than  grace — with  which  Uie  prince- 
ly hospitality  of  that  ancient  mansion  was  dispensed.    They  will  remember 

bade  them  welcome.  They  will  remember  that  temper  which  years  of  pain, 
of  sickness,  of  lameness,  of  confinement,  seemed  only  to  make  sweeter  and 
sweeter  j  and  that  frank  politeness,  which  at  once  relieved  all  the  embar- 
rassment of  the  youngest  and  most  limid  writer  or  artist,  who  found  himself 
lot  the  first  time  among  ambassadors  and  earU.    They  will  remember  that 

with  observation  and  anecdote  ;  that  wit  that  never  gave  a  wound;  that  ex- 
quisite mimicry  which  ennrrijied  instead  of  degrading ;  that  goodness  of 
heart  which  appeared  in  every  look^and  accent,  and  gave  additional  value 

name*t^eyVo"d  in  re'vem. . . 
lightness  of  his  political  condi 
ning  manners.  :  They  will  remember  ti 
he  expressed  his  joy  that  he  had  done 
and  Grey ;  and  Uicy  will  have  reason 
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connecting  the  literature  of  the  last  age  with  this,  partak- 
ing of  some  of  the  best  characteristics  of  both — whose  first 
poem  sparkled  in  the  closing  darkness  of  the  last  century 
"  like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear,"  and  who  was  ad- 
vancing from  a  youth  which  had  anticipated  memory  to 
an  age  of  kindness  and  hope  ;  and  Moore,  who  paused  in 
the  fluttering  expression  of  graceful  trifles  to  wliisper  some 
deep-toned  thought  of  Ireland's  wrongs  and  sorrows. 

Literature  and  Art  supplied  the  favourite  topics  to  each 
of  these  assemblies — both  discussed  with  earnest  admira- 
tion, but  surveyed  in  different  aspects.  The  conversation 
at  Lord  Holland's  was  wont  to  mirror  the  happiest  aspects 
of  the  Jiving,  mind  ;  to  celebrate  the  latest  discoveries  in 
science  ;  to  echo  the  quarterly  decisions  of  imperial  criti- 
cism ;  to  reflect  the  modest  glow  of  young  reputations  ;  all 
was  gay,  graceful,  decisive,  as  if  the  pen  of  Jeffi-cy  could 
have  spoken  ;  or,  if  it  reverted  to  old  times,  it  rejoiced  in 
those  classical  associations  which  are- always  young.  At 
Lamb's;  on  the  other  hand,  the  topics  were  chiefly  sought 
among  the  obscure  and  remote  ;  the  odd,  the  quaint,  the 
fantastic  were  drawn  out  from  their  dusty  recesses  ;  noth- 
ing could  be  more  foreign  to  its  embrace  than  the  modem 
circulating  library,  even  when  it  teemed  with  the  Scotch 
novels.  "Whatever  the  subject  was,  however,  in  the  more 
aristocratic  or  the  humbler  sphere,  it  was  always  discussed 
by  those  best  entitled  to  talk  on  it ;  no  others  had  a  chance 
of  being  heard.  This  remarkable  freedom  from,  hores  was 
produced  in  Lamb's  circle  by  the  authoritative  texture  of 
its  commanding  minds ;  in  Lord  Holland's,  by  the  more  di- 
rect and  more  genial  influence  of  the  hostess,  which  check- 
ed that  tenacity  of  subject  and  opinion  which  sometimes 
broke  the  eharm  of  Lamb's  parties  by  "  a  duel  in  the  form 
of  a  debate."  Perhaps  beyond  any  other  hostess — certain- 
ly far  beyond  any  host.  Lady  Holland  possessed  the  tact  of 
perceiving,  and  the  power  of  evoking  the  various  capacities 
which  lurked  in  every  part  of  the  brilliant  circles  over 
which  she  presided,  and  restrained  each  to  its  appropriate 
sphere  and  portion  of  the  evening.  To  enkindle  the  en- 
thusiasm of  an  artist  on  the  theme  over  which  he  had 
achieved  the  most  facile  mastery ;  to  set  loose  the  heart  of 
the  rustic  poet,  and  imbue  his  speech  with  the  freedom  of 
his  native  hills ;  to  draw  from  the  adventurous  traveller  a 
breathing  picture  of  his  most  imminent  danger,  or  to  em- 

iliine  unworthy  of  men  nho  were  diitinguished  by  Ihe  ftiendahip  of  Lord 
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bolden  the  bashful  Boldier  to  disclose  his  own  share  in  the 
perils  and  glories  of  some  famous  battle-field ;  to  encour- 
age the  generous  praise  of  friendship  when  the  spealier  and 
the  subject  reflected  interest  on  each  other,  or  win  from 
an  awkward  man  of  science  the  secret  history  of  a  discov- 
ery which  had  astonished  the  world  ;  to  conduct  these  bril- 
liant developments  to  the  height  of  satisfaction,  and  then 
to  shift  the  scene  by  the  magic  of  a  word,  were  among  her 
nightly  successes.  And  if  this  extraordinary  power  over, 
the  elements  of  social  enjoyment  was  sometimes  -wielded 
■without  the  entire  co'ncealment  of  its  despotism ;  if  a  de- 
cisive check  sometimes  rebuked  a  speaker  who'  might  in- 
tercept the  variegated  beauty  of  Jeil'rey'a  indulgent  criti- 
cism, or  tho  jest  announced  and  self-rewarded  in  Sydney 
Smith's  cordial  and  triumphant  laugh,  the  authority  was 
too  clearly  exerted  for  the  evening's  prosperity,  and  too 
manifestly  impelledby  an  urgent  consciousness  of  the  value 
of  tliese  golden  hours  -which  were  fleeting  within  its  con- 
fines, to  sadden  the  enforced  silence  with  more  than  a  mo- 
mentary regret.  If  ever  her  prohibition. — clear,  abrupt,  and 
decisive — indicated  more  than  a  preferable  regard  for  live- 
lier discourse,  it  was  when  a  depreciatory  tone  was  adopt- 
ed toward  genius,  or  goodness,  or  honest  endeavour,  or 
when  some  friend,  personal  or  intellectual,  was  mentioned 
in  slighting  phrase.  Habituated  to  a  generous  partisan- 
ship by  strong  sympathy  with  a  great  political  cause,  she 
carried  tho  fidelity  of  her  devotion  to  that  cause  into  her 
social  relations,  and  was  ever  the  truest  and  the  fastest  of 
friends.  The  tendency,  often  more  idle  than  malicious,  to 
soften  down  the  intellectual  claims  of  the  absent,  which  so 
insidiously  besets  literary  conversation,  and  teaches  a  su- 
perficial insincerity  even  to  substantial  esteem,  and  regard, 
and  which  was  sometimes  insinuated  into  the  conversation 
of  Lamb's  friends,  though  never  into  his  own,  found  no  fa- 
vour in  her  presence;  and  hence  the  conversations  over 
which  she  presided,  perhaps  beyond  all  that  ever  flashed 
withakindredsplendour,weremarkedby  that  integrity  of 
good  nature  which  might  admit  of  their  exact  repetition  to 
every  living  individual  whose  merits  were  discussed,  with- 
out tiie  danger  of  inflicting  pain.  Under  her  auspices,  not 
only  all  critical,  but  all  personal  talk  was  tinged  with  kind- 
ness i  the  strong  interest  which  she  took  in  the  happiness 
of  her  friends  shed  a  peculiar  sunniness  over  the  aspects 
of  life  presented  by  the  common  topics  of  alliances,  and 
marriages,  and  promotions;  and  there  was  not  a  hopeful 
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engagement,  or  a  happy  wedding,  or  a  promotion  of  a 
friend's  son,  or  a.  new  intellectual  triumph  of  any  youth 
with  whose  name  and  history  ehe  was  familiar,  but  became 
an  eveat  on.  which  she  expected  and  required  congratula- 
tioa  as  on  a  part  of  her  own  fortune.  Although  there  was 
necessarily  a  preponderance  in  her  society  of  the  sentiment 
of  popular  progress,  which  once  was  cherished  almost  ex- 
clusively by  the  party  to  whom  Lord  Holland  was  united 
by  sacred  ties,  no  expression  of  triumph  in  success,  no  vir- 
ulence iu  sudden,  disappointment,  was  ever  permitted  to 
wound  the  most  sensitive  ears  of  hex  conservative  guests. 
It  might  bo  that  some  placid  comparison  of  recent  with 
former  times  spoke  a  sense  of  freedom's  peaceful  victory; 
or  that,  on  the  giddy  edge  of  some  great  party  struggle,  the 
festivities  of  the  evening  might  take  a  more  serious  cast  as 
news  arrived  from  the  scene  of  contest,  and  the  pleasure 
might  he  deepened  by  the  peril ;  but  the  feeling  was  al- 
ways restrained  by  the  supremacy  given  to  those  permanent 
solaces  for  the  mind,  in  the  beautiful  and  the  great,  which 
no  political  changes  disturb.  Although  the  death  of  the 
noble  master  of  the  venerated  mansion  closed  its  portals 
fot  ever  on  the  exquisite  enjoyments  to  which  they  had 
been  so  generously  expanded,  the  art  of  conversation  lived 
a  little  longer  in  the  smaller  circle  which  Lady  Holland 
still  drew  almost  daily  around  her ;  honouring  his  memory 
by  following  his  example,  and  struggling  against  the  per- 
petual sense  of  unutterable  bereavement,  by  rendering  to 
literature  that  honour  and  those  reliefs  which  English  aris- 
tocracy has  too  often  denied  it,  and  seeking  consolation  in 
making  others  proud  and  happy.  That  lingering  happiness 
is  extinct  now  ;  Lamb's  kindred  circle — kindred,  though  so 
different — dispersed  almost  before  he  died  ;  the  "  thoughts 
that  wandered  through  eternity"  are  no  longer  expressed 
in  time ;  the  fancies  and  conceits,  "  gay  creatures  of  the 
clement"  of  social  delight, "  that  in  the  colours  of  the  rain- 
bow lived,  and  played  in  the  plighted  clouds,"  flicker  only 
in  the  backward  perspective  of  waning  years ;  and  for  the 
survivors  I  may  venture  to  affirm,  no  such  conversation  as 
they  have  shared  in  either  circle  will  ever  be  theirs  again 
in  tiiis  world ! 

Before  closing  these  last  Memorials  of  Charles  and  Mary 
Lamb,  it  may  be  permitted  me  to  glance  separately  at  some 
of  the  friends  who  are  grouped  around  them  in  memory, 
and  who,  like  them,  live  only  in  recollection,  and  in  the 
works  they  have  left  behind  them. 

Vol,  1.— 23 
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George  Dyer  was  one  of  the  first  objects  of  Lamb's 
youthful  reverence,  for  he  had  attained  the  stately  rank  of 
Grecian  in  the  venerable  school  of  Christ's  Hospital  ■when 
Charles  entered  it,  a  little,  timid,  affectionate  child ;  but 
this  boyish  respect,  once  amounting  to  awe,  fjave  place- to 
a     m  h  b  b  h,  spn.nf;ing  from  the 

dp  d  <1     PP  ^   o  school  boy  roguery, 

d    n  W        d    b  h  relj,  gleamed  on  the 

No  contrast  could  be 

m  d   h  p       n       by  the  relations  of  each  to 

h  d  divming  its  inmost  es- 

p      k  h     h  ta  mjstenes,  shedding 

h  d  h     other  devoted,  with 

q  a  a     d  n  B  oks,  to  Dyer, "  were  a 

w     dbhp  dgd       among  them  he  passed, 

unconscious  of  time,  from  youth  to  extreme  age,  vegetating 
on  their  dates,  and  forms,  and  "  trivial  fond  records,"  in  the 
learned  air  of  great  libraries,  or  the  dusty  confusion  of  his 
own,  with  the  least  possible  apprehension  of  any  human 
interest  vital  in  their  pages,  or  of  any  spirit  of  wit  or  fancy 
gleaming  across  them.  His  life  was  an  academic  pastoral. 
Methinks  I  see  his  gaunt,  awkward  form,  set  off  by  trdw- 
sers  too  short,  like  those  outgrown  by  a  gawky  lad,  and  a 
rusty  coat  as  much  too  large  for  the  wearer,  hanging  about 
him  like  those  garments  which  the  aristocratic  Milesian 
peasantry  prefer  to  the  moat  comfortable  rustic  dress  ;  his 
long  head  silvered  over  with  short  yet  straggling  hair,  and 
his  dark  gray  eyes  glistening  with  faith  and  wonder  as 
Lamb  satisfies  the  curiosity  which  has  gently  disturbed  his 
studies  as  to  the  authorship  of  the  Waverley  Hovels,  by 
telling  him,  in  the  strictest  confidence,  that  they  are  the 
works  of  Lord  Castlereagh,jiist  returned  from  the  congress 
of  sovereigns  at  Vienna !  Oii'he  runs,  with  animated  stride 
and  shambling  enthusiasm,  nor  stops  till  he  reaches  Maida 
Hill,  and  breathes  his  news  into  the  startled  ear  of  Leigh 
Hunt,  who,  "  as  a  public  writer,"  ought  to  be  possessed  of 
the  great  fact  with  which  George  is  laden !  Or  shall  I  en- 
deavour to  revive  the  bewildered  look  with  which,  just  af- 
ter he  had  been  announced  as  one  of  Lord  Stanhope's  ex- 
ecutors and  residuary  legatees,  he  received  Lamb's  grave 
inquiry, "  Whether  it  was  true,  as  commonly  reported,  that 
he  was  to  be  made  a  lord?"  "Odearno!  Mr.L3mb,"re- 
sponded  he,  with  serious  earnestness,  but  not  without  a  mo- 
ment's quivering  vanity,  "I  could  not  think  of  such  a  thing; 
it  is  not  true,  I  assure  you."     "  I  thought  not,"  said  Lamb, 
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"  and  1  contradict  it  wherever  I  go.  But  the  government 
will  not  ask  your  consent ;  they  may  raise  you  to  the  peer- 
age without  your  even  iinowing  it."  "  I  hope  not,  Mr. 
Lamb  ;  indeed,  indeed,  I  hope  not ;  it  would  not  suit  me 
at  all,"  responded  Dyer,  and  went  his  way,  musing  on  the 
possibility  of  a  strange  honour  descending  on  his  reluctant 
brow.  Or  shall  I  recall  the  visible  presentment  of  his 
bland  unconsciousness  of  evil  when  his  sportive  friend 
taxed  it  to  the  utmost  hy  Buddenly  asking  \vhat  he  thought 
of  the  murderer  Williams,  who,  after  destroying  two  fam- 
ilies in  Ratclifi'e  Highway,  had  broken  prison  by  suicide, 
and  whose  tody  had  just  before  been  conveyed,  in  shock- 
ing procession,  to  ita  cross-road  grave !  The  desperate  at- 
tempt to  compel  the  gentle  optimist  to  speak  ill  of  a,  mortal 
creature  produced  no  happier  success  than  the  answer, 
"  Why,  I  should  think,  Mr. Lamb,  he  must  have  been  rather 
an  eccentric  character."  This  simplicity  of  a  nature  not 
only  unspotted  by  the  world,  but  almost  abstracted  from  it, 
wilt  seem  the  more  remarkable,  when  it  is  known  that  it 
was  subjected,  at  the  entrance  of  life,  to  a  hard  battle  with 
fortune.  Dyer  was  the  sou  of  very  poor  parents,  residing 
in  an  eastern  suburb  of  London,  Stepney  or  Bethnal-gre en- 
ward,  where  he  attracted  the  attention  of  two  elderly  la- 
dies as  a  serious  child,  with  an  extraordinary  love  for  books. 
They  obtained-  for  him  a  presentation  to  Christ's  Hospital, 
which  ha  entered  at  seven  yeara  of  age ;  fought  hia  way 
through  its  sturdy  ranks  to  its  head ;  and,  at  nineteen, 
quitted  it  for  Cambridge,  with  only  an  exhibition  and  his 
scholarly  accomplishments  to  help  him.  On  he  went,  how- 
ever, placid  if  not  rejoicing,  through  the  difficulties  of  a 
life  illustrated  only  by  scholarship  ;  encountering  tremen- 
dous labours  ;  unresting  yet  serene  ;  until  at  eighty-five  he 
breathed  out  the  most  blameless  of  lives,  which  began  in 
a  struggle  to  end  in  a  learned  dream ! 

Mr.  Godwin,  who,  during  the  happiest  period  of  Lamb's 
weekly  parties,  was  a  constant  assistant  at  his  whiat-table, 
resembled  Dyer  in  simplicity  of  manner  and  devotion  to 
letters ;  but  the  simplicity  was  more  superficial,  and  the 
devotion  more  profound  than  the  kindred  qualities  ia  the 
guileless  scholar,  and,  instead  of  forming  the  entire  being, 
only  marked  the  surface  of  a  nature  beneath  which  extra- 
ordinary power  lay  hidden.  Aa  the  absence  of  wordly  wis- 
dom subjected  Dyer  to  the  sportive  sallies  of  Lamb,  so  a 
like  deficiency  in  Godwin  exposed  him  to  the  coarser  mirth 
df  Mr.  Home  Tooke,  who  was  sometimes  inclined  to  seek 
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relaxation  for  the  iron  muscles  of  Bis  imperturbable  mind 
in  trying  to  make  a  philosopher  look  foolish.  To  a  stran- 
ger's gaze,  the  author  of  the  "  Politic  alJuatice"  and  "Caleb 
Williams,"  as  he  appeared  in  the  Temple,  always  an  object 
of  curiosity  except  to  his  familiars,  presented  none  of  those 
characteristics  with  whicJi  fancy  had  invested  the  daring 
speculator  and  relentless  novelist ;  nor,  when  he  broke  si- 
lence, did  his  language  tend  to  reconcile  the  reality  with 
the  expectation;  The  disproportion  of  a  frame  which,  low 
of  stature,  was  Surmounted  by  a  massive  head  which  might 
befit  a  presentable  giant,  was  rendered  almost  impercepti- 
ble, not  by  any  vivacity  of  expression  (for  his  countenance 
was  rarely  lighted  up  by  the  deep-seated  genius  within), 
but  by  a  gracious  suavity  of  manner  which  many  "  a  iino 
old  English  gentleman"  might  envy.  His  voice  was  small, 
the  topics  of  hia  ordinary  conversation  trivial,  and  discuss- 
ed with  a  delicacy  and  precision  which  might  almost  be 
mistaken  for  finical ;  and  the  presence  of  the  most  inter- 
esting persons  in  literary  society,  of  which  he  had  enjoyed 
the  best,  would  not  prevent  him  from  fallinff  after  dinner 
into  the  most  profound  sleep.  This  gentle,  drowsy,  spirit- 
less demeanour  presents  a  striking  contrast  to  a  reputation 
which  once  filled  Europe  with  its  echoes ;  but  it  was,-  in 
truth,  when  lightly  understood,  perfectly  consistent  with, 
those  intellectual  elements  which  in  some  raised  the  most 
enthusiastic  admiration,  and  from  others  elicited  the  wild- 
eat  denunciations  of  visionary  t  rr  r 

In  Mr.Godwin'a  mind,  the  y         b  n 

predominated  over  all  others        p  tia<ni   h 

them ;  and  his  taste,  akin  to    h  y 

its  development  through  the  m  d    m  mp  n  f 

the  press.     He  had  no  imag  n   n     f  n       n    w     n 

humour ;  or,  if  he  possessed  any         h  u  ti        h  y 

were  obacured  by  that  of  pu  a     a  d  b    ng     h     y 

devoid  of  the  quick  sensibility  v  h    h  rr  a        p 
eloquence,  and  of  the  passion  mm  d  m 

and  applause  which  tends  to        p       n  m  n    b 
miring  assemblies,  he  desired  ad  ha     h 

which  he  could  silently  addrc      and     and  da 

things  through  a  contemplat  m  d  m  n  h 
far  more  than  in  the  extravagant  application  of  his  wildest 
theories,  he  levelled  all  around  him ;  admitted  no  great- 
ness but  that  of  literature,  and  neither  desired  nor  revered 
any  triumphs  but  those  of  thought.  If  such  a  reasoning 
faculty,  guided  by  such  a  disposition,  had  been  applied  to 
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abstract  sciences,  no  effect  rcmarkalile  beyond  that  of  rare 
excellence  'woulii  have  been  produced  ;  hut  the  apparent 
anomaliea  of  Mr.  Godwin's  intellectual  history  arose  from 
the  application  of  hig  power  to  the  passions,  th&  interests, 
and  the  hopes  of  mankind,  at  a  time  when  they  enkindled 
into  frightful  action,  and  when  he  calmly  worked  out  his 
problems  among  their  burning  elements  with  the  "ice- 
brook's  temper"  and  the  severest  logic.  And  if  some  ex- 
treme conclusions  were  inconsistent  with  the  faith  and  the 
dut}  -n  hich  alone  can  sustain  and  regulate  our  nature,  there 
was  no  small  compensition  in  the  severity  of  the  process 
to  which  the  fctudent  was  impelled,  for  the  slender  peril 
■vihich  might  rem  iin  leat  the  results  should  be  practically 
adopted  A  system  founded  on  pure  reason,  which  reject- 
ed the  impulses  of  natural  aS<,ction,  the  delights  of  grati- 
tude, the  influences  of  prejudice,  the  bondage  of  custom, 
the  animation  of  personal  hope  ;  which  appealed  to  no  pas- 
sion, which  suggested  no  luxury,  which  excited  no  ani- 
mosities, and  which  offered  no  prize  for  the  observance  of 
its  laws,  except  a  participation  in  the  expanding  glories  of 
progressive  humanity,  was  little  calculated  to  allure  from 
the  accustomed  paths  of  ancient  ordinance  any  man  dis- 
posed to  walk  in  them  by  the  lights  from  heaven.  On  the 
other  hand,  it  was  a  healthful  diversion  from  those  seduc- 
tions in  which  the  heart  secretly  enervates  and  infects  the 
understanding,  to  invite  the  revolutionary  spectator  to  the 
contemplation  of  the  distant  and  the  refined  ;  by  the  pur- 
suit of  impracticable  error  to  trace  the  mind  for  the  achieve- 
ment of  everlasting  truth ;  and  on  the  "  heat  and  flame  of 
tho  distemper"  of  an  impassioned  democracy  to  "  sprinkle 
cool  patience."  The  idol  Political  Justice,  of  which  he 
was  the  slow  and  laborious  architect,  if  it  for  a  while  en- 
chanted, did  not  long  enthral  or  ever  debase  its  worship- 
pers i  "  its  bones  were  marrowlesa,  its  blood  was  cold,"  but 
there  was  surely  "  speculation  in  its  eyes"  which  "  glared 
withal"  into  the  future.  Such  high  casuistry  as  it  evoked 
has  always  an  ennobling  tendency,  even  when  it  dallies 
with  error ;  the  direction  of  thought  in  youth  is  of  less  con- 
sequence than  tho  mode  of  its  exercise ;  and  it  is  only 
when  the  base  interests  and  sensual  passions  of  mortality 
pander  to  the  understanding  that  truth  may  fear  for  tho 

The  author  of  this  cold  and  passionless  intellectual  phan- 
tasy looked  out  upon  the  world  he  hoped  to  inform  from 
recesses  of  contemplation  which  the  outward  incidents  of 
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life  did  not  disturb,  and  which,  when  closed,  left  him  a 
common  man,  appearing  to  superficial  observers  rather  he- 
low  than,  above  the  level  of  ordinary  talkers.  To  his  in- 
ward gaze'  the  stupendous  changes  which  agitated  Europe, 
at  the  time  he  wrote,  were  silent  as  a  picture.  The  pleas- 
ure of  his  life  was  to  think  ;  its  business  was  to  write  ;  all 
else  in  it  was  vanity.  Regarding  his  own  being  through 
the  same  spiritualizing  medium,  he  saw  no  reason  why  the 
springs  of  its  existence  should  wear  out,  and,  in  the  spring- 
time of  his  speculation,  held  that  man  might  become  im- 
mortal on  earth  by  the  effort  of  the  will.  His  style  partook 
of  the  quality  of  his  intellect  and  the  character  of  its  pur- 
poses— it  was  pure,  simple,  colourless.  His  most  imagina- 
tive passages  are  inspired  only  by  a  logic  quickened  into 
enthusiasm  by  the  anticipation  of  the  approaching  discovery 
of  truth — the  dawning  Eureka  of  the  reasoner ;  they  arc 
usually  composed  of"  line  upon  lino  and  precept  upon  pre- 
cept," without  an  involution  of  style,  or  an  eddy  in  the 
thought.  He  sometimes  complained,  though  with  the  be- 
nignity that  always  marked  his  estimate  of  his  opponents, 
that  Mr.  Malthus's  style  was  too  richly  ornamented  for  ar- 
gument ;  and  certainly,  with  all  its  vivacity  of  illustration, 
it  lacks  the  transparent  simplicity  of  his  own.  The  most 
palpable  result  which  he  ever  produced  by  his  writings  was 
the  dark  theory  in  the  first  edition  of  the  work  on  Popula- 
tion, which  was  presented  as  an  answer  to  his  reasoning  on 
behalf  of  the  perfectibility  of  man  ;  and  he  used  to  smile 
at  his  ultimate  triumph,  when  the  writer,  who  had  only  in- 
tended a  striking  paradox,  tamed  it  down  to  the  wisdom  of 
economy,  and  adapted  it  to  Poor-law  uses ;  neutralized  his 
giant  spectres  of  Vice  and  Misery  by  the  practical  interven- 
tion of  Moral  Restraint ;  and  left  the  optimist  Godwin  still 
in  unclouded  possession  of  the  hope  of  universal  peace  and 
happiness,  postponed  only  to  that  time  when  passion  shall 
he  subjected  to  reason,  and  population,  no  more  rising  like 
a  resistless  tide  between  adamantine  barriers  to  submerge 
the  renovated  earth,  shall  obey  the  commands  of  wisdom  ; 
rise  and  fall  as  the  means  of  subsistence  expand  or  con- 
tract, and  only  contribute  an  impulse  to  the  universal  har- 

The  persons  of  Mr.  Godwin's  romances— stranger  still — 
ate  the  naked  creations  of  the  same  intellectual  power, 
marvellously  endowed  with  galvanic  life.  Though  with 
happier  sjTnmetry,  they  are  as  much  made  out  of  chains  and 
links  of  reasoning  as  the  monster  was  fashioned  by  the 
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cbemiatty  of  tlie  student  in  the  celebrated  novel  of  his 
gifted  daughter.  Falkland  and  Caleb  "Wjlliaraa  are  the 
mere  impersonations  of  the  unbounded  love  of  reputation 
and  irresistible  curiosity  ;  these  ideas  are  developed  in  each 
with  masterly  iteration — to  the  two  ideas  all  causes  give 
way ;  and  materials  arc  subjected,  often  of  remarkable 
coarseness,  to  tho  refinement  of  the  conception.  Hazlitt 
used  to  observe  of  these  two  characters,  that  the  manner 
they  are  played  into  each  other  was  equal  to  anything  of 
the  kind  in  the  drama ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  op- 
position, though  at  the  cost  of  probability,  is  most  power- 
fully maintained  ;  but  the  effect  is  partly  owing  to  the  ab- 
sence of  all  extrinsic  interest  which  could  interfere  with  the 
main  purpose ;  the  beatings  of  the  heart  become  audible, 
not  only  from  their  own  intensity,  but  from  the  desolation 
which  tiie  author  has  expanded  around  tiiem.  The  consist- 
ency in  each  is  that  of  an  idea,  not  of  a  character ;  and  if 
the  effect  of  form  and  colour  is  produced,  it  is,  as  in  line 
engraving,  by  the  infinite  minuteness  and  delicacy  of  the 
single  strokes.  In  like  manner,  the  incidents  by  which  the 
author  seeks  to  exemplify  the  wrongs  inflicted  by  power  on 
goodness  in  civilized  society  are  utterly  fantastical ;  noth- 
ing can  be  more  minute,  nothing  more  unreal ;  the  youth 
being  involved  by  a  web  of  circumstances  woven  to  immesh 
him,  which  the  conditioa  of  society  that  the  author  intends 
to  repudiate  renders  impossible  ;  and  which,  if  true,  would 
prove,  not  that  the  framework  of  law  is  tyrannous,  but  that 
the  will  of  a  single  oppressor  may  elude  it.  The  subject 
of"  St.  Leon"  is  more  congenial  to  the  author's  power ;  but 
it  is,  in  like  manner,  a  logical  development  of  the  conse- 
quences of  a  being  prolonged  on  earth  through  ages  ;  and, 
as  the  dismal  vista  expands,  the  skeleton  speculators  crowd 
in  to  mock  and  sadden  us  ! 

Mr.  Godwin  was  thus  a  man  of  two  beings,  which  held 
little  discourse  with  each  other — the  daring  inventor  of 
theories  constructed  of  air-drawn  diagrams,  and  the  simple 
gentleman,  who  suffered  nothing  to  disturb  pr  excite  him. 
beyond  his  study.  He  loved  to  walk  in  the  crowded  streets 
of  London,  not,  like  Lamb,  enjoying  the  infinite  varieties  of 
many-coloured  life  around  him,  but  because  he  felt,  amid 
the  noise,  and  crowd,  and  glare,  more  intensely  the  imper- 
turbable Btiilness  of  his  own  contemplations.  His  means 
of  comfortable  support  were  mainly  supplied  by  a  shop  in 
Skinner- street,  where,  under  the  auspices  of"  M.  J.  Godwin 
Sc  Co.,"  the  prettiest  and  wisest  books  for  children  issued. 
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which  old-fashioned  parents  presented  to  their  children 
without  Buspecling  that  the  graceful  lessons  of  piety  and 
goodness  which  charmed  away  the  selfishness  of  infancy 
were  published,  and  sometimes  revised,  and  now  and  then 
written,  by  a  philosopher  whom  they  wouid  scarcely  ven- 
ture to  name  !  He  met  the  exigencies  which  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  busittess  sometimes  caused  with  the  trusting  sim- 
plicity which  marked  his  course — he  asked  his  friends  for 
aid  without  scruple,  considering  that  their  means  were  just- 
ly the  due  of  one  who  toiled  in  thought  for  their  inward  life, 
and  had  little  time  to  provide  for  his  own  outward  existence ; 
and  took  their  excuses,  when  offered,  without  doubt  or  of- 
fence. The  very  next  day  after  1  had  been  honoured  and 
delighted  by  an  introduction  to  him  at  Lamb's  chambers, 
I  was  made  stiU  more  proud  and  happy  by  his  appenrance 
at  my  own  on  such  an  errand,  which  my  poverty,  not  my 
will,  rendered  aborfive.  After  some  pleasant  chat  on  in- 
different matters,  he  carelessly  observed  that  he  had  a  little 
bill  for  £150  falling  due  on  the  morrow,  which  he  bad  for- 
gotten till  that  morning,  and  desired  the  loan  of  the  neces- 
sary amount  for  a  few  weeks.  At  first,  in  eager  hope  of 
being  able  thus  to  oblige  one  whom  I  regarded  with  admi- 
ration akin  to  awe,  I  began  to  consider  whether  it  was  pos- 
sible for  mo  to  raise  such  a  sum ;  but,  alas !  a  moment's 
reflection  sufficed  to  convince  me  that  the  hope  was  vain,' 
and  I  was  obliged,  with  much  confusion,  to  assure  my  dis- 
tinguished visitor  how  glad  I  should  have  been  to  serve 
Hm,  but  that  1  was  only  just  starting  as  a  special  pleader, 
was  obliged  to  write  for  magazines  to  help  me  on,  and  had 
not  such  a  sum  in  the  world.  "  Oh  dear,"  said  the  philos- 
opher, "  I  tbought  you  were  a  young  gentleman  of  fortune  : 
—don't  mention  it — don't  mention  it ;  I  shall  do  very  well 
elsewhere  ;"  and  then,  in  the  most  gracious  manner,  re- 
verted to  our  former  topics,  and  sat  in  my  small  room  for 
half  an  hour,  as  if  to  convince  me  that  my  want  of  fortune 
made  no  difference  in  his  esteem.  A  slender  tribute  to  the 
literature  he  bad  loved  and  served  so  well  was  accorded  to 
him  in  the  old  age  to  which  he  attained,  by  the  gift  of  a 
Hiaecure  in  the  Exchequer  of  about  £200  a  year,  connected 
with  the  custody  of  the  Records  ;  and  the  last  time  I  saw 
him,  he  was  heaving  an  immense  key  to  unlock  the  musty 
treasures  of  which  he  was  guardian— how  unlike  those  he 
had  unlocked,  with  finer  talisman,  for  the  aafonisliment 
and  alarm  of  one  generation,  and  the  delight  of  all  others ! 
John  Thelwall,  who  had  once  exulted  in  the  appclla- 
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t'lon  of  Citizen  Thelwall,  having  been  associafed  with  Cole- 
ridge and  Bouthey  in  their  days  of  enthusiastical  dreaming, 
though  a  more  precise  and  practical  reformer  than  either, 
was  introduced  by  them  to  Lamb,  and  was  welcomed  to  hia 
circle  in  the  true  Catholicism  of  its  spirit,  although  its  mas- 
ter cared  nothing  for  the  Roman  virtue  which  Thelwall 
devotedly  cherished,  and  'which  Home  Tooke  kept  in  un- 
certain vibration  between  a  rebellion  and  a  hoax.  Lamb 
justly  esteemed  Thelwall  as  a  thoroughly  honest  man — 
not  honest  merely  in  reference  to  the  moral  relations  of  life, 
hut  to  the  processes  of  thought ;  one  whose  mind,  acute,  vig- 
orous, and  direct,  perceived  only  the  object  immediately 
before  it,  and,  undisturbed  by  collateral  circumstances,  re- 
flected, with  literal  fidelity,  the  impression  it  received,  and 
maintained  it  as  sturdily  against  the  beauty  that  might 
soften  it,  or  the  wisdom  that  might  mould  it,  as  against  the 
tyranny  that  would  stifle  its  expression.  "  Jf  to  be  honest 
as  the  world  goes  is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thou- 
sand," to  bo  honest  as  the  mind  works  is  to  be  one  man  of 
a  million  ;  and  such  a  man  was  Thelwall.  Starting  with 
imperfect  education  from  the  thraldom  of  domestic  oppres- 
sion, with  slender  knowledge  but  with  fiery  zeal,  into  the 
dangers  of  political  enterprise,  and  treading  fearlessly  on 
tho  verge  of  sedition,  he  saw  nothing  before  him  but  powers 
which  he  assumed  to  be  despotism  and  vice,  and  rushed 
headlong  to  crush  them.  Thepoint  of  time — just  that  when 
the  accumulated  force  of  public  opinion  had  obtained  a  vir- 
tual mastery  over  the  accumulated  corruptions  of  ages,  but 
when  power,  still  unconvinced  of  its  danger,  presented  its 
boldest  front  to  opposing  intellect,  or  strove  to  crush  it  in 
the  cruelty  of  awaking  fear — gave  scope  for  the  ardent 
temperament  of  an  orator  almost  as  poor  in  scholastic  cul- 
tivation as  in  external  fortune,  but  strong  in  inl-igrity,  and 
rich  in  burning  words. 

Thus  passionate,  Thelwall  spoke  boldly  and  vehemently 
— at  a  time  when  indignation  ivas  thought  to  bo  a  virtue  ; 
but  there  is  no  reason  to  believe  he  ever  meditated  any 
treason,  except  that  accumulated  in  the  architectural  soph- 
istry of  LordEldon,  by  which  he  proved  a  person  who  desired 
to  awe  the  government  into  a  change  of  policy  to  be  guilty 
of  compassing  the  king's  death;  as  thus:  that'the  king 
must  resist  the  proposed  alteration  in  his  measures ;  that, 
resisting,  he  must  be  deposed  ;  and  that,  being  deposed,  he 
must  necessarily  die- — though  his  boldness  of  speech  placed 
him  in  jeopardy,  even  after  tho  acquittals  of  his  simple- 
22* 
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minded  associate  Hardy,  and  his  enigmatical  instructor 
Tooke,  who  forsook  him,  and  left  him,  when  acquitted,  to 
the  mercy  of  the  world.  His  life,  which  before  this  event 
had  been  one  of  self-deniai  and  purity  remarkable  in  a 
young  man  who  had  imbibed  the  impulses  of  revolutionary 
France,  partook  of  considerable  vicissitude.  At  one  tirne 
he  was  raised,  by  his  skill  in  correcting  impediments  of 
Bpeech  and  teaching  elocution  as  a  science,  into  elegant 
competence ;  at  other  times  saddened  by  the  difficulties  of 
poorly-requited  literary  toil  and  wholly  unrequited  patriot- 
ism ;  but  he  preserved  his  integrity  and  his  cheerfulness — 
"  a  man  of  hope  and  forward-looking  mind  even  to  the  last." 
Unlike  Godwin,  whose  profonnd  thoughts  slowly  struggled 
into  form,  and  seldom  found  utterance  in  conversation, 
speech  was,  in  him,  aU  in  all,  his  delight,  his  profession, 
his  triumph,  with  little  else  than  passion  to  inspire  or  col- 
our it.  The  flaming  orations  of  bis  "  Tribune,"  rendered 
more  piquant  by  the  transparent  masquerade  of  ancient 
history,  which,  in  his  youth,  "  touched  moneyed  worldlings 
with  dismay,"  and  infected  the  poor  with  d%ngerous  anger, 
seemed  vapid,  spiritless,  and  shallow  when  addressed 
through  the  press  to  the  leisure  of  the  thoughtful  The 
light  which  glowed  with  so  formidable  a  lustre  before  the 
evenmg  audience,  vanished  on  closer  examination,  and 
proved  to  be  only  a  harmless  phantom--v apour,  which  left 
no  traces  of  destructive  energy  behind  it 

Thelwall,  m  person  small,  compact  muscular,  with  a 
head  denoting  indomitable  resolution,  and  features  deeply 
furrowidby  the  ardent  workings  of  the  mind,  wis  is  en- 
ergetic m  all  his  pursuits  and  enjoyments  as  m  political 
action  He  was  eirnestly  devoted  to  the  Drama,  and  en- 
joyed its  greatest  representations  with  the  freshness  of  a 
boy  who  sees  a  play  for  the  first  time  He  hailed  the 
kindred  energj  of  Kean  with  enthusiastic  praise,  but  ab- 
juring the  narrowness  of  hia  political  vision  in  matters  of 
taste  did  justice  to  the  nobiet  quahties  of  Mrs  biddons  and 
her  brothers.  In  hteraturc  and  art,  also,  he  relaxed  the 
bigotry  of  bis  liberal  intolerance,  and  expatiated  in  their 
wider  fields  with  a  taste  more  catholic.  Here  Lamb  was 
ready  with  hia  sympathy,  which,  indeed,  even  the  political 
zeal,  thai  he  did  not  share,  was  too  hearted  to  repel.  Al- 
though generally  detesting  lectures  on  literature  as  super- 
iicial  and  vapid  substitutes  for  quiet  reading,  and  recitations 
as  unreal  mockeries  of  the  true  Drama,  he  sometimes  at- 
tended the  entertainments,  composed  of  both,  which  Thcl- 
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■wall,  in  the  palmy  days  of  his  prosperity,  gave  at  his  house 
in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  not  on  politics,  which  he  had  then 
forsaken  for  elocutionary  science,  though  maintaining  the 
principles  of  bis  youth,  but  partly  oa  elocution,  and  partly 
on  poetry  and  acting,  into  which  he  infused  the  fiery  enthu- 
siasm of  his  nature.  Sometimes,  indeed,  his  fervour  an- 
imated his  disquisitions  on  the  philosophy  of  speech  with 
greater  warmth  than  he  reserved  for  more  attractive 
themes ;  the  melted  vowels  were  blended  into  a  rainbow, 
or  dispersed  like  fleecy  clouds ;  and  the  theory  of  language 
was  made  interesting  by  the  honesty  and  vigour  of  the 
speaker.  Like  all  men  who  have  been  chiefly  self-taught, 
he  sometimes  presented  commonplaces  as  original  discov- 
eries with  an  air  which  strangers  mistook  for  quackery ; 
but  they  were  unjust ;  to  the  speaker  these  were  the  pro- 
duct of  his  own  meditation,  though  familiar  to  many,  and 
not  rarely  possessed  the  charm  of  originality  in  their  fresh- 
ness. Lamb  at  least  felt  that  it  was  good,  among  other 
companions  of  richer  and  more  comprehensive  intelligence, 
to  have  one  friend  who  was  undisturbed  by  misgiving 
either  for  himself  or  his  cause  ;  who  enunciated  wild  par- 
adox and  worn-out  commonplace  with  equal  confidence ; 
and  who  was  ready  to  sacrifice  ease,  fortune,  fame — every- 
thing but  speech,  and,  if  it  had  been  possible,  even  that— to 
the  cause  of  truth  or  friendship. 

William  Hazlitt  was  for  many  years  one  of  the  bright- 
est and  most  constant  ornaments  of  Lamb's  patties  ;  link- 
ed to  him  in  the  firm  bond  of  intellectual  friendship,  which 
remained  unshaken  in  spite  of  some  superficial  differences, 
"  short  and  far  between,"  arising  from.  Lamb's  insensibility 
toHaziitt's  political  animosities, and  his  adherence  to  South- 
ey,  Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge,  who  shared  them.  Hazlitt, 
in  his  boyhood,  had  derived  from  his  father  that  attachment 
to  abstract  truth  for  its  own  sake,  and  that  inflexible  de- 
termination to  cherish  it,  which  naturally  predominated  in 
the  being  of  the  minister  of  a  small  rural  congregation,  who 
cherished  religious  opinions  adverse  to  those  of  the  great 
body  of  his  countrymen,  and  waged  a  spiritual  warfare 
throughout  his  peaceful  course.  Thus  disciplined,  he  was 
introduced  to  the  friendship  of  youthful  poets,  in  whom  the 
dawn  of  the  French  Revolution  had  enkindled  hope,  and 
passion,  and  opinions  tinctured  with  hope  and  passion, 
which  he  eagerly  embraced;  and  when  changes  passed 
over  the  prospects  of  mankind,  which  induced  them,  in 
maturer  years,  to  modify  the  doctrines  they  had  taught,  he 
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lesentcd  these  defectionB  almost  as  peTsonal  wrongs,  and, 
■when,  his  pen  found  scope  and  his  tongue  utterance,  wrote 
and  spoke  of  them  witli  such  bitterness  as  can  oniy  spring 
from  the  depths  of  old  affection.  No  writer,  however,  ex- 
cept Wilson,  did  such  noble  justice  to  the  poetry  of  Words- 
worth when  most  despised,  and  to  the  genius  of  Coleridge 
when  most  obscured;  he  cherished  a  true  admiration  for 
each  in  "  the  last  recesses  of  the  mind,"  and  defended  them 
with  dogged  resolution  against  the  scorns  and  slights  of  the 
world.  Still  the  superficial  difierence  was,  it  Beemed,  too 
wide  to  admit  of  personal  jnteropurse ;  and  I  do  not  think 
that  during  the  many  years  which  elapsed  between  ray  in- 
troduction to  Lamb  and  Hazlitt's  death,  he  ever  met  either 
of  tiie  poets  at  the  rooms  of  Ihe  man  they  united  in  loving. 
Although  Mr.  Uazlitt  was  thus  staunch  in  his  attach- 
ment to  principles  which  he  reverenced  as  true,  he  was  by 
no  means  rigid  in  his  mode  of  maintaining  and  illustrating 
them,  but,  on  the  contrary,  frequently  diminished  the  im- 
mediate eflect  of  his  reasonings  by  the  prodigality  and  rich- 
ness of  the  allusions  with  which  he  embossed  them.  He 
had  as  unquenchable  a  desire  for  truth  as  others  have  for 
wealth,  or  power,  or  fame  ;  he  pursued  it  with  sturdy  sin- 
gleness of  purpose,  and  enunciated  it  without  favour  or 
fear.  But,  besides  that  love  of  truth,  that  sincerity  in  pur- 
suing it,  and  that  boldness  in  telling  it,  he  had  also  a  fervent 
aspiration  after  the  beautiful ;  a  vivid  sense  of  pleasure, 
and  an  intense  consci  u  n  f  1 '  wn  "nd*  idual  being, 
which  sometimes  produ    d   h       1  h     urrent  of  spec- 

ulation, by  which  it  w      b    k  n  dazzlmg  eddies  or 

urged  into  devious  w    d    g       A  f  rv  d   vigorous  as 

his  mind  was,  it  want  d  h      n  al  power  of  Im- 

agination, which  brin  alb  h  fa  ul  s  into  harmo- 
nious action  ;  nmltiph  h  m  n  hi  makes  truth 
visible  in  the  forms  of  b  a  d  ub  tu  s  intellectual 
vision  for  proof.  Thi  b  ru  h  and  b  auty  held  di- 
vided empire.  In  him  h  p  n  wa  w  11  g  but  the  flesh 
was  strong;  and,  wh  th  n  nd  t  difiicult  to 
anticipate  the  result ;  "  for  the  power  of  beauty  shall  soon- 
er transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  into  a  bawd,  than  the 
person  of  honesty  shall  transform  beanty  into  its  likeness." 
This  "  sometime  paradoi"  was  vividly  exemplified  in  Haz- 
litt's personal  history,  his  conversation,  and  hia  writings. 
To  the  solitudes  of  the  country,  in  which  ho  mused  on 
"  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute,"  a  temperament 
oi  nnusual  ardour  had  given  an  intense  interest,  akin  to 
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that  with  which  Eousseau  lias  animated  and  oppressed  the 
details  of  his  early  years. 

He  had  not  then,  nor  did  he  find  till  long  afterward,  pow- 
er to  embody  his  meditations  and  feelings  in  words.  The 
consciousness  of  thoughts  which  he  could  not  hope  ade- 
quately to  express  increa  d  lu  na  u  al  rv  and  he 
turned  for  relief  to  the  art  f  pai  n  n  wh  1  he  might 
silently  realize  his  dreams  f  h  au  y  and  p  y  h  loveli- 
ness of  nature  by  fixing  m  of  fl  g  a  pects  in 
immortal  tints.  A  few  oipn  fmh  Id  masterB 
awakened  the  spirit  of  em  In  h  n  h  he  Eense 
of  beauty  became  identified  n  h  m  nd  ■»  h  h  of  glory 
and  duration ;  while  the  paullb  h  jd  calm- 
ed the  tumult  in  his  veins  and  ga  d  n  his  pure 
and  distant  aim.  He  pur  1  h  a  h  n  a  nestness 
and  patience  which  he  vividly  describes  m  his  essay  "  On 
the  Pleasure  of  Painting,"  and  to  which  he  frequently  re- 
verted in  the  happiest  moods  of  his  conversation  ;  and,  al- 
though in  this,  his  chosen  pursuit,  he  failed,  the  passionate 
desire  for  success,  and  the  long  struggle  to  attain  it,  left 
deep  traces  in  his  mind,  heightening  his  keen  perception 
of  external  things,  and  mingling  with  all  his  speculations 
airy  shapes  and  hues  which  he  had  vainly  striven  to  trans- 
fer to  canvass.  A  painter  may  acquire  a  fine  insight  into 
the  nice  distinctions  of  character— he  may  copy  manners 
in  words  as  he  does  in  colours— but  it  may  be  apprehend- 
ed that  his  course  as  a  severe  reasoner  will  bo  somewliat 
"troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies."  And  if  the  suc- 
cessful pursuit  of  art  may  thus  disturb  the  process  of  ab- 
stract contemplation,  how  much  more  may  an  unsatisfied 
ambition  ruffle  it ;  bid  the  dark  threads  of  thought  glitter 
with  radiant  fancies  unrealized,  and  clothe  the  diagrams 
of  speculation  with  the  fragments  of  picture  which  the 
mind  cherishes  the  more  fondly  because  tiie  hand  refused 
to  realize  ?  "What  wonder,  if,  in  the  mind  of  an  ardent 
youth,  thus  struggling  in  vain  to  give  palpable  existence  to 
the  shapes  of  loveliness  which  haunted  him,  "  the  homely 
beauty  of  the  good  old  cause"  should  assume  the  faBcina- 
tions  not  properly  ita  ownt 

This  association  of  beauty  with  reason  diminished  the 
immediate  effect  of  Mr.  Hazlitt's  political  essays,  while  it 
enhanced  their  permanent  value.  It  was  the  fashion,  in  his 
lifetime,  to  denounce  him  as  a  sour  Jacobin  ;  but  no  descrip- 
tion could  be  more  unjust.  Under  the  influence  of  some 
bitter  feeling  or  some  wayward  fancy,  he  occasionally  pour- 
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ed  out  a  furious  invective  against  those  whom  he  regarded 
as  the  enemies  of  liberty,  or  as  apostates  from  her  cause  ; 
but,  in  general,  the  force  of  his  expostulation,  or  his  reason- 
ing, was  diverted  (unconsciously  to  himself)  by  figures  and 
phantasies,  by  fine  and  quaint  allusions,  by  quotations  from 
his  favourite  authors,  introduced  with  singular  felicity  as 
respects  the  direct  link  of  association,  but  tending,  by  theii 
very  beauty,  to  unnerve  the  mind  of  the  reader,  and  sub- 
stitute the  sense  of  luxury  for  clear  conviction  or  noble 
anger.  In  some  of  his  essays,  where  the  reasoning  is  most 
cogent,  every  other  sentence  contains  some  exquisite  pas- 
sage from  Shakspeare,  or  Fletcher,  or  Wordsworth,  trailing 
after  it  a  line  of  golden  associations  ;  or  some  reference  to 
a  novel,  over  which  we  have  a  thousand-  times  forgotten 
the  wrongs  of  mankind,  till,  in  the  recurring  shocks  of 
pleasurable  surprise,  the  main  argument  is  forgotten.  When, 
for  example,  he  compares  the  position  of  certain  political 
waverers  to  that  of  Clarissa  Harlowc  confronting  the  rav- 
isher  who  would  repeat  his  outrage,  with  the  penknife 
pointed  to  her  breast  and  her  eyes  uplifted  to  heaven,  and 
describes  them  as  having  been,  like  her,  trepanned  into  a 
house  of  ill  fame  near  Fall  Mall,  and  there  defending  their 
soiled  virtue  with  their  penknives,  what  reader,  at  the 
suggestion  of  the  stupendous  scene  which  the  allusion  di- 
rectly revives,  can  think  or  care  about  the  renegade  of 
yesterday  !  Here,  again,  is  felt  the  want  of  that  imagina- 
tion which  brings  all  things  into  one,  tinges  all  our  thoughts 
and  sympathies  with  one  hue,  and  rejects  every  ornament 
which  does  not  heighten  or  prolong  the  feeling  which  it 
seeks  to  embody. 

Even  when  he  retaliates  oa  Soutkey  for  attacking  his 
old  co-patriots,  the  poetical  associations  which  bitter  re- 
membrance suggests  almost  neutralize  the  vituperation  ; 
he  brings  every  "  flower  which  sad  embroidery  wears  to 
strew  the  laureate  hearse,"  where  ancient  regards  are  in- 
terred, and  merges  all  the  censures  of  the  changed  politician 
in  praise  of  the  simple  dignity  and  the  generous  labours  of 
a  singularly  noble  and  unsullied  life.  So  little  does  he  re- 
gard the  unity  of  sentiment  in  his  compositions,  that  in  his 
"  Letter  to  Gifford,"  after  a  series  of  just  and  bitter  retorts 
on  his  maligner  as  "  the  fine  link  which  connects  literature 
with  the  police,"  he  takes  a  fancy  to  teach  that  "  ultra-crepi- 
dirian  critic"  his  own  theory  of  the  natural  disinterested- 
ness of  the  human  mind,  and  develops  it,  not  in  the  dry, 
liard,  mathematical  style  in  which  it  was  first  enunciated, 
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but  "o'er  informed"  with  the  glow  of  sentiment,  and  ter- 
minating in  an  eloquent  rhapsody.  This  latter  portion  of 
the  letter  is  one  of  the  noblest  of  hiB  effusions,  but  it  entire- 
ly destroys  the  first  in  the  mind  of  the  reader ;  for  who, 
when  thus  contemplating  the  living  wheels  on  whieh  hu- 
man benevolence  is  borne  onwards  in  its  triumphant  ca- 
reer, and  the  spirit  with  which  they  are  instinct,  can  think 
of  the  literary  wasp  which  had  settled  for  a  moment  upon 
them,  and  who  had  just  before  been  mercilessly  transfixed 
with  minikin  arrdws  ? 

But  the  most  signal  example  of  the  influences  which 
"  the  show  of  things"  exercised  over  Mr.Hazlitt's  mind  was 
the  setting  up  the  Emperor  Napoleon  as  his  idol.  He 
strove  to  justify  this  predilection  to  himself  by  referring  it 
to  the  revolutionary  origin  of  his  hero,  and  the  contempt 
with  which  he  trampled  upon  the  claims  of  legitimacy,  and 
humbled  the  pride  of  kings.  But  if  his  "  only  love"  thus 
sprung  "  from  his  only  hate,"  it  was  not  cherished  in  its 
blossom  by  antipathies.  If  there  had  been  nothing  in  his 
mind  which  tended  to  aggrandizement  and  glory,  and  which 
would  fain  reconcile  the  principles  of  freedom  with  the 
lavish  accumulation  of  power,  he  might  have  desired  the 
triumph  of  young  tyranny  over  legitimate  thrones,  but  he 
would  scarcely  have  watched  its  progress  and  its  fall  "lite 
a  lorei  and  a  child."  His  feeling  for  Bonaparte  in  exile 
was  not  a  sentiment  of  respect  for  fallen  greatness  ;  not  a 
desire  to  trace  "  the  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil ;"  not  a 
loathing  of  the  treatment  the  Emperor  received  from  "  his 
cousin  kings"  in  the  day  of  adversity  ;  but  entire  affection 
mingling  with  the  current  of  the  blood,  and  pervading  the 
moral  and  intellectual  being.  Nothing  less  than  this  strong 
attachment,  at  once  personal  and  refined,  would  have  ena- 
bled him  to  encounter  the  toil  of  collecting  and  arranging 
facts  and  dates  for  four  volumes  of  narrative,  which  con- 
tttl  Lf      fHpl         — a  drudgery  too  abhorrent 

tl      hbt      f        d  tikrtobe  sustained  by  any 

tml  hhthp      ptt    emuneiation  or  the  hope 

f   ppl  id      pply      It        ot  so  much  ia  the  ingea- 

wh    h  h    d  for  the  worst  acts  of  his 

lo —  ffd  fthmdht  execution  of  the  Duke 

dE  gl  d  th  f  Spain — that  the  stamp  of 

p  1  d       t  b  n  the  graphic  force  with 

h    t-lived  splendours  of  the 
1  fond  records"  he  has  gath- 
«red  of  every  vestige  of  human  feeling  by  which  he  could 
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reconcile  the  imperial  cynic  to  the  species  he  Bcomei 
The  first  two  volumes  of  his  work,  although  redeemed  hy 
scattered  thoughts  of  true  originality  and  depth,  are  often 
confused  and  spiritless  ;  the  characters  of  the  principal  rev- 
(jiutionists  are  drawn  too  much  in  the  style  of  awkward, 
sprawling  caricatures  ;  but  when  the  hero  casts  all  his  ri- 
vals into  the  distance,  erects  himself  the  individual  enemy 
of  England,  consecrates  his  power  hy  religious  ceremonies, 
and  defines  it  by  the  circle  of  a  crown,  the  author's  strength 
becomes  concentrated  ;  his  narrative  assHimes  an  epic  dig- 
nity and  fervour;  dallies  with  the  flowers  of  usurped  pre- 
rogative, and  glows  with  "  the  long-resounding  march  and 
energy  divine."  How  happy  and  proud  is  he  to  picture 
the  meeting  of  the  Emperor  with  the  Pope,  and  the  gran- 
deurs of  the  coronation !  How  he  grows  wanton  in  cele- 
brating the  fetes  of  tho  Tuileries,  as  "  presenting  all  the 
elegance  of  enchanted  pageants,"  and  laments  them  as 
'■  gone  like  a  fairy  revel !"  How  he  "  lives  along  the  line" 
of  Austerlitz,  and  rejoices  in  its  thunder,  and  haila  its  Bet- 
ting Eun,  and  exults  in  the  minutest  details  of  the  subse- 
quent meeting  of  the  conquered  sovereigns  at  the  feet  of 
the  conqueror!  How  he  expatiates  on  the  fatal  marriage 
with  "  the  deadly  Austrian"  (as  Mr.  Cobbett  justly  called 
Maria  Louisa),  as  though  it  were  a  chapter  in  romance, 
and  sheds  the  grace  of  beauty  on  the  imperial  picture  ! 
How  he  kindles  with  martial  ardour  as  he  describes  the 
preparations  against  Kussia ;  musters  the  myriads  of  bar- 
barians with  a  show  of  dramatic  justice ;  and  fondly  lingers 
among  the  brief  triumphs  of  Moskwa  on  tho  verge  of  tho 
terrible  catastrophe!  The  narrative  of  that  disastrous  ex- 
pedition is  indeed  ■written  with  a  master's  hand  ;  we  see 
the  "  grand  army"  marching  to  its  destruction  through  the 
immense  perspective  :  the  wild  hordes  flying  before  the  ter- 
ror of  its  "  coming ;"  the  barbaric  magnificence  of  Moscow 
towering  in  the  remote  distance  ;  and  when  we  gaze  upon 
the  sacrificial  conflagration  of  the  Kremlin,  we  feel  that  it 
is  worthy  to  become  the  funeral  pile  of  the  conqueror's  glo- 
ries. It  is  well  for  tho  readers  of  this  splendid  work  that 
there  is  more  in  it  of  the  painter  than  of  the  metaphysician ; 
that  its  stylo  glows  with  the  fervour  of  battle,  or  stiffens 
with  the  Broils  of  victory  ;  yet  we  wonder  that  this  monu- 
ment to  imperial  grandeur  should  be  raised  from  the  dead 
level  of  Jacobinism  by  an  honest  and  profound  thinker. 
The  solution  is,  that  although  he  was  this,  he  was  also 
more — that,  in  opinion,  he  was  devoted  to  the  cause  of  thf 
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people  ;  but  that,  in  feeling,  he  rectuired  some  iadividnal 
object  of  worship  ;  that  ho  selected  Hapoleon  as  one  in 
whose  origin  and  career  he  might  at  once  impersonate  his 
principles  and  gratify  his  aflections ;  and  that  he  adhered 
to  his.  own  idea  with  heroic  obstinacy,  when  the  "child 
and  champion  of  the  Republic"  openly  sought  to  repress 
all  feeling  and  thought  but  such  as  he  could  cast  in  his 
own  iron  moulds,  and  scoffed  at  popular  enthusiasm  even 
while  it  bore  him  to  tho  accompUshment  of  his  loftiest  de- 
Mr.  Hazlitt  had  little  inclination  to  talk  or  write  about 
contemporary  authors,  and  still  less  to  read  them.  He  was 
with  dilEcnlty  persuaded  to  look  into  the  Scotch  novels, 
but,  when  he  did  so,  he  found  them  old  in  substance,  though 
new  in  form,  read  them  with  as  much  avidity  as  the  rest 
of  the  world,  and  expressed  better  than  any  one  else  what 
all  the  world  felt  about  them.  His  hearty  lovo  of  them, 
however,  did  not  diminish,  but  aggravate  his  dislike  of 
the  political  opinions  so  zealously  and  consistently  main- 
tained of  their  great  author;  and  yet  the  strength  of  his 
hatred  towards  that  which  was  accidental  and  transitory 
only  set  off  the  unabated  power  of  his  regard  for  the  great 
and  the  lasting.  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth  were  not  mod- 
erns to  him,  for  they  were  the  inspirers  of  his  youth,  which 
was  his  own  antiquity,  and  the  feelings  which  were  the 
gerra  of  their  poetry  had  sunk  deep  into  his  heart.  "With 
the  exception  of  the  works  of  these,  and  of  his  friends 
Barry  Cornwall  and  Sheridan  Knowles,  in  whose  successes 
he  rejoiced,  he  held  modern  literature  in  slight  esteem,  and 
regarded  the  discoveries  of  science  and  the  visions  of  op- 
timism with  an  undazzled  eye.  His  "  large  discourse  of 
reason"  looked  not  before,  but  after.  He  felt  it  a  sacred 
duty,  as  a  lover  of  genius  and  art,  to  defend  the  fame  of 
the  mighty  dead.  When  tho  old  painters  were  assailed  in 
"  The  Catalogue  E.aisonne  of  tho  British  Institution, "  he 
was  "  touched  with  noble  anger."  All  his  own  vain  long- 
ings after  the  immortality  of  the  works  which  were  libel- 
led— all  the  tranquillity  and  beauty  they  bad  shod  into  his 
Boul — all  his  comprehension  of  the  sympathy  and  delight 
of  thousands,  which,  accumulating  through  long  time,  had 
attested  their  worth,  were  fused  together  to  dazzle  and 
subdue  the  daring  critic  who  would  disturb  the  judgment 
of  ages.  So,  when  a  popular  poet  assailed  the  fame  of 
Rousseau,  seeking  to  reverse  the  decision  of  posterity  on 
what  that  great  though  unhappy  writer  had  achieved  by 
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suggesting  the  opinion  of  people  of  condition  in  his  neigh- 
bourhood on.  the  figure  he  made  to  their  apprehensions 
while  in  the  service  of  Madame  de  Warrens,  he  vindicated 
the  prerogatives  of  genius  with  the  true  logic  of  passion. 
Pew  things  irritated  him  more  than  the  claims  set  np  for 
the  present  generation  to  be  wiser  and  better  than  those 
which  have  gone  before  it.  He  had  no  power  of  imagina- 
tion to  embrace  the  golden  clouds  which  hung  over  the  Fu- 
ture, but  ho  rested  and  expatiated  in  the  Past.  To  his  ap- 
prehension, human  good  did  not  appear  a  slender  shoot  of 
yesterday,  like  the  bean-stalk  in  tbe  fairy  tale,  aspiring  to 
the  skies,  and  leading  to  an  enchanted  castle,  but  a  huge 
growth  of  intertwisted  fibres,  grasping  the  earth  by  num- 
berless roots  of  custom,  habit,  and  afi'ection,  and  bearing 
vestiges  of  "  a  thousand  storms,  a  thousand  thunders," 

When  I  first  met  Hazlitt  in  the  year  1815,  he  was  stag- 
gering under  the  blow  of  Waterloo.  The  reappearance  of 
his  imperial  idol  on  the  coast  of  France,  and  his  triumphant 
march  to  Paris,  like  a  fairy  vision,  had  excited  his  admira- 
tion and  sympathy  to  the  utmost  pitch ;  and  though  in 
many  respects  sturdily  English  in  feeling,  he  could  scarce- 
ly forgive  the  valour  of  the  conquerors,  and  bitterly  resent- 
ed the  captivity  of  the  emperor  in  St.  Helena  which  follow- 
ed it  as  if  he  had  sustained  a  personal  wrong.  On  this 
subject  only  he  was  "  eaten  up  with  passion ;"  on  all  oth- 
ers he  was  the  fairest,  the  most  candid  of  reasoners.  His 
countenance  was  then  handsome,  but  marked  with  a  pain- 
ful expression  ;  his  black  hair,  which  had  curled  stiffly  over 
his  temples,  had  scarcely  received  its  first  tints  of  gray  ;  his 
gait  was  awkward ;  his  dress  was  neglected ;  and,  in  the 
company  of  strangers,  his  bashfulncss  was  almost  painful; 
but  when,  in  the  society  of  Lamb  and  one  or  two  others, 
he  talked  on  his  favourite  theme  of  old  English  books  or 
old  Italian  pictures,  no  one's  conversation  couid  be  more 
delightful.  The  poets,  from  intercourse  with  whom  he  had 
drawn  so  much  of  his  taste,  and  who  had  contributed  to 
shed  the  noble  infection  of  beauty  through  his  reasoning 
faculties,  had  scarcely  the  opportunity  of  appreciating  their 
progress.  It  was  in  after  years,  by  the  fireside  of  "  the 
Lambs,"  that  his  tongue  was  gradually  loosened,  and  his 
passionate  thoughts  found  appropriate  words.  There,  his 
struggles  to  express  the  fine  conceptions  with  which  his 
mind  was  filled  were  encouraged  by  entire  sympathy ; 
there  he  began  to  stammer  out  his  just  and  original  concep- 
tions of  Chaucer  and  Spenser,  and  other  English  poets  and 
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prose  ■writers,  more  talked  of,  though  not  tetter  known,  by 
their  countrymen;  there  he  was  understood  and  dexter- 
ously cheered  by  Miss  Lamb,  wliose  nice  discernment  of 
his  first  efforts  in  conversation  iverc  dwelt  upon  by  him  with 
affectionate  gratitude,  even  when  most  out  of  humour  with 
the  world.  When  he  mastered  his  diffidence,  he  did  not 
talk  for  effect,  to  dazzle,  or  surprise,  or  annoy,  but  with  the 
most  simple  and  honest  desire  to  make  his  view  of  the 
subject  in  hand  entirely  apprehended  by  his  hearer.  There 
was  sometimes  an  obvious  struggle  to  do  this  to  his  own 
satisfaction ;  ho  seemed  labouring  to  drag  his  thought  to 
light  from  its  deep  lurking-place  ;  and,  with  timid  distrust 
of  that  power  of  expression  which  he  had  found  so  late  in 
life,  he  oftea  betrayed  a  fear  lest  he  had  failed  to  make 
himself  understood,  and  recurred  to  the  subject  again  and 
again,  that  he  might  be  assured  he  had  succeeded.  With 
a  certain  doggedness  of  manner,  he  showed  nothing  prag- 
matical or  exclusive  ;  he  never  drove  a  principle  to  its  ut- 
most possible  consequences,  hut,  like  LocEsley, "  allowed  for 
the  wind."  For  some  years  previous  to  his  death,  he  ob- 
served an  entire  abstinence  from  fermented  liquors,  which 
he  had  once  quaffed  with  the  proper  relish  he  had  for  all 
the  good  things  of  this  life,  but  which  ho  courageously  re- 
signed when  he  found  tl  ndulg  nee  perilous  to  his  health 
and  faculties.  The  h  rfuln  vith  which  he  made  this 
sacrifice  was  one  f  tl  m  t  am  able  trails  in  hia  charac- 
ter. He  had  no  c  n  u  f  tl  s,  who,  in  the  same  dan- 
gers, were  less  w  1  lute  ;  nor  did  he  think  he 
had  earned,  by  hi  n  n  t  j  any  right  to  intrude  ad- 
vice which  he  kn  ,1  ant  d,  must  he  unavailing.  Nor 
did  he  profess  to  he  a  convert  to  the  general  system  of  ab- 
stinence, which  was  advanced  hy  one  of  his  kindest  and 
Etaunchest  friends;  ho  avowed  that  he  yielded  to  necessity; 
and  instead  of  avoiding  the  sight  of  that  which  he  could  no 
longer  taste,  ho  was  seldom  so  happy  as  when  he  sat  with 
friends  at  their  wine,  participating  the  sociality  of  the  time, 
and  renewing  his  own  past  enjoyment  in  that  of  his  com- 
panions, without  regret  and  without  envy.  Like  Dr.  John- 
eon,  he  made  himself  poor  amends  for  the  loss  of  wine  by 
drinking  tea,  not  so  largely,  indeed,  as  the  hero  of  Boswell, 
but  at  least  of  equal  potency,  for  he  might  have  challenged 
Mrs.  Thrale  and  all  her  sex  to  make  stronger  tea  than  bis 
own.  In  society,  as  in  politics,  he  was  no  flincher.  He 
loved  "  to  hear  the  chimes  at  midnight,"  without  considering 
Lse.     Atthese  s 
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happiest  mood,  lie  used  to  dwell  on  the  conversational  pow- 
ers of  his  friends,  and  live  over  again  the  delightful  hours 
he  had  passed  with  them,  repeat  the  pregnant  puns  that 
one  had  made,  tell  over  again  a  story  vrith  which  another 
had  convulsed  the  room,  or  expatiate  ou  the  eloquence  of 
a  third,  always  best  pleased  when  ho  could  detect  some 
talent  which  was  unregarded  by  the  world,  and  giving  alike 
to  the  celebrated  and  tiie  unknown  due  honour. 

Mr.  Haziitt  delivered  three  courses  of  lectures  at  the 
Surrey  Institution,  on  T/w  English  Poets ;  on  The  English 
Comic  Writers;  and  on  The  Age  of  Elisabeth,  ■which  Lamb 
(under  protest  against  lectures  in  general)  regularly  attend- 
ed, an  earnest  admirer,  amid  crowds  with  whom  the  lec- 
turer had  "  an  imperfect  sympathy."  They  conaisted  chief- 
ly of  Dissenters,  who  agreed  with  him  in  his  hatred  of  Lord 
Castlereagh,  and  his  love  of  religious  freedom,  but  who 
"  loved  no  plays  ;"  of  Quakers,  who  approved  him  as  the 
earnest  opponent  of  slavery  and  capital  punishment,  hut 
who  "  heard  no  rfiusic ;"  of  citizens,  devoted  to  tho  main 
chance,  who  had  a  hankering  after  "  the  improvement  of 
the  mind,"  but  to  whom  his  favourite  doctrine  of  its  nat- 
ural disinterestedness  was  a  riddle  ;  of  a  few  enemies  who 
came  to  sneer ;  and  a  few  friends,  who  were  eager  to  learn 
and  to  admire.  The  comparative  insensibility  of  the  bulit 
of  his  audience  to  his  finest  passages  sometimes  provoked 
him  to  awaken  their  attention  by  points  which  broke  the 
train  of  his  discourse  ;  after  which,  he  could  make  himself 
amends  by  some  abrupt  paradox  which  might  set  their 
prejudices  on  edge,  and  make  them  fancy  they  were  shock- 
ed. He  startled  many  of  them  at  the  onset  by  observing 
that,  since  Jacob's  dream,  "  the  heavens  have  gone  farther 
off,  and  become  astronomical ;"  a  fine  extravagance,  which 
the  ladies  and  gentlemen,  who  had  grown  astronomical 
themselves  under  the  preceding  lecturer,  felt  called  on  to 
resent  as  an  attack  on  their  severer  studies.  "When  he  read 
a  well-known  extract  from  Cowper,  comparing  a  poor  cot- 
tager with  Voltaire,  and  had  pronounced  the  line, "  A  truth 
tbe  brilHant  Frenchman  never  knew,"  they  broke  into  a 
joyous  shout  of  self-gratnlation  that  they  were  so  much 
wiser  than  the  scornful.  Frenchman.  When  ho  passed  by 
Mrs.  Hannah  More  with  observing  that  "  she  had  written 
a  great  deal  which  he  had  never  read,"  a  voice  gave  ex- 
pression to  the  general  commiseration  and  surprise  by  call- 
ing out  "More  pity  for  you!"  They  were  confounded  at 
his  reading  with  more  emphasis,  perhaps,  than  discretion. 
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Gay's  epigrammatic  lines  on.  Sir  Bicharil  Blackstono,  in 
■which  scriptural  persons  are  too  freely  hitched  into  rhyme  ; 
but  he  went  doggedly  on  to  the  end,  and,  by  his  persever- 
ance, haffled  those  ■who,  if  he  had  acknowledged  himself 
■wrong  hy  sttipping,  would  have  visited  him  with  an  out- 
burst of  displeasure  which  he  felt  to  bo  gathering.  Ho 
once  had  a  more  edifying  advantage  over  them.  Ho  was 
enumerating  the  humanities  which  endeared  Dr.  Johnson 
to  his  mind,  and  at  the  close  of  an  agreeable  catalogue, 
mentioned,  as  last  and  noblest,  "  his  carrying  the  poor  vic- 
tim of  disease  and  dissipation  on  his  back  thro^ugh  Fleet- 
street,"  at  which  a,  titter  arose  from  some,  who  were  struck 
by  tlie  picture  as  ludicrous,  and  a  murmur  from  others,  ■who 
deemed  the  allusion  unfit  for  cars  polite  :  he  paused  for  an 
instant,  and  then  added,  in  his  sturdiest  and  most  impress- 
ive manner,  "  an  act  which  realizes  the  parable  of  the 
Good  Samaritan;"  at  which  his  moral  and  his  delicate 
hearers  shrunk,  rebuked,  into  deep  silence.  He  ■was  not 
eloquent,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  term ;  for  his  thoughts 
wore  too  weighty  to  be  moved  along  by  the  shallow  stream 
of  feeling  which  an  evening's  excitement  can  rouse.  He 
wrote  all  his  lectures,  and  read  them  as  they  were  writ- 
ten; but  his  deep  voice  and  earnest  manner  suited  his 
matter  well.  He  seemed  to  dig  into  his  subject,  and  not  in 
vain.  In  delivering  his  longer  quotations,  ho  had  scarce- 
ly continuity  enough  for  the  versification  of  Shakspeare 
and  Milton,  "  with  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out;"  but 
he  gave  Pope's  brilliant  satire  and  delightful  compli- 
ments, which  are  usually  complete  within  the  couplet, 
with  an  elegance  and  point  which  the  poet  himself,  could 
he  have  heard,  would  have  felt  as  indicating  their  highest 
praise. 

Mr.  Hazlitt,  having  sufiered  for  many  years  from,  de- 
rangement of  the  digestive  organs,  for  which  periiaps  a 
moderate  use  of  fermented  liquors  would  have  been  prefera- 
ble to  abstinence,  solaced  only  by  the  intense  tincture  of  tea 
in  which  he  found  refuge,  worn  out  at  last,  died  on  the  18th 
of  Septemher,  1830,  at  the  age  of  fifty-two.  Lamb  fre- 
quently visited  him  during  his  sufferings,  which  were  not,  as 
has  been  erroneously  suggested,  aggravated  hy  the  ■want  of 
needful  comforts  ;  for,  although  hie  careless  habits  had  left 
no  provision  for  sickness,  his  friends  gladly  acknowledged, 
by  their  united  aid,  the  deep  inteUectual  obligations  due  to 
the  great  thinker.  In  a  moment  of  acute  pain,  when  the 
ncedleBa  apprehension  for  the  future  rushed  upon  him,  he 
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dictated  a  brief  and  peremptory  letter  to  the  editor  of  the 
"  Edinburgh  Iteview,"  requiring  a  considerable  remittance, 
to  which  he  had  no  claim  but  fliat  of  former  remunerated 
services,  which  tlie  friend,  who  obeyed  his  bidding,  feared 
might  excite  displeasure  ;  but  he  mistook  Francis  Jeffrey ; 
the  sum  demanded  was  received  by  return  of  post,  with 
the  most  anxious  wishes  for  Hazlitt's  recovery — just  too 
late  for  him  to  understand  his  error.  Lamb  joined  a  few 
friends  in  attending  his  funeral  in  the  church-yaid  of  St. 
Anne's,  Soho,  where  he  was  interred,  and  felt  his  loss,  not 
so  violently  at  the  time,  as  mournfully  in  the  frequent  re- 
currence of  the  sense  that  a  chief  source  of  intellectual 
pleasure  was  stopped.  His  personal  frailties  ate  nothing 
to  us  now ;  his  thoughts  survive ;  in  them  we  have  his  bet- 
ter part  entire,  and  in  them  must  be  traced  his  true  history. 
The  real  events  of  his  life  are  not  to  be  traced  in  its  exter- 
nal changes  ;  as  his  engagement  by  the  "  Morning  Chroni- 
cle," or  his  transfer  of  his  services  to  the  "  Times,"  or  hia 
introduction  to  the  "Edinburgh  Review;"  but  in  the  prog- 
ress and  development  of  hia  fine  understanding  as  nurtured, 
and  checked,  and  swayed  by  his  affections.  His  warfare 
was  within  j  its  spoils  are  ours. 

One  of  the  soundest  and  most  elegant  scholars  whom  the 
school  of  Christ's  Hospital  ever  produced,  Mr.  Thomas 
Barnes,  was  a  frequent  guest  at  Lamb's  chambers  in  the 
Temple  ;  and  though  the  responsibilities  he  undertook  be- 
fore Lamb  quitted  that,  his  happiest  abode,  prevented  him 
from  visiting  often  at  Great  Russell-street,  at  Islington,  or 
Enfield,  ho  was  always  ready  to  assist  by  the  kind  word  of 
the  powerful  journal  in  which  he  became  most  potent,  tho 
expanding  reputation  of  his  schoolmate  and  friend.  After 
cstahlishing  a  high  social  and  intellectual  character  at  Cam- 
bridge, he  had  entered  the  legal  profession  as  a  special 
pleader,  ^"^  "^^^  prevented  from  applying  the  needful  de- 
votion to  that  laborious  pursuit  by  violent  rheumatic  affec- 
tions, which  he  solaced  by  writing  critiques  and  essays  of 
rare  merit.  So  shattered  did  he  appear  in  health,  that 
when  his  friends  learned  that  he  had  accepted  the  editor- 
ship of  the  "  Times"  newspaper,  they  almost  shuddered  at 
the  attempt  as  suicidal,  and  anticipateil  a  epeedy  ruin  to 
his  constitution  from  the  pressure  of  constant  labour  and 
anxiety  on  the  least  healthful  hours  of  toil.  But  he  had 
judged  better  than  they  of  his  own  physical  and  intellect- 
ual resources,  and  the  mode  in  which  the  grave  responsi- 
bility and  constant  exertion  of  his  office  would  affect  both  ; 
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for  the  regular  effort  consolidated  his  feverish  strength,  gave 
evenness  and  tranquillity  to  a  life  of  serious  exertion,  and 
supplied,  for  ma  y  jears  power  equal  to  the  perpetual  de- 
mand ;  afiord  ng  a  str  k  ng  example  how,  when  finely  at- 
tuned, the  m  nd  can  fluence  the  body  to  its  uses.  The 
facile  adiptat  on  of  h  s  intellect  to  his  new  duties  was 
scarcely  less  remarkahle  than  the  mastery  it  achieved  over 
his  desultory  hab  ts  and  i  hysical  infirmities  ;  for,  until  then, 
it  had  seemed  more  irehned  than  vigorous — more  elegant 
than  weighty — too  fastidious  to  endure  the  supervision  and 
arrangement  of  innumerable  reports,  paragraphs,  and  es- 
says ;  but,  while  a  scholarly  grace  was  shed  by  him  through 
all  he  wrote  or  moulded,  iJie  needful  vigour  was  never 
wanting  to  thn  high  office  of  superinteuding  the  great  daily 
miracle;  to  the  discipline  of  its  various  contributors;  or  to 
the  composition  of  articles  which  ho  was  always  ready,  on 
the  instant  of  emergency,  to  supply. 

Mr.  Barnes,  linked  by  school  associations  with  Leigh 
Hunt,  filled  the  theatrical  department  of  criticism  in  the 
"  Examiner"  during  the  period  when  the  Editor's  imprison- 
ment for  alleged  libel  on  the  Prince  Regent  precluded  his 
attendance  on  the  theatres.  It  was  no  easy  office  of  friend- 
ship to  supply  the  place  of  Hunt  in  the  department  of  crit- 
icism he  may  be  almost  said  to  have  invented ;  but  Mi. 
Barnes,  though  in  a  different  style,  well  sustained  the  at- 
tractions of  the  "  Theatrical  Examiner."  Fortunately,  the 
appearance  of  Mr.  Kean  during  this  interval  enabled  him 
to  gratify  the  profound  enthusiasm  of  his  nature,  without 
doing  violence  to  the  fastidious  taste  to  which  it  was  usu- 
ally subjected.  He  perceived  at  once  the  vivid  energy  of 
the  new  actor ;  understood  his  faults  to  be  better  than  the 
excellences  of  ordinary  aspirants ;  and  hailed  him  with 
the  most  generous  praise — the  more  valuable  as  it  proceed- 
ed from  one  rarely  induced  to  render  applause,  and  never 
yielding  it  except  on  the  conviction  of  true  excellence. 
Hazlitt,  who  contributed  theatrical  criticism,  at  the  same 
time,  to  the  "  Morning  Chronicle,"  and  who  astounded  the 
tame  mediocrity  of  Mr.  Perry's  subordinates  by  his  earnest 
eulogy,  and  Barnes  had  the  satisfaction  of  first  appreciating 
this  unfriended  performer,  and,  while  many  were  offended 
by  the  daring  novelty  of  his  style,  and  more  stood  aloof 
with  fashionable  indifference  from  a  deserted  theatre,  of 
awakening  that  spirit  which  retrieved  the  fortunes  of  Old 
Drury — which  revived,  for  a  brilliant  interval,  the  interest 
of  the  English  stage,  and  which  bore  the  actor  on  a  tide  of 
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intoxicating  success  that  "  know  no  retiting  ebb"  till  it  was 
unhappily  checked  by  his  own  lamentable  frailties.* 

The  manners  of  Mr.  Barnes,  though  extremely  courteous, 
■were  so  reserved  as  to  soem.  cold  to  strangers ;  but  they 
were  changed,  as  by  magic,  by  the  contemplation  of  moral 
or  intellectual  beauty,  awakened  in.  a  small  circle.  I  well 
remember  him,  late  one  evening  in  the  year  1816,  when 
only  two  or  three  friends  remained  with  Lamb  and  his  sis- 
ter, long  after  "  we  had  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight," 
holding  inveterate  but  delighted  controversy  with  Lamb 
respecting  the  tragic  power  of  Dante  as  compared  with 
that  of  Shakspeare.  Bante  was  scarcely  known  to  Lamb, 
for  he  was  unable  to  read  the  original,  and  Gary's  noble 
translation  was  not  then  known  to  him  ;  and  Barnes  aspired 
to  the  glory  of  affording  him  a  glimpse  of  a  kindred  great- 
ness in  the  mighty  Italian  with  that  which  he  had  conceived 
incapable  of  human  rivalry.  The  face  of  the  advocate  of 
Dante,  heavy  when  in  repose,  grew  bright  with  earnest  ad- 
miration as  he  quoted  images,  sentiments,  dialogues,  against 
Lamb,  who  had  taken  his  own  immortal  stand  on  Lear,  and 
urged  the  supremacy  of  the  child-changed  father  against  all 
the  possible  Ugolinos  of  the  world.  Some  reference  having 
been  made  by  Lamb  to  his  own  exposition  of  Lear,  which 
had  been  recently  published  in  a  magazine,  edited  by  Leigh 
Hunt,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Reflector,"  touched  another 
and  a  tenderer  string  of  feeling,  turned  a  little  the  course 

'  As  tho  esHiiys  of  Mr.  Barnes  have  never  been  colleeled,  I  late  leare  Ii> 
[ircsent  to  llie  teadei  the  conclusion  of  his  snide  in  the  "  Eraminet"  of 
February  S7th,  18H,  on  the  firjl  appearance  of  Mr.  Kean  in  Richard: 

"  Jn  the  heroic  parta,  he  animated  evety  spectator  with  his  own  feelings ; 
when  he  eiclaimed  'that  a  ihnusaod  hearts  were  swelling  in  his  bosom,' 
the  house  shouted  to  express  their  Rccordance  to  a  truth  so  nobly  eiempli- 
fied  by  the  energy  of  his  voice,  by  the  grandeur  of  his  mien.  His  death- 
scene  was  the  grandest  conception,  and  executed  in  the  most  impressive 
manner;  it  was  apiece  of  noble  poetry,  eipressed  by  notion  inslead  of  lan- 
guage. He  lights  desperately  :  he  is  disarmed  and  exhausted  of  all  bodily 
strength:  he  disdains  to  fall,  and  his  strongrolilion  keeps  him  standing:  he 
files  that  head,  full  of  intellectual  and  heroic  power,  directly  on  the  enemy : 
he  bears  up  his  chest  with  an  expression  which  seems  swelling  with  moro 

of  his  conqueior.  But  he  is  but  man.  and  he  falls  after  this  sublime  effort 
senseless  to  the  ground.  We  have  felt  out  eyes  gush  on  reading  a  passage 
of  exquisite  poetry.     We  hate  been  ready  to  leap  at  sight  of  a  noble  pic- 

than  were  kindled  by  the  novel  sublimity  of  this  catastrophe,    in  matters 

loom  to  doubt,  no  reason  could  be  imprudent  enough  to  hesitate.  Every 
heart  beat  an  echo  responsive  to  this  call  of  elevated  nature,  and  yeamed 
with  fondness  toward  the  man  who,  while  he  excited  admiration  for  himself, 
■      '  eriority.  I*. 
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of  his  enthusiasm  the  more  to  inflame  it,  and  brought  out  a 
burst  of  affectioaate  admiration  for  liis  friend,  then  scarcely 
known,  to  the  world,  which  was  the  more  striking  for  ita 
contrast  with  his  usually  sedate  demeanour.  I  think  1  see 
him  now,  leaning  forward  upon  the  little  table  on  which 
the  candles  were  just  expiring  in  their  sockets,  his  fists 
clenched,  his  eyes  flashing,  and  his  face  bathed  in  perspi- 
ration, exclaiming  to  Lamb,  "  And  do  I  not  know,  my  boy, 
that  you  have  written  about  Shakspeare,  and  Sfaakspeare's 
own.  Lear,  finer  than  any  one  ever  did  in  the  world,  and 
won't  I  let  the  world  know  it  V  He  was  right ;  there  is 
no  criticism  in  the  world  more  worthy  of  the  genius  it  esti- 
mates than  that  little  passage  referred  to  on  Lear  ;  few  felt 
it  then  like  Barnes ;  thousands  have  read  it  since  here,  and 
tens  of  thousands  in  America,  and  have  felt  as  he  did ; 
and  will  answer  for  the  truth  of  that  excited  hour. 

Mr.  Barnes  combined  singular  acutenesa  of  understanding 
with  remarkable  simplicity  of  character.  If  he  was  skilful 
in  finding  out  those  who  duped  others,  he  made  some 
amends  to  the  world  of  sharpers  by  being  abundantly  duped 
himself.  He  might  caution  the  public  to  be  on  their  guard 
against  impostors  of  every  kind,  but  bia  heart  was  open  to 
every  species  of  delusion  which  came  in  the  shape  of  mis- 
cry.  Poles — real  and  theatrical — refugees,  pretenders  of 
all  kinds,  found  their  way  to  the  "  Times"  inner  office,  and 
though  the  inexorable  editor  excluded  their  lucubrations 
from  the  precious  space  of  its  columns,  he  rarely  omitted 
to  make  them  amends  fey  large  contributions  from  hia  purse- 
The  intimate  acquaintance  with  all  the  varieties  of  life 
forced  on  hira  by  his  position  in  the  midst  of  a  moving 
epitome  of  the  world,  which  vividly  reflected  them  all, 
failed  to  teach  him  distrust  or  discretion.  He  was  a  child 
in  the  centre  of  the  most  feverish  agitations  ;  a  dupe  in  the 
midst  of  the  quickest  apprehensions  ;  and  while,  with  un- 
bending pride,  he  repelled  the  slightest  interference  with 
his  high  functions  from  tlie  greatest  quarters,  he  was  open 
to  every  tale  from  the  lowest  which  could  win  from  him 
personal  aid.  Rarely  as  he  was  seen  in  his  later  years  in 
Lamb's  circle,  he  is  indestructibly  associated  with  it  in  the 
recollection  of  the  few  survivors  of  its  elder  days;  and  they 
will  lament  with  me  that  the  influences  for  good  which  he 
shed  largely  oa  all  the  departments  of  busy  life,  should 
have  necessarily  left  behind  them  such  slender  memorials 
of  one  of  the  kindest,  the  wisest,  and  the  best  of  men  who 
have  over  enjoyed  signal  opportunities  of  moulding  public 
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opinion,  and  who  have  turned  them  to  the  nohlest  and  the 
purest  uses. 

Among  Lamh's  early  acquaintances  and  constant  admt- 
rera  was  an  artist  whose  checkered  career  and  melancholy 
death  gave  an  interest  to  the  recollections  with  -which  he 
is  linked  independent  of  that  which  helongs  to  his  pictures 
— Benjamin  Robert  Havdon.  The  ruling  misfortune  of 
his  life  was  somewhat  akin  to  that  disproportion  in  Hazlitt'a 
mind  to  which  I  have  adverted,  but  productive  in  his  case 
of  more  disastrous  results — the  possession  of  two  different 
faculties  not  harmonized  into  one,  and  struggling  for  mas- 
tery— in  that  disarrangement  of  the  faculties  in  which  the 
unproductive  talent  becomes  not  a  mere  negative,  but  neu- 
tralizes the  other,  and  even  turns  its  good  into  evil.  Hay- 
don,  the  son  of  a  respectable  tradesman  at  Plymouth,  was 
endowed  with  two  capacities,  cither  of  which,  exclusively 
cultivated  with  the  energy  of  his  disposition,  might  have 
led  to  fortune — the  genius  of  a  painter,  and  the  passionate 
logic  of  a  controversialist ;  talents  scarcely  capable  of  being 
blended  in  harmonious  action  except  under  the  auspices  of 
prosperity  such  aa  should  satisfy  the  artist  by  fame,  and 
appease  the  literary  combatant  by  triumph. 

The  combination  of  a  turbulent  vivacity  of  mind  with  a. 
fine  aptitude  for  the  most  serene  of  arts  was  rendered  more 
infelicitous  by  the  circumstances  of  the  young  painter's 
early  career.  He  was  destined  painfully  to  work  his  way  at 
oace  through  the  lower  elements  of  his  art  and  the  diifi- 
culties  of  adverse  fortune  ;  and  though  by  indomitable  cour- 
age and  unwearied  industry  he  became  master  of  anatomic 
science,  of  colouring,  and  of  perspective,  and  achieved  a  po- 
sition in  which  his  efforts  might  be  fairly  presented  to  the 
notice  of  the  world,  his  impetuous  temperament  was  yet 
farther  ruffled  by  the  arduous  and  complicated  struggle. 
With  boundless  intellectual  ambition,  he  sought  to  excel  in 
the  loftiest  department  of  his  art,  and  undertook  the  double 
responsibility  of  painting  great  pictures  and  of  creating  the 
taste  which  should  appreciate,  and  enforcing  the  patronage 
which  should  reward  them. 

The  patronage  of  high  art,  not  then  adopted  by  the  gov- 
ernment, and  far  beyond  the  means  of  individuals  of  the 
middle  class,  necessarily  appertained  to  a  few  members  of 
the  aristocracy,  who  alone  could  encourage  and  remunerate 
the  pMnters  of  history.  Although  the  beginning  of  Mr. 
Haydon's  career  was  not  uncheered  by  aristocratic  favour, 
the  contrast  between  the  greatness  of  his. own  conceptions 
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and  tke  humility  of  the  couree  which  prudeac 
as  necessary  to  ohtain  for  himself  the  means  of  developing 
them  on  canvass,  fevered  his  nature,  which,  ardent  in  grat- 
itude for  the  appieciatioR  and  assistance  of  the  wealthy  to 
a  degree  which  might  even,  be  mistaken  for  servihty,  was 
also  impatient  of  the  general  indifference  to  the  cause  of 
which  he  sought  to  ho,  not  only  the  omaioent,  hut,  unhap- 
pily for  him,  also  the  champion.  Alas !  he  there  "  per- 
ceived a,  divided  duty."  Had  he  been  contented  silently 
to  paint — to  endure  obscurity  and  privation,  for  a  while, 
gradually  to  mature  his  powers  of  execution  and  soften  the 
rigour  of  his  style  and  of  his  virtue,  he  might  have  achieved 
works  not  only  as  vast  in  outline  and  as  beautiful  in  por- 
tions as  those  which  he  exhibited,  hut  so  harmonious  in 
their  excellences  as  to  charm  away  opposition,  and  insure 
speedy  reputation,moderate  fortune,  and  lasting  fame.  But 
resolved  to  battle  for  that  which  he  believed  to  he  "  the 
right,"  he  rushed  into  a  life-long  contest  with  the  Royal 
Academy,  frequently  suspended  the  gentle  labours  of  the 
pencil  for  the  vehement  use  of  the  pen,  and  thus  gave  to 
his  course  an  air  of  defiance,  which  prevented  the  calm  ap- 
preciation of  his  nobler  works,  and  increased  the  mischief 
by  reaction.  Indignant  of  the  scorns  "that  patient  merit 
of  the  unworthy  takes,"  he  sometimes  fancied  scorns  which 
impatient  merit  in  return  imputes  to  the  worthy ;  and  thus, 
instead  of  enjoying  the  most  tranquil  of  lives  {which  a 
painter's  should  be),  led  one  of  the  most  animated,  restless, 
and  broken.  The  necessary  con sequenpe  of  this  dispropor- 
tion was  a  series  of  pecuniary  embarrassments,  the  direct 
result  of  his  struggle  with  fortune  ;  a  succession  of  fever- 
ish triumphs  and  disappointments,  the  fruits  of  his  contest 
with  power ;  and,  worse  perhaps  than  either,  the  frequent 
diversion  of  his  own  genius  from  its  natural  course,  and  the 
hurried  and  imperfect  development  of  its  most  majestic 
conceptions.  To  paint  as  finely  as  he  sometimes  did  in  the 
rufiled  pauses  of  his  passionate  controversy,  and  amid  the 
terrors  of  impending  want,  was  to  display  large  innate  re- 
sources of  skill  and  high  energy  of  mind  ;  but  how  much 
more  unquestionable  fame  might  he  have  attained  if  his 
disposition  had  permitted  him  to  be  content  with  charming 
the  world  of  art,  instead  of  attempting  also  to  instruct  or 
reform  it. 

Mr.  Haydon's  course,  though  thus  troubled,  was  one  of 
constant  animation,  and  illustrated  by  hours  of  triumph, 
the  more  radiant  because  they  were  snatched  from  adverea 
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fortune  and  a  reluctant  people.  The  exhibition  of  a  single 
picture  by  an  artist  at  war  with  the  Academy,  which  ex- 
hibited a  thouEand  pictures  at  the  same  price— creating  a 
sensation  not  only  among  artists  and  patrons  of  art,  but 
among  the  most  secluded  literary  circles,  and  engaging  the 
highest  powers  of  criticism — was  itself  a  splendid  occur- 
rence in  life  ;  and  twice  at  least — in  the  instance  of  the 
Entry  into  Jerusalem  and  the  Lazarus — was  crowned  with 
signal  success.  It  was  a  proud  moment  for  the  daring 
painter  when,  at  the  opening  of  the  first  of  these  exhibi- 
tions, while  the  crowd  of  visitors,  distinguished  in  rank 
or  talent,  stood  doubting  whether,  in.  the  countenance  of 
the  chief  figure,  the  daring  attempt  to  present  an  aspect 
differing  from  that  which  had  cnliindled  the  devotion  of 
ages  —  to  mingle  the  human  with  the  divine,  resolution 
with  sweetness,  dignified  composure  with  the  anticipation 
of  mighty  sufiering — had  not  failed,  Mrs.  Siddons  walked 
slowly  up  to  the  centre  of  the  room,  surveyed  it  in  silence 
for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then  ejaculated,  in  her  deep,  low, 
thrilling  voice,  "  It  is  perfect !"  quelled  all  opposition,  and 
removed  the  doubt,  from  his  own  mind  at  least,  forever. 

Although  the  great  body  of  artists  to  whose  corporate 
power  Mr.  Haydon  was  so  passionately  opposed  naturally 
stood  aside  from  his  path,  it  was  cheered  by  the  attention 
and  often  by  the  applause  of  the  chief  literary  spirits  of  the 
age,  who  were  attracted  by  a  fierce  intellectual  stniggle. 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  Wordsworth,  Hazlitt,  Godwin,  Shelley, 
Hunt,  Coleridge,  Lamb,  Keats,  and  many  young  writers  for 
penodicalworks,int!iefreshness  of  unhackneyed  authorship, 
took  an  interest  in  a  course  so  gallant  though  so  troubious, 
whicb.  excited  their  sympathy,  yet  did  not  force  them  to  the 
irksome  duty  of  unq^ualified  praise.  Almost  in  the  outset 
of  his  career,  Wordsworth  addressed  to  him  a  sonnet,  in  he- 
roic strain,  associating  the  artist's  calling  with  his  own — 
making  common  cause  with  him, "  while  the  whole  world 
seemed  adverse  to  desert ;"  admonishing  him  "  still  to  be 
strenuous  for  the  bright  reward,  and  in  the  soul  admit  of 
no  decay ;"  and  long  after,  when  the  poet  had,  by  a  wiser 
perseverance,  gradually  created  the  taste  which  appreciated 
his  works,  he  celebrated,  in  another  sonnet,  the  fine  autum- 
nal conception  in  the  picture  of  Napoleon  on  the  rock  of  St. 
Helena,  with  his  back  to  the  spectator,  contemplating  the 
blank  sea,  left  desolate  by  the  sunken  sun.  The  conquer- 
or of  Napoleon  also  recognized  the  artist's  claims,  and  sup- 
plied him  with  another  great  subject  in  the  contemplation 
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of  the  solitude  of  Waterloo  by  its  hero  ten  years  after  the 
victory. 

Mr.  Haydon's  vividness  of  mind  hurst  out  in  his  conversa- 
tion, ■which,  though  Boraewhat  broken  and  tugged,  like  his 
career,  had  also,  like  that,  a  vein,  of  beauty  streaking  it. 
Having  associated  with  moEt  of  the  remarkable  persons  of 
his  time,  and  seen  strange  varieties  of  "  many-coloured  life" 
— gifted  with  a  rapid  perception  of  ciaracter,  and  a  paint- 
er's eye  for  eflect— he  was  able  to  hit  off,  with  startling  fa- 
cility, sketches  in  words  which  lived  before  the  hearer.  His 
anxieties  and  sorrows  did  not  destroy  the  buoyancy  of  his 
spirits,  or  rob  the  convivial  moment  of  its  prosperity,  so  that 
he  struggled,  and  toiled,  and  laughed,  and  triumphed,  and 
failed,  and  hoped  on,  till  the  waning  of  life  approached,  and 
found  him  still  in  opposition  to  the  world,  and  far  from  the 
threshold  of  fortune.  The  object  of  his  literary  exertions 
was  partially  attained :  the  national  attention  had  been 
directed  to  high  art,  but  ho  did  not  personally  share  in  the 
benefits  he  had  greatly  contributed  to  win.  Even  his  car- 
toon of  the  Cuise  in  Paradise  failed  to  obtain  a  prize  when 
he  entered  the  arena  with  unfledged  youths  for  competi- 
tors ;  and  the  desertion  of  the  exhibition  of  his  two  pictures 
of  Aristides  and  Kero,  at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  by  the  public, 
for  the  neighbouring  exposure  of"  the  clever  manikin.  Gen- 
eral Tom  Thumb,  quite  vanquished  him.  It  was  indeed  a 
melancholy  contrast:  the  unending  snccession  of  bright 
crowds  thronging  the  levees  of  the  small  abortion,  and  the 
dim  and  dusty  room  in  which  the  two  latest  historical  pic- 
tures of  the  veteran  hung  for  hours  without  a  visitor.  Op- 
position, abuse,  even  neglect,  he  could  have  borne,  but  tho 
sense  of  ridicule  involved  in  such  a  juxtaposition  drove  him 
to  despair.  No  one  who  knew  him  ever  apprehended  from 
his  disasters  such  a  catastrophe  as  that  which  closed  them. 
He  had  always  cherished  a  belief  in  the  religion  of  our 
Church,  and  avowed  it  among  scoiEng  unbelievers;  and 
that  belief  he  asserted  even  in  tho  wild  fragments  he  pen- 
ned in  his  last  terrible  hour.  His  friends  thought  that  even 
the  sense  of  the  injustice  of  the  world  would  have  contrib- 
uted, with  his  undimmed  consciousness  of  his  own  powers, 
;o  enable  him  to  endure.  -  In  his  domestic  relations  also  ho 
*as  happy,  blessed  in  the  affection  of  a  wife  of  great  beau- 
y  and  equal  discretion,  who,  by  gentler  temper  and  serener 
wisdom  than  his  own,  had  assisted  and  soothed  him  in  all 
his  anxieties  and  griefs,  and  whose  image  was  so  identified 
in  hia  mind  with  the  beautiful  as  to  impress  its  character 
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on  all  the  forms  of  female  loveliness  lie  had  created.  Those 
who  knew  him  best  feci  the  strongest  assurance  that,  not- 
withstanding the  appearances  of  preparation  which  attend- 
ed his  extraordinary  suicide,  his  mind  was  shattered  to 
pieces — all  distorted  and  broken — with  only  one  feeling 
]eft  entire,  tlie  perversion  of  which,  led  to  the  deed,  a  hope 
to  awaken  sympathy  in  death  for  those  whom  living  he 
could  not  shelter.  The  last  hurried  lines  he  wrote,  entitled 
"  Haydon's  last  Thoughts,"  consisted  of  a  fevered  compari- 
son between  the  Duke  of  "Wellington  and  Hapoleon,  in 
which  he  seemed  to  wish  to  repair  some  supposed  injustice 
which  in  speech  or  writing  he  had  done  to  the  Conqueror. 
It  was  inclosed  in  a  letter  addressed  to  three  friends,  writ- 
ten in  the  hour  of  his  death,  and  containing  sad  fragment- 
al  memorials  of  those  passionate  hopes,  fierce  struggles, 
and  bitter  disappointments  which  brought  him  through  dis- 
traction to  the  grave. 

A  visit  of  Coleridge  was  always  regarded  by  Lanib  as 
an  opportunity  to  afford  a  rare  gratification  to  a  few  friends, 
who  lie  knew  would  prize  it ;  and  I  well  remember  the 
flush  of  prideful  pleasure  which  came  over  his  face  as  he 
would  hurry,  on  his  way  to  the  India  House,  into  the  office 
in  which  I  was  a  pupil,  and  stammer  out  the  welcome  in- 
vitation for  the  evening.  This  was  true  self-sacrifice  ;  for 
Lamb  would  have  infinitely  preferred  having  his  inspired 
friend  to  himself  and  his  sister  for  a  brief  renewal  of  the 
old  Salutation  delights  ;  but,  I  believe,  he  never  permitted 
himself  to  enjoy  this  exclusive  treat.  The  pleasure  he  con- 
fened  was  great ;  for  of  all  celebrated  persons  I  ever  saw, 
Coleridge  alone  surpassed  the  expectation  created  by  his 
writings  ;  for  he  not  only  was,  but  appeared  to  he,  greater 
than  the  noblest  things  he  had  written. 

Lamb  used  to  speak,  sometimes  with  a  moistened  eye 
and  quivering  lip,  of  Coleridge  when  young,  and  wish  that 
we  could  have  seen  him  in  the  spring-time  of  his  genius, 
at  a  supper  in  the  little  sanded  parlour  of  the  old  Saluta- 
tion hostel.  The  promise  of  those  days  was  never  realized 
by  the  execution  of  any  of  the  mighty  works  he  planned ; 
but  the  very  failure  gave  a  sort  of  mournful  interest  to  the 
"large  discourse,  looking  before  and  after,"  to  which  we 
were  enchanted  listeners ;  to  the  wisdom  which  lives  only 
in  our  memories,  and  must  perish  with  them. 

From  Coleridge's  early  works,  some  notion  may  be 
gleaned  of  what  he  was ;  when  the  steep  ascent  of  fame 
rose  directly  before  him,  while  he  might  loiter  to  dally  with 
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the  expectation  of  its  Bummit,  without  ignobly  shrinking 
from  its  lahours.  His  endowments  at  that  time — the  closu 
of  the  last  century — when  literature  had  faded  into  a  fash- 
ion of  poor  language,  must  have  seemed,  to  a  mind  and 
heart  like  Lamb's,  no  less  thau  miraculous. 

A  rich  store  of  classical  knowledge  ;  a  sense  of  the  beau- 
tiful, almost  verging  on  the  effeminate  ;  a  facile  power  of 
melody,  varying  from  the  solemn  stops  of  the  organ  to  a 
bird-like  flutter  of  airy  sound  ;  the  glorious  faculty  of  poetic 
hope,  exerted  on  human  pnospects,  and  presenting  its  re- 
sults with  the  vividness  of  prophecy— a  power  of  imagina- 
tive reasoning  which  peopled  the  nearer  ground  of  contem- 
plation with  thoughts 

"  All  plumed  like  oafriches,  like  eagles  bathed. 
As  full  of  spirit  88  the  month  of  May, 

endowed  the  author  of  "  The  Ancient  Mariner"  and  "  Chris- 
tabel."  Thus  gifted,  he  glided  from  youth  into  manhood,  as 
a  fairy  voyager  on  a  summer  sea,  to  eddy  round  and  round  in 
dazzling  circles,  and  to  make  little  progress,  at  last,  towards 
any  of  those  thousand  mountain -summits  which,  glorified 
by  aerial  tints,  rose  before  him  at  the  extreme  verge  of  the 
vast  horizon  of  his  genius.  "  The  Ancient  Mariner,"  print- 
ed with  the  "  Lyrical  Ballads,"  one  of  his  earliest  works,  is 
still  his  finest  poem — at  once  the  most  vigorous  in  design  and 
chaste  in  execution — developing  the  intensest  human  affec- 
tion, amid  the  wildest  scenery  of  a  poet's  dream.  Nothing 
was  too  bright  to  hope  from  such  a  dawn.  The  mind  of 
Coleridge  seemed  the  harbinger  of  the  golden  years  his  en- 
thusiasm predicted  and  painted — of  those  days  of  peace  on 
earth  and  good-will  among  men  which  the  best  and  great- 
est minds  have  rejoiced  to  anticipate — and  the  earnest  be- 
lief in  which  is  better  than  all  frivolous  enjoyments,  all 
worldly  wisdom,  all  worldly  success.  And  if  the  noon- 
tide of  his  genius  did  not  fulfil  his  youth's  promise  of 
manly  vigour,  nor  the  setting  of  his  earthly  life  honour  it 
by  an  answering  serenity  of  greatness,  they  still  have  left 
ua  abundant  reason  to  he  grateful  that  the  glorious  frag- 
ments of  his  mighty  and  imperfect  being  were  ours.  Cloud 
after  cloud  of  German  metaphysics  rolled  before  his  imag- 
ination, which  it  had  power  to  irradiate  with  fantastic 
beauty,  and  to  break  into  a  thousand  shifting  forms  of 
grandeur,  though  not  to  conquer ;  mist-after  mist  ascended 
from  those  streams  where  earth  and  sky  should  have 
sno  imagery,  and  were  turned  by  its  obscured 


Hcssdb,  Google 


COLERIDGE. 

glory  to  radiant  haze  ;  indulgence  in  the  fearful  luxury  of 
that  talismanic  drug,  which  opens  glittering  scenes  of  fan- 
tastic beauty  on  the  waking  sou!  to  leave  it  in  arid  desola- 
tion, too  often  veiled  it  in  partial  eclipse,  and  blended  fit- 
ful light  with  melancholy  blackness  over  its  vast  domain ; 
but  the  great  central  light  remained  unquenched,  and  cast 
its  gleams  through  every  department  of  human  knowl- 
edge- A  boundless  capacity  to  receive  and  retain  intellectu- 
al treasures  made  him  the  possessor  of  vaster  stores  of  lore, 
elass  cal  ant  quarian,  historical,  biblical,  and  miscellane- 
o  s  than  ivere  ever  vouchsafed,  at  least  ia  our  time,  to  a, 
mortal  be  ng  goodly  structures  of  diviiie  philosophy  rose 
before  h  m  1  ke  exhalations  on  the  table-land  of  that  his 
prodig  ous  knowledge  ;  but,  alas  !  there  was  a  deficiency 
oi  the  po  ver  of  voluntary  action  which  would  have  left  him 
unable  to  embody  the  shapes  of  a  shepherd's  dreams,  and 
made  him  feeble  as  an  infant  before  the  overpowering 
majesty  of  his  own  I  Honco  his  literary  life  became  one 
splendid  and  sad  prospectus,  resembling  only  the  portal  of 
a  mighty  temple  which  it  was  forbidden  us  to  enter,  but 
whence  strains  of  rich  music  issuing  "took  the  prisoned  soul 
and  lapped  it  in  Elysium,"  and  fragments  of  oracular  wis- 
dom startled  the  thought  they  could  not  satisfy. 

Hence  the  riches  of  his  mind  were  developed,  not  in 
writing,  but  in  his  speech — conversation  I  can  scarcely  call 
it — which  no  one  who  once  heard  can  ever  forget.  Unable 
to  work  in  solitade,  he  sought  the  gentle  stimulus  of  social 
admiration,  and  under  its  influence  poured  forth,  without 
stint,  the  marvellous  resources  of  a  mind  rich  in  the  spoils 
of  time — richer — richer  far  in  its  own  glorious  imagination 
and  delicate  fancy !  There  was  a  noble  prodigality  in  these 
outpourings  ;  a  generous  disdain  of  self;  an  earnest  desire 
to  scatter  abroad  the  seeds  of  wisdom  and  beauty,  to  take 
root  wherever  they  might  fall,  and  spring  up  without  bear- 
ing his  name  or  impress,  which  might  remind  the  listener 
of  the  first  days  of  poetry  before  it  became  individualized 
by  the  press,  when  the  Homeric  rhapsodist  wandered 
through  new-born  cities  and  scattered  hovels,  flashing  upon 
the  minds  of  the  wondering  audience  the  bright  train  of 
heroic  shapes,  the  series  of  godlike  exploits,  and  sought  no 
record  more  enduring  than  the  fleshly  tablets  of  his  hear- 
ers' hearts  ;  no  memory  but  that  of  genial  tradition ;  when 
copyright  did  not  ascertain  the  reciter's  property,  nor  mar- 
ble at  once  perpetuate  and  shed  chlUiness  on  his  fame  ; 
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"  Hia  boiinly  was  as  laiindlcss  as  live  sea, 
His  love  as  deep." 

Like  the  ocean,  in  all  its  variety  of  gentle  moods,  his  dis- 
course petpetually  ebbed  and  flowed — nothing  in  it  angu- 
lar, nothing  of  set  purpose,  but  now  trembling  as  the  voice 
of  divine  philosophy,  "  not  harsh  nor  crabbed,  as  dull  fools 
suppose,  hut  TOusical  as  is  Apollo's  lute,"  was  wafted  over 
the  aummer  wave  ;  now  glistening  in  long  line  of  light  over 
some  obscure  subject,  like  the  path  of  moonlight  on  the 
black  water  ;  and,  if  ever  receding  from  the  shore,  driven 
by  some  sudden  gust  of  inapiratioa,  disclosing  the  treasures 
of  the  deep,  like  the  rich  atrond  in  Spenser,  "  far-sunken 
in  their  aualesa  treasuries,"  to  be  covered  anon  by  the  foam 
of  the  same  immortal  tide.  The  benignity  of  lus  manner 
befitted  the  beauty  of  his  diaquisitiona  ;  his  voice  rose  from 
the  gentlest  pitch  of  conveiaatioa  to  the  height  of  impas- 
sioned eloquence  without  effort,  as  hia  language  expanded 
from  some  common  topic  of  the  day  to  the  loftiest  abstrac- 
tions ;  ascending  by  a  winding  track  of  spiral  glory  to  tho 
highest  truths  which  the  naked  eye  could  discern,  and  sug- 
gesting starry  regions  beyond,  which  his  own  telescopic  gaze 
might  possibly  decipher.  If  hia  entranced  hearers  oftea 
were  unable  to  perceive  the  bearings  of  his  argument — too 
mighty  for  any  grasp  but  his  own,  and  sometimes  reaching 
beyond  hia  own — they  Understood  "  a  beauty  in  the  words, 
if  not  the  words  ;"  and  a  wisdom  and  piety  in  the  illustra- 
tions, even  when  unable  to  connect  them  with  tho  idea 
which  he  desired  to  illustrate.  If  an  entire  scheme  of  mor- 
al philosophy  was  never  developed  by  him  either  in  speak- 
ing or  writing,  all  the  parta  were  great:  vast  biblical  knowl- 
edge, though  sometimes  eddying  in  splendid  conjecture, 
was  always  employed  with  pious  reverence  ;  the  morality 
suggested  was  at  once  elevated  and  genial ;  the  charity 
hoped  all  things ;  and  the  mighty  imaginative  reasoner 
seemed  almost  to  realize  the  condition  suggested  by  the 
great  Apostle,  "  that  ho  understood  all  mysteries  and  all 
knowledge,  and  spake  with  the  tongues  both  of  men  and 

After  Coleridge  had  found  hia  laat  earthly  refuge,  under 
the  wise  and  generous  care  of  Mr.  Gilman,  at  Highgate,  he 
rarelyvisitedLamb,  and  my  opportunities  of  observing  him 
ceased.  From  those  who  were  more  favoured,  as  well  as 
from  the  fragments  I  have  seen  of  his  last  effusions,  I  know 
that,  amid  suffering  and  weakness,  his  mighty  mind  con- 
centrated its  cncrgiea  on  the  highest  subjects  which  had 
23* 
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ever  kiadled  tiiem ;  that  the  speculations,  which  some- 
times seemed  like  paradox,  because  tjieir  extent  was  too 
vast  to  he  comprehended  in  a  single  grasp  of  intellectual 
vision,  Tverc  informed  by  a  aerener  wisdom ;  that  his  per- 
ceptions pf  the  cential  truth  became  more  undivided,  and 
his  piety  more  profound  and  humble.  His  love  for  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb  continued,  to  the  last,  one  of  the  strongest 
of  his  human  affections — of  which,  by  the  kindness  of  a 
friend,*  I  possess  an  affecting  memorial  under  his  hand, 
written  in  the  margin  of  a.  volume  of  his"' Sybilline  Leaves," 
which,  after  his  life-long  habit,  ho  has  enriched  by  manu- 
script annotations.  The  poem,  beside  which  it  is  inscribed, 
is  entitled  "  The  Lime-Tree  Bower  my  Prison,"  composed 
by  the  poet  in  June,  1796,  when  Charles  and  Mary  Lamb, 
who  were  visiting  at  his  cottage  near  Bristol,  had  left  him  for 
a  waik,  which  an  accidental  lameness  prevented  him  from 
sharing.  The  visitors  are  not  indicated  by  the  poem,  except 
that  Charles  is  designated  by  the  epithet,  against  which  he 
jestingly  remonstrated,  as  "  gentle-hearted  Charles ;"  and 
is  represented  as  "  winning  his  way,  with  sad  and  patient 
soul,  through  evil  and  pain,  and  strange  calamity,"  Against 
the  title  is  written  as  follows  : 

CH.  &  MARY  LAMB, 
ilcac  to  my  licort,  yea. 

S.  T.  C.  Mt.  C3.     183-1. 


This  memorandum,  which  is  penned  with  remarkable 
neatness,  must  have  been  rodde  in  Coleridge's  last  illness, 
as  he  suffered  acutely  for  several  months  before  he  died,  in 
July  of  this  same  year,  1834.  What  a  space  did  that  thir- 
ty-seven years  of  fond  regard  for  the  brother  and  sister 
occupy  in  a  mind  like  Coleridge's,  peopled  with  immortal 
thoughts  which  might  multiply  in  the  true  time,  dialled  in 
heaven,  its  minutes  into  years  ! 

These  friends  of  Lamb's  whom  I  have  ventured  to  sketch 
in  companionship  with  him,  and  Southey  also,  whom  I  only 
once  saw,  are  all  gone,  and  others  of  less  note  in  the  world's 
eye  have  followed  them.  Among  those  of  the  old  set  who 
are  gone  is  Manning,  perhaps,  next  to  Coleridge,  the  dear- 
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est  of  them,  whom  Lamb  used  to  speak  of  as  marvellous 
in  a  tete-a-tete,  but  who,  in  company,  seemed  only  a  court- 
eous gentleman,  more  disposed  to  listen  than  to  talk.  In 
good  old  age  departed  Admiral  Burney,  frank-hearted  voy- 
ager with  Captain  Cook  round  the  world,  who  seemed  to 
unite  our  society  with  the  circle  over  which  Dr.  Johnson 
reigned ;  who  used  to  tell  of  school-days  under  the  tutelage 
of  Eugene  Atam ;  how  he  remembered  the  gentle  usher 
pacing  the  play-ground  arm-in-arm  with  some  one  of  the 
elder  boys,  and  seeking  relief  from  the  unsuspected  bur- 
then of  his  conscience  by  talking  of  strange  murders,  and 
how  he,  a  child,  had  shuddered  at  the  handcuffs  on  his 
teacher's  hands  when  taken  away  in  the  post-chaise  to 
prison ;  the  admiral  being  himself  the  centre  of  a  little 
circle  which  his  sister,  the  famous  authoress  of  "  Evelina," 
"  Cecilia,"  and  "  Camilla"  sometimes  graced.  John  Lamb, 
the  joviaE  and  burly,  who  dared  to  argue  with  Hazlitt  on 
questions  of  art;  Barron  Field,  who,  with  veneration  enough 
to  feel  all  the  despised  greatness  of  Wordsworth,  had  a 
sparkling  vivacity,  and,  connected  with  Lamb  by  the  link 
of  Christ's  Hospital  associations,  shared  largely  in  his  re- 
gard ;  Riokman,  the  sturdiest  of  jovial  companions,  severe 
in  the  discipline  of  whist  aa  at  the  table  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  of  which  he  was  the  principal  clerk ;  and  Al- 
sager,  so  calm,  so  bland,  so  considerate  —  all  are  gone. 
These  were  all  Temple  guests,  friends  of  Lamb's  early 
days  ;  but  the  companions  of  a  later  time,  who  first  met  in 
Groat  Russell-street,  or  Dalston,  or  Islington,  or  Enfield, 
have  been  woefully  thinned  :  Allan  Cunningham,  stalwart 
of  form  and  stout  of  heart  and  verse,  a  ruder  Burns  ;  Cary, 
Lamb's  "  plcasantest  of  clergymen,"  whose  sweetness  of 
disposition  and  manner  would  have  prevented  a  stranger 
from  guessing  that  he  was  the  poet  who  had  rendered  the 
adamantine  poetry  of  Dante  into  English  with  kindred  pow- 
er; Hood,  so  grave,  and  sad,  and  silent,  that  you  were  as- 
tonished to  recognize  in  him  the  outpourer  of  a  thousand 
wild  fancies,  the  detector  of  the  inmost  springs  of  pathos, 
and  the  powerful  vindicator  of  poverty  and  toil  before  the 
hearts  of  the  prosperous ;  the  Reverend  Edward  Irving, 
who,  after  fulfilling  an  old  prophecy  he  made  in  Scotland 
to  Hazlitt,  that  he  would  astonish  and  shake  the  world  by 
his  preaching,  sat  humbly  at  the  fe  t  f  C  1  Ig  t  1  t 
to  wisdom — all  are  gone  ;  the  form  f  th  a  at  I 
with  Lamb's  circle  by  more  accid  t  1  1  nk  (  1  d  d) 
come  thronging  on  the  memory  fr  m  tl      m    t     f  j         ■ — 
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alas!  it  is  easier  to  count  those  that  are  left  of  the  famil- 

Tho  story  of  the  lives  of  Charles  and  Mary  Lamb  is  now 
told;  nothing  more  remains  to  he  learned  respecting  it. 
The  known  collateral  branches  of  their  stock  are  extiact, 
and  their  upward  pedigree  lost  in  those  humhle  tracks  on 
which  the  steps  of  Time  leave  so  light  an  impress,  that  the 
dust  of  a  few  years  ohliterates  all  trace,  and  aiFords  no  clew 
to  search  collaterally  for  surviving  relatives.  The  world 
has,  therefore,  all  the  materials  for  judging  of  them  whicii 
can  be  possessed  by  those  who,  not  remembering  the  de- 
lightful peculiarities  of  their  daily  manners,  can  only  form 
imperfect  ideas  of  ivhat  they  wero.  Before  bidding  them 
a  last  adieu,  we  may  be  allowed  to  linger  a  little  longer, 
and  survey  their  characters  by  the  new  and  solemn  lights 
which  are  now,  for  the  first  time,  fully  cast  upon  them. 

Except  to  the  few  who  were  acquainted  with  the  tragi- 
cal occurrences  of  Lamb's  early  life,  some  of  his  peculiari- 
ties seemed  strange — to  be  forgiven,  indeed,  to  the  excel- 
lences of  his  nature  and  the  delicacy  of  his  genius — but 
still,  in  themselves,  as  much  to  be  wondered  at  as  deplored. 
The  sweetness  of  his  character,  breathed  through  his  writ- 
ings, was  felt  even  by  strangers,  but  its  heroic  aspect  was 
nnguessed  even  by  many  of  his  friends.  Let  them  now 
consider  it,  and  ask  if  tho  annals  of  self-sacrifice  can  show 
anything  in  human  action  and  endurance  more  lovely  than 
its  self-devotion  exhibits !  It  was  not  merely  that  he  saw 
(which  his  elder  brother  cannot  be  blamed  for  not  imme- 
diately perceiving)  through  the  ensanguined  cloud  of  mis- 
fortune which  had  fallen  upon  his  family  the  unstained 
excellence  of  his  sister,  whoso  madness  had  caused  it ; 
that  he  was  ready  to  take  her  to  his  own  home  with  rever- 
ential affection,  and  cherish  her  through  life  ;  that  he  gave 
up,  for  her  sake,  all  meaner  and  more  selfish  love,  and  all 
the  hopes  which  youth  blends  with  the  passion  which  dis- 
turbs and  ennobles  it :  not  even  that  he  did  all  this  cheer- 
fully, and  without  pluming  himself  upon  his  brotherly  no- 
bleness as  a  virtue,  or  seeking  to  repay  himself  (as  some 
uneasy  martyrs  do)  by  small  instalments  of  long  repining, 
but  that  he  carried  the  spirit  of  the  hour  in  which  he  first 
knew  and  took  his  course  to  his  last.  So  far  from  thinking 
that  his  sacrifice  of  youth  and  love  to  his  sister  gave  him  a, 
license  to  follow  his  own  caprice  at  the'  expense  of  her 
feelings, even  in  the  lightest  matters, he  always  wrote  and 
spoke  of  her  as  his  wiser  self;  his  generous  benefactress, 
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of  whose  protecting  care  he  was  scarcely  worthy.  How 
his  pen  almost  grew  wanton  in  her  praise,  even  when  she 
was  a  prisoner  in  the  asylum  after  the  fatal  attack  of  lu- 
nacy, his  letters  of  the  time  to  Coleridge  show;  hut  that 
might  have  been  a  mere  temporary  exaltation — the  attend- 
ant fervour  of  a  great  exigency  and  a  great  resolution.  It 
was  not  so;  nine  years  afterward  (1805),  in  a  letter  to 
Miss  "Wordsworth,  he  thus  dilates  on  his  sister's  excel- 
lences, and  exaggerates  his  own  frailties : 

"  To  say  all  that  I  know  of  her  would  be  morfe  than  I 
think  anybody  couid  believe  or  even  understand  ;  and  when 
I  hope  to  have  her  welt  again  with  me,  it  would  be  sinning 
against  her  feelings  to  go  about  to  praise  her ;  for  I  can 
conceal  nothing  that  I  do  from  her.  She  is  older,  and 
wiser,  and  better  than  I,  and  all  my  wretched  imperfec- 
tions I  cover  to  myself  by  resolutely  thinking  on  her  good- 
ness. She  would  share  life  and  death,  heaven  and  hell, 
with  me.  She  lives  hut  for  me  ;  and  I  know  I  have  been 
wasting  and  teasing  her  life  for  five  years  past  incessantly 
with  ray  cursed  ways  of  going  on.  But  even  in  this  up- 
braiding of  myself  I  am  offending  against  her,  for  1  know 
that  she  has  cleaved  to  me  for  better,  for  worse  ;  and  if  the 
balance  has  been  against  her  hitherto,  it  '  was  a  noble 
trade.' " 

Let  it  also  be  remembered  that  this  devotion  of  the  en- 
tire nature  was  not  exercised  merely  in  the  consciousness 
of  a  past  tragedy,  but  during  the  frequent  recurrences  of 
the  calamity  which  caused  it,  and  the  constant  apprehen- 
sion of  its  terrors;  and  this^for  a  large  portion  of  life,  in 
poor  lodgings,  where  the  brother  and  sister  were,  or  fancied 
themselves,  "marked  people  ;"  where,  from  an  income  in- 
capable of  meeting  the  expense  of  the  sorrow  without  sed- 
ulous privations,  he  contrived  to  hoard,  not  for  holiday  en- 
joyment or  future  solace,  but  to  provide  for  expected  dis- 
tress. Of  the  misery  attendant  on  this  anticipation,  aggra- 
a  d  h  a!  us  f  a  s  I  st  some  imprudence  or  error  of  his 
own  sh  uld  ha  has  ned  the  inevitable  evil,  we  have  a 
g  np  n  the  1  tt  o  Miss  Wordsworth  above  quoted, 
and  vl  1  s  n  8  have  been  written  in  reply  to  one 
will  h    hat  11  nt  lady  had  addressed  to  Miss  Lamb, 

and  wh  1  1  ad  fall  n  n  o  the  brother's  care  during  one  of 
he    Eod  absences 
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"  Your  long  kind  letter  has  not  been  thrown  away,  but 
poor  Mary,  to  whom  it  is  addressed,  cannot  yet  relish  it. 
yhe  has  been  attacked  by  one  oi'  her  severe  illnesses,  and 
is  at  present  yrom  home.  Last  Monday  week  was  the  day 
she  left  me  ;  and  I  hope  1  may  calculate  upon  having  her 
again  in  a  month  or  little  more.  I  am  rather  afraid  late 
hours  have,  in  this  ease,  contributed  to  her  indisposition. 
But  when  she  begins  to  discover  symptoms  of  approaching 
illness,  it  is  not  easy  to  say  what  is  best  to  do.  Being  by 
ourselves  is  had,  and  going  out  is  bad.  I  get  so  irritable 
and  wretched  with  fear,  that  I  constantly  hasten  on  the 
disorder.  You  cannot  conceive  the  misery  of  such  a  fore- 
sight. I  am  sure  that  for  the  week  before  she  left  me  I 
was  little  better  than  light-headed.  I  now  am  calm,  but 
sadly  taken  down  and  flat.  I  have  every  reason  to  suppose 
that  this  illness,  like  all  her  former  ones,  will  be  but  tem- 
porary. But  I  cannot  always  feel  so.  Meantime  she  is 
dead  to  me!" 

The  constant  independency  of  this  giant  sorrow  sadden- 
ed to"  the  Lambs"  even  their  holidays,  as  the  journey  which 
they  both  regarded  as  the  relief  and  chann  of  the  year  was 
frequently  followed  by  a  seizure  ;  and  when  they  ventured 
to  take  it,  a  strait- waistcoat,  carefully  packed  by  Miss  Lamb 
herself,  was  their  constant  companion.  Sad  experience  at 
last  induced  the  abandonment  of  the  annual  excursion,  and 
Lamb  was  contented  with  walks  in  and  near  London  dur- 
ing the  interval  of  labour.  Miss  Lamb  experienced,  and 
foil  well  understood,  premonitory  symptoms  of  the  attack, 
in  restlessness,  low  fever,  and  the  inability  to  sleep  ;  and, 
as  gently  as  possible,  prepared  her  brother  for  the  duty  he 
must  soon  perform  ;  and  &ue,  unless  he  could  stave  ofl'  the 
terrible  separation  till  Sunday,  obliged  him  to  ask  leave  of 
absence  from  the  office  a  'f  f  a.  day'  pi  a  u  — a  b"tt 
mockery!  On  one  occa  nM  ha  Ldm  hn 
slowly  pacing  together  a  fphnH         nfid 

both   weeping   bitterly    a   d  f  n  h  m     ha 

tkey  were  taking  their  a  h    a     u      m  d  a 

Will  any  one  acqua       d  p      ag       f 

Lamb's  history  wonder  that,  with  a  strong  physical  incli- 
nation for  the  stimulus  and  support  of  strong  drinks,  which 
man  is  framed  moderately  to  rejoice  in,  he  should  snatch 
some  wild  pleasure  "  between  the  acts"  {as  he  called  them) 
"  of  his  distressful  drama,"  and  that,  still  more,  during  the 
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lonelinesa  of  the  solitude  created  by  his  sister's  absences, 
he  should  obtain  the  solace  of  an  hour's  feverish  dream  1 
That,  notwithstanding  that  frailty,  he  performed  the  duties 
of  his  hard  lot  with  exemplary  steadiness  and  discretion  is 
indeed  wonderful,  especially  when  it  is  recollected  that  he 
had  himseif  been  visited,  when  ia  the  dawn  of  manhood, 
with  his  sister's  malady,  the  seeds  of  which  were  lurking 
in  his  frame.  While  that  natural  predisposition  may  ex- 
plain an  occasional  flightiness  of  expression  on  serious  mat- 
ters, fruit  of  Bomo  -wayward  fancy,  which  flitted  through 
his  brain,  without  disturbing  his  constant  reason  or  reach- 
ing his  heart,  and  some  little  extravagances  of  litful  mirth, 
how  does  it  heighten  the  moral  courage  by  which  the  dis- 
ease was  controlled  and  the  severest  duties  performed ! 
Never  surely  was  there  a  more  striking  example  of  the 
power  of  a  virtuous,  rather  say  of  a  pious,  wish  to  conquer 
the  fiery  suggestions  of  latent  insanity  than,  that  presented 
by  Lamb's  history.  Kervous,  tremulous  as  he  seemed — 
so  slight  of  frame  that  he  looked  only  fit  for  the  most  placid 
fortune — when  the  dismal  emergencies  which  checkered 
his  life  arose,  he  acted  with  as  much  promptitude  and  vig- 
our as  if  he  had  never  penned  a  stanza  nor  taken  a,  glass 
too  much,  or  was  stnmg  with  Herculean  sinews.  None  of 
those  temptations,  in  which  misery  is  the  most  potent,  to 
hazard  a  lavish  expenditure  for  an  enjoyment  to  be  secured 
against  fafo  and  fortune,  ever  tempted  him  to  exceed  his 
income,  when  scantiest,  by  a  shilling.  He  had  always  a 
reserve  for  poor  Mary's  periods  of  seclusion,  and  something 
in  hand  besides  for  a  friend  in  need ;  and  on  his  retire- 
ment from  the  India  House,  he  had  amassed,  by  annual 
savings,  a  suflicient  sum  (invested,  after  the  .prudent  and 
classical  taste  of  Lord  Stowell,  in  "  the  elegant  simplicity 
of  the  Three  per  Cents.")  to  secure  comfort  to  Miss  Lamb 
when  his  pension  should  cease  with  him,  even  if  the  India 
Company,  his  great  employers,  had  not  acted  nobly  by  the 
memory  of  their  inspired  clerk — as  they  did — and  gave  her 
the  annuity  to  which  a  wife  would  have  been  entitled,  but 
of  which  he  could  not  feel  assured.  Living  among  literary 
men,  some  less  distinguished  and  less  discreet  than  those 
whom  we  have  mentioned,  ho  was  constantly  importuned 
to  relieve  distresses  which  an  improvident  speculation  in 
literature  produces,  and  which  the  recklessness  attendant 
on  the  empty  vanity  of  self-exaggerated  talent  renders  des- 
perate and  merciless ;  and  to  the  importunities  of  sueh 
hopeless  petitioners  he-  gave  too  largely,  though  ho  ifscd 
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sometimes  to  express  a  painful  sense  that  he  was  dimin- 
ishing his  own  store  without  conferring  any  real  benefit. 
"  Heaven,"  he  used  to  say,  "  does  not  owe  me  siipence  for 
all  I  have  given,  ot  lent  (as  they  call  it)  to  sucix  importu- 
nity ;  I  only  gave  it  because  I  could  not  hear  to  refuse  it ; 
and  I  have  douo  good  hy  my  weakness."  On  the  other 
hand,  he  used  to  seek  out  occasions  for  devoting  a  part  of 
his  surplus  to  those  of  his  friends  whom  he  believed  it 
would  really  serve,  and  almost  forced  loans,  or  gifts  in  the 
disguise  of  loans,  upon  them.  If  he  thought  one  in  such  a 
position  would  be  the  happier  for  £50  or  £100,  he  would 
carefully  procure  a  note  for  the  sum,  and,  perhaps,  for  days 
before  he  might  meet  the  object  of  hia  friendly  purpose, 
keep  the  uoto  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  burning  in  it  to  he 
produced,  and,  when  the  occasion  arrived — "  in  the  sweet 
of  the  night" — he  would  crumple  it  up  in  his  hand,  and 
stammer  out  his  difficulty  of  disposing  of  a  little  money : 
"  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  it — pray  take  it — pray  use 
it — you  will  do  me  a  kindness  if  you  will,"  he  would  say  ; 
and  it  was  hard  to  disoblige  him !  Let  any  one  who  has 
been  induced  to  regard  Lamb  as  a  poor,  slight,  excitable, 
and  excited  being,  consider  that  such  acts  as  these  were 
not  infrequent — that  he  exercised  hospitality  of  a  substan- 
tial kind,  without  stint,  all  his  life — that  ho  spared  no  ex- 
pense for  the  comfort  of  his  sister,  there  only  lavish — and 
that  he  died  leaving  sufficient  to  accomplish  all  hia  wishes 
for  survivors,  and  think  what  the  sturdy  quality  of  his 
goodness  must  have  been  amid  all  the  heart-aches  and 
head-aches  of  bis  life,  and  ask  the  virtue  which  has  been 
supported  by  strong  nerves  whether  it  has  often  produced 
any  good  to  match  it ! 

The  influence  of  the  events  now  disclosed  may  be  traced 
in  tho  development  and  direction  of  Lamb's  faculties  and 
tastes,  and  in  the  wild  contrasts  of  expression  which  some- 
times startled  strangers.  The  literary  preferences  disclosed 
in  his  early  letters  are  often  inclined  to  the  superficial  in 
poetry  and  thought — the  theology  of  Priestley,  tbough  em- 
braced with  pious  earnestness — the  "  divine  chit-cbat"  of 
Cowper — the  melodious  sadness  of  Bowles  ;  and  his  own 
style,  breathing  a  graceful  and  modest  sweetness,  is  with- 
out any  decided  character.  But,  by  the  terrible  realities 
of  his  experience,  he  was  turned  to  seek  a  kindred  interest 
in  the  "  sterner  stuff"  of  old  tragedy — to  catastrophes  more 
fearful  even  than  his  own — to  the  aspects  of"  pale  passion" 
— to  shapes  of  heroic  daring  and  more  heroic  sufiering — to 
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the  agonizing  contests  of  oppos  ng  affect  o  s  a  d  the  vic- 
totiea  of  the  soul  over  calara  ty  and  death  wh  eh  the  old 
English  dmma  discloses,  and  the  co  templation  of  which 
he  saw  his  own  suffering  ature  at  o  ce  m  rrored  and  ex- 
alted. Thus,  instead  of  adm  nng  as  he  once  admired, 
Bowe  and  Otway,  even  Massinger  seemed  too  declamatory 
to  satisfy  him  ;  in  Ford,  Decker,  Marlowe,  and  "Webster  he 
fouad  the  most  awful  struggles  of  affection,  and  the  "  sad 
embroidery"  of  fancy-streaked  grief,  and  expressed  his  kin- 
dred feelings  in  those  little  qnintessencfes  of  criticism  which 
are  appended  to  the  noblest  scenes  in  his  "  Specimens ;" 
and,  seeking  amid  the  sunnier  and  more  varied  world  of 
Shakspeare  for  the  profoundest  and  most  earnest  passion 
developed  there,  obtained  that  marvellous  insight  into  the 
soul  of  Lear  which  gives  to  his  presentment  of  its  riches 
almost  the  character  of  creation.  On  the  other  hand,  it 
was  congenial  pastime  with  him  to  revel  in  the  opposite 
excellences  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  who  changed  the 
domain  of  tragedy  into  fairy -land  ;  turned  all  its  terror  and 
its  sorrow  "  to  favour  and  to  prettinoss  ;"  shed  the  rainbow 
hues  of  sportive  fancy  with  equal  hand  among  tyrants  and 
victims,  the  devoted  and  the  faithless,  suffering  and  joy  ; 
represented  the  beauty  of  goodness  as  a  happy  accident 
vice  as  a  wayward  aberration,  and  invoked  the  remorse  of 
a  moment  to  change  them  as  with  a  harlequin's  wand ; 
unrealized  the  terrible,  and  left "  nothing  serious  in  mortal- 
ity," but  reduced  the  struggle  of  life  to  a  glittering  and 
heroic  game  to  be  played  splendidly  out,  and  quitted  with- 
out a  sigh.  But  neither  Lamb's  own  secret  griefs,nor  the 
tastes  which  tbey  nurtured,  ever  ehook  hia  faith  in  the  re- 
quisitions of  duty,  or  induced  him  to  dal]y  with  that  moral 
paradox  to  which  near  acquaintance  with  the  great  errors 
of  mighty  natures  is  sometimes  a  temptation.  Never,  ei- 
ther in  writing  or  in  speech,  did  he  purposely  confound 
good  with  evil.  For  the  new  theories  of  morals  which 
gleamed  out  In  the  conversation  of  some  of  his  friends,  ho 
had  no  sympathy ;  and,  though  in  his  boundless  indul- 
gence to  the  perversities  and  faults  of  those  whom  long  fa- 
miliarity had  endeared  to  him,  he  did  not  suffer  their  frail- 
ties to  impair  his  attachment  to  the  individuals,  he  never 
palliated  the  frailties  themselves,  still  less  did  he  emblaz- 
on them  as  virtues. 

No  one  acquainted  with  Lamb's  story  will  wonder  at  the 
eccentric  wildness  of  his  mirth — his  violent  changes  from 
the  serious  to  the  faicioal — the  sudden  reliefs  of  the  "  heat- 


Hcssdb,  Google 


546  LA.MB   FULLY 

oppressed  brain,"  and  heart  weighed  down  by  tbe  sense  of 
ever-impending  sorrow.  His  whim,  however,  almost  al- 
ways bordered  on  wisdom.  It  was  justly  said  of  him  by 
Hazlitt,  "  His  serious  conversation,  like  his  serious  writing, 
is  his  best.  No  one  ever  stammered  out  such  fine,  piquant, 
deep,  eloquent  things  in  half  a.  dozen  half  sentences  ;  hia 
jests  scald  like  tears,  and  he  probes  a  question  with  a  play 

Although  Lamb's  conversation  vibrated  between  the  in- 
tense and  the  grotesque,  his  writings  are  replete  with  quiet 
pictures  of  the  humbler  scenery  of  middle  life,  touched  with 
a  graceful  and  loving  hand.  We  may  trace  in  them  the 
experience  of  a  nature  bred  up  in  slender  circumstances, 
but  imbued  with  a  certain  innate  spirit  of  gentility  suggest- 
ing a  respect  for  all  its  moderate  appliances  and  unambitious 
pleasures.  The  same  spirit  pervaded  all  his  own  domestic 
arrangements,  so  that  the  intensity  of  his  affliction  was 
ameliorated  by  as  much  comfort  as  satisfaction  in  the  out- 
ward furniture  of  life  can  give  to  slender  fortune. 

The  most  important  hght,  however,  shed  on  Lamb's  in- 
tellectual life  by  a  knowledge  of  his  true  history,  is  that 
which  elucidates  the  change  from  vivid  religious  impres- 
sions, manifested  in  his  earlier  letters,  to  an  apparent  in- 
difierence  towards  immortal  interests  and  celestial  rela- 
tions, which  he  confesses  in  a  letter  to  Mr.W alter  "Wilson.* 
The  truth  is,  not  that  he  became  an  unbeliever,  or  even  a 
skeptic,  but  that  the  peculiar  disasters  in  which  he  was 
plunged,  and  the  tendency  of  his  nature  to  seek  immediate 
solaces,  induced  an  habitual  reluctance  to  look  boldly  into 
futurity.  That  conjugal  love,  which  anticipates  with  far- 
looking  eye  prolonged  existence  in  posterity,  was  denied  to 
his  self-sacrifice  ;  irksomo  labour  wearied  out  the  heart  of 
his  days  ;  and  over  his  small  household.  Madness,  like 
Death  in  the  vision  of  Milton,  continually  "  shook  its  dart," 
and  only,  at  the  best,  "  delayed  to  strike,"  Not  daring  to 
look  onward,  even  for  a  little  month,  he  acquired  the  habit- 
ual sense  of  living  entirely  in  the  present ;  enjoying  with 
tremulous  zest  the  security  of  the  moment,  and  making 
some  genial  but  sad  amends  for  the  want  of  alt  tlie  per- 
spective of  life  by  cleaving  with  fondness  to  its  nearest  ob- 
jects, and  becoming  attached  to  them  even  when  least  in- 
terc sting  in  themselves. 

This  perpetual  grasping  at  transient  relief  from  the  mi- 
nute and  vivid  present  associated  Lamb's  aflections  inti- 

*  Psga  396. 
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mately  and  closely  -with  the  small  details  of  daily  e: 
these  hecame  to  him  the  "jutting  frieze"  and  "  coigne  of 
vantage"  in  which  his  home-hred  fancy  "  made  its  bed  and 
procreant  cradle  ;"  these  became  imbued  with  his  thoughts, 
and  echoed  back  to  him  old  feelings  and  old  loves,  till  hia 
inmost  soul  shivered  at  the  prospect  of  being  finally 
wrenched  from  them.  Enthralled  thus  in  the  prison  of  an 
earthly  home,  he  hecame  perplexed  and  bewildered  at  the 
idea  of  an  existence  which,  though  holier  and  happier, 
■would  doubtless  be  entirely  different  from  that  to  which  he 
was  hound  by  so  many  delicate  films  of  custom.  "  Ah !" 
he  -would  say,  "  we  shall  have  none  of  these  little  passages 
of  this  life  hereafter — none  of  our  little  quarrels  and  mai- 
ings-up — no  questionings  about  sixpence  at  whist;"  and, 
thus  repelled,  ho  clung  more  closely  to  "  the  bright  min- 
utes" which  he  strung  "  on  the  thread  of  Iteen  domestic  an- 
guish !"  It  is  this  intense  feeling  of  the  "  nice  regards  of 
fiesh  and  blood" — this  dwelling  in  petty  felicities — which 
makes  us,  apart  from  religious  fears,  unwilling  to  die. 
Small  associations  make  death  terrible,  because  we  know 
that,  parting  with  this  life,  we  part  from  their  company  ; 
■whereas  great  thoughts  make  death  less  fearful,  because  we 
feel  that  they  will  be  our  companions  in  all  worlds,  and 
link  our  future  to  our  present  being  in  all  ages.  Such 
thoughts  assuredly  were  not  dead  in  a  heart  like  Lamb's; 
they  were  only  veiled  by  the  nearer  presences  of  familiar 
objects,  and  sometimes,  perhaps,  bursting  in  upon  him  in  alt 
their  majesty,  produced  those  startling  references  to  sacred 
things,  in  which,  though  not  to  he  quoted  with  approval, 
there  was  no  conscious  profaneness,  but  rather  a  wayward, 
fitful,  disturhed  piety.  If,  indeed,  when  borne  beyond  the 
present,  he  sought  to  linger  in  the  past ;  to  detect  among 
the  dust  and  cohwehs  of  antiquity  beauty  which  had  lurk- 
ed there  from  old  time,  rather  than  to  "  rest  and  expatiate 
in  a  life  to  come,"  no  anti-Christian  sentiment  spread  its 
chiilness  over  his  spirit.  The  shrinking  into  mortal  life 
was  but  the  weakness  of  a  nature  which  shed  the  sweet- 
ness of  the  religion  of  its  youth  through  the  sorrows  and 
the  snatches  of  enjoyment  which  crowded  his  after  years, 
and  only  feebly  perceived  its  final  glories,  which,  we  may 
humbly  hope,  its  immortal  part  is  now  enjoying. 

Shortly  before  his  death.  Lamb  had  borrowed  of  Mr.  Gary 
PhilEps's  "Theatrum  Poetarum  Anglicanorum,"  which, 
Ivhen  returned  by  Mr.  Moxon  after  the  event,  was  found 
with  the  leaf  folded  down  at  the  account  of  Sir  Philip 
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Sydney.      Its  receipt  was  ackiiowl edged  by  the  following 

"  So  should  il  be,  my  gentle  friend ! 
Thy  leaf  last  closed  ai  Sydney's  end. 
Thou  too,  like  Sydney,  wouldst  have  given 
The  water,  Ihirsling  and  neat  heaven; 
Nay,  were  it  wine,  fill'd  to  the  brim. 
Thou  hadst  looked  hard,  but  given,  lite  him. 
And  ait  thou  mingled  liien  among 
Those  famous  eons  of  ancient  songT 
And  do  they  gather  lound,  and  praise 
Thy  relish  of  their  nobler  lays  f 
Waiine  in  mirth  to  hear  ihee  tell 
With  n^at  strange  mortals  thou  didst  dwell ; 
At  ihy  quaint  sallies  more  delighted. 
Than  any'a  long  among  them  lighted". 
'Tis  done  :  and  thou  hast  joined  a  crew, 
To  whom  thy  soul  was  justly  due ; 
And  yet,  I  thinli,  where'er  ifiou  be, 
They'll  scarcely  love  thee  more  than  we."* 

Little  could  any  one,  observing  Miss  Lamb  in  the  habit- 
ual serenity  of  her  demeanour,  guess  the  calamity  in  which 
she  had  partaken,  or  the  malady  whieh  frightfully  checkered 
her  life.  From  Mr.Lloyd,  who,  although  saddened  by  im- 
pending delusion,  was  always  found  accurate  in  his  recol- 
lection of  long  past  events  and  conversations,  I  learned  that 
she  had  described  herself,  on  her  recovery  from  the  fatal 
attack,  as  having  experienced,  while  it  was  subsiding,  such 
a  conviction  that  sho  was  absolved  in  heaven  from  all  taint 
of  the  deed  in  which  she  had  been  the  agent — such  an  as- 
surance that  it  was  a  dispensation  of  Providence  for  good, 
though  so  terrible — such  a  sense  that  her  mother  knew  her 
entire  innocence,  and  shed  down  blessings  upon  her,  as 
though  sho  had  seen  the  reconcilement  in  solemn  vision — 
that  she  was  not  sorely  afflicted  by  the  recollection.  It 
was  as  if  the  old  Greek  notion  of  the  necessity  for  the  un- 
conscious shedder  of  blood,  else  polluted  though  guiltless, 
to  pass  through  a  religious  purification,  had,  in  hei  case, 
been  happily  accomplished  ;  so  that  not  only  was  she  with- 
out remorse,  but  without  other  sorrow  than  attends  on  the 
death  of  an  infirm  parent  in  a  good  old  age.  Sho  never 
shrank  from  alluding  to  her  mother  when  any  topic  con- 
nected with  her  own  youth  made  such  a  reference,  in  ordi- 
nary respects,  natural,  but  spoke  of  her  as  though  no  fear- 
ful remembrance  was  associated  with  the  image ;  so  that 

*  These  lines,  eharaoteristio  hoth  of  the  writer  and  the  subject,  are  cop- 
ied from  the  Memoir  of  the  translator  of  Dante,  by  his  son,  theKev.  Henry 
Cary,  which,  enriched  by  many  interesting  memorials  of  oonlemporaries, 
presents  as  valuable  a  picture  of  rare  ability  and  excellence  as  em  waa 
traced  by  the  fine  observation  of  filial  love. 
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some  of  her  most  intimate  friends,  who  knew  of  the  disaster, 
believed  that  she  had  never  become  aware  of  her  own 
share  in  its  horrors.  It  is  still  more  singular  that,  in  the 
wanderings  of  her  insanity,  amid  all  the  vast  throngs  of 
imagery  she  presented  of  her  early  days,  this  picture  never 
recurred,  or,  if  ever,  not  associated  with  shapes  of  terror. 

Miss  Lamb  would  have  been  remarkable  for  the  sweet- 
ness of  her  disposition,  the  clearness  of  her  understanding, 
and  the  gentle  wisdom  of  all  her  acts  and  words,  even  if 
these  qualities  had  not  been  presented  in  marvellous  con- 
trast with  the  distraction  under  which  she  suffered  for 
weeks,  latterly  for  months,  in  every  year.  There  was  no 
tinge  of  insanity  discernible  in  her  manner  to  the  most  ob- 
servant eye ;  not  even  in  those  distressful  periods  when 
the  premonitory  symptoms  had  apprized  her  of  its  approach, 
ajid  she  was  making  preparations  for  seclusion.  In  all  its 
essential  sweetness,  her  character  was  like  her  brother's ; 
while,  by  a  temper  more  placid,  a  spirit  of  enjoyment  more 
serene,  she  was  enable  to  guide,  to  counsel,  to  cheer  him, 
and  to  protect  him  on  the  verge  of  the  mysterious  calamity, 
from  the  depths  of  which  she  rose  so  often  unruffled  to  his 
side.  To  a  friend  in  any  difficulty  she  was  the  most  com- 
fortable of  advisers,  the  wisest  of  consolers.  Hazlitt  used 
to  say  tliat  he  never  met  with  a  woman  who  could  reason, 
and  had  met  with  only  one  thoroughly  reasonable — the  sole 
exception  being  Mary  Lamb.  She  did  not  wish,  however, 
to  be  made  au  exception,  to  a  general  disparagement  of 
her  sex  ;  for  iu  all  her  thoughts  and  feelings  she  was  most 
womanly,  keeping  under  even  undue  subordination  to  her 
notion  of  a  woman's  province  intellect  of  rare  excellence, 
which  flashed  out  when  the  restraints  of  gentle  habit  and 
humble  manner  were  withdrawn  by  the  terrible  force  of 
disease.  Though  her  conversation  in  sanity  was  never 
marked  by  smartness  of  repartee,  seldom  rising  beyond 
that  of  a  sensible,  quiet  gentlewoman  appreciating  and 
enjoying  the  talents  of  her  friends,  it  was  otherwise  in 
her  madness.  Lamb,  in  his  letter  to  a  female  friend,  an- 
nouncing his  determination  to  be  entirely  with  her,  speaks 
of  her  pouring  out  memories  of  all  the  events  and  persons 
of  her  younger  days ;  but  he  does  not  mention,  what  I  am 
able  from  repeated  experiences  to  add,  that  her  ramblings 
often  sparkled  with  brilliant  description  and  shattered 
beauty.  She  would  fancy  herself  in  the  days  of  Clueen 
Anne  or  George  the  First,  and  describe  the  brocaded  dames 
and  courtly  manners,  as  though  she  had  been  bred  among 
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them,  in  the  best  style  of  the  old  comedy.  It  -was  all 
broken  and  disjointed,  so  that  the  hearer  could  remember 
little  of  her  discourse  ;  but  the  frai^meiita  were  like  the 
jewelled  speeches  of  Congrevc,only  shaken  from  their  set- 
ting. There  was  sometimes  even  a  vein  of  crazy  logic 
running  through  them,  associating  things  essentially  most 
dissimilar,  but  connecting  them  by  a  yerbal  association  in 
strange  order.  As  a  mere  physical  instance  of  deranged 
intellect,  her  condition  was,  I  believe,  extraordinary ;  it 
was  as  if  the  finest  elements  of  mind  had  been  shaken  into 
fantastic  combinations  like  those  of  a  kaleidoscope  ;  hut  not 
for  the  purpose  of  exhibiting  a  curious  phenomenon  of  men- 
tal aberration  are  the  aspects  of  her  insanity  unveiled,  but 
to  illustrate  the  moral  force  of  gentleness  by  which  the  fac- 
ulties that  thus  sparkled  when  restraining  wisdom  was 
withdrawn,  were  subjected  to  its  sway  in  her  periods  of 

The  following  letter  from  Miss  Lamb  to  Miss  "Wordaworth, 
on.  one  of  the  chief  externa!  events  of  Lamb's  history,  the 
removal  from  the  Temple  to  Covent  Garden,  will  illustrate 
the  cordial  and  womanly  strain  of  her  observation  on  the 
occurrences  of  daily  life,  and  afford  a  good  idea  of  her  ha- 
bitual conversation  among  her  friends. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth, — Your  kind  letter  has  given 
us  very  great  pleasure,  the  sight  of  your  handwriting  was 
a.  most  welcome  surprise  to  us.  We  have  heard  good  ti- 
dings of  you  by  all  our  friends  who  were  so  fortunate  as  to 
visit  you  this  summer,  and  rejoice  to  see  it  confirmed  by 
yourself.  You  have  quite  the  advantage  in  volunteering 
a.  letter ;  there  is  no  merit  in  replying  to  so  welcome  a 
stranger. 

"  We  have  left  the  Temple.  I  think  you  wOl  be  sorry 
to  hear  this.  I  know  1  have  never  been  so  well  satisfied 
with  thinking  of  you  at  Rydal  Mount  as  when  I  could  con- 
nect the  idea  of  you  with  your  own  Grasmere  Cottage. 
Our  rooms  were  dirty  and  out  of  repair,  and  the  inconven- 
iences of  living  in  chambers  became  every  year  more 
irksome,  and  bo,  at  last,  we  mustered  up  resolution  enough 
to  leave  the  good  old  place,  that  so  long  had  sheltered 
us,  and  here  we  are,  living  at  a  brazier's  shop,  Ko.  20, 
in  E.ns sell-street,  Covent  Garden,  a  place  all  alive  with 
noise  and  bustle ;  Drury  Lane  Theatre  in  sight  from  our 
front,  and  Covent  Garden  from  our  back  windows.  The 
hubbub  of  the  carriages  letuming  from  the  play  does  not 
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annoy  me  ia  the  least ;  strange  that  it  does  not,  for  it  is 
quite  tremendous.  I  quite  enjoy  loolting  out  of  the  window, 
and  listening  to  the  calling  up  of  the  carriages,  and  the 
squabbles  of  the  coachmen  and  link-boys.  It  is  the  oddest 
scene  to  look  down  upon  ;  I  am  sure  you  would  be  amused 
with  it.  It  is  well  1  am.  in  a  cheerful  place,  or  I  should 
have  many  misgivings  about  leaving  the  Temple.  I  look 
ibrwaid  with  great  pleasure  to  the  prospect  of  seeing  my 
good  friend,  Miss  Hutchinson,  I  wish  Eydal  Mount,  with. 
all  its  inhabitants  inclosed,  were  to  be  transplanted  with 
her,  and  to  remain  stationary  in  the  midst  of  Covent  Garden. 

"  Charles  has  had  all  his  Hogarths  bound  in  a  book ; 
they  were  sent  home  yesterday,  and  now  that  I  have 
them  altogether,  and  perceive  the  advantage  of  peeping 
close  at  them  through  my  spectacles,  I  am  reconciled  to 
the  loss  of  them  hanging  round  the  room,  which  has  been 
a  great  mortification  to  me — in  vain  I  tried  to  console  my- 
self with  looking  at  our  new  chairs  and  carpets,  for  we 
have  got  new  chairs,  and  carpets  covering  all  over  our  two 
sitting-rooms ;  1  missed  my  old  friends,  and  could  not  be 
comforted — then  I  would  resolve  to  learn  to  look  out  of  the 
window,  a  habit  I  never  could  attain  in  my  life,  and  I  have 
given  it  up  as  a  thing  quite  impracticable — yet  when  I  was 
at  Brighton  last  summer,  the  first  week  I  never  took  my 
eyes  off  from  the  sea,  not  even  to  look  in  a  book :  I  had 

not  seen  the  sea  for  sixteen  years.     Mrs.  M ,who  was 

with  us,  kept  her  liking,  and  continued  her  seat  in  the  win- 
dow till  the  very  last,  while  Charles  and  I  played  truants, 
and  wandered  among  the  hills,  which  wo  magnified  into 
little  mountains,  and  almost  as  good  as  "Westmoreland  scene- 
ry; certainly  we  made  discoveries  of  many  pleasant  walks, 
which  few  of  the  Brighton  visitors  have  ever  dreamed  of; 
for  like  as  is  the  case  in  the  neighbourhood  of  London,  after 
the  first  two  or  three  miles  we  were  sure  to  find  ourselves 
in  a  perfect  solitude.  I  hope  we  shall  meet  before  the 
walking  faculties  of  either  of  us  fail ;  you  say  you  can  walk 
fifteen  miles  with  ease  ;  that  is  exactly  my  stint,  and  more 
fatigues  me  ;  four  or  five  miles  every  third  or  fourth  day, 
keeping  very  quiet  between,  was  al!  Mrs.  M could  ac- 

"  God  bless  you  and  yours.     Love  to  all  and  each  one. 
"I  am  ever  yours  most  affectionately,  M.  Lamb." 

Of  that  deeper  vein  of  sentiment  in  Mary  Lamb,  seldom 


^d  by  Google 


553  MAHY    LAMB. 

revealed,  the  following  passages  from  a  letter  to  the  same 
lady,  referring  to  the  death  of  a  brother  of  her  beloved  cor- 
respondent, may  be  offered  as  a  companion  Bpecimen. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Wordsworth, — I  thank  you,  my  kind 
friend,  for  your  most  comfortable  letter ;  till  I  saw  your 
own  handwriting,  1  could  not  persuade  myself  that  I  should 
do  well  to  write  to  you,  though  I  have  often  attempted  it; 
but  I  always  left  off  dissatisfied  with  what  I  had  written, 
and  feeling  that  I  was  doing  an  improper  thing  to  intrude 
upon  your  sorrow.  I  wished  to  tell  you  that  you  would 
one  day  feel  the  kind  of  peaceful  state  of  mind  and  sweet 
memory  of  the  dead,  which  you  so  happily  describe  as  bow 
almost  begun ;  but  I  felt  that  it  was  improper,  and  most 
grating  to  the  feelings  of  the  afflicted,  to  say  to  them  that 
the  memory  of  their  affection  would  in  time  become  a  con- 
stant part,  not  only  of  their  dream,  but  of  their  most  wake- 
ful sense  of  happiness.  That  you  would  see  every  object 
with  and  through  your  lost  brother,  and  that  that  would  at 
last  become  a  real  and  everlasting  source  of  comfort  to  you, 
I  felt,  and  well  knew,  from  my  own  experience  in  sorrow ; 
but  till  you  yourself  began  to  feel  this,  I  did  not  dare  tell 
you  so  ;  but  I  send  you  some  poor  liaes  which  I  wrote  un- 
der this  conviction  of  mind,  and  before  I  heard  Coleridge 
was  returning  home.  I  will  transcribe  them  now,  before  I 
finish  my  letter,  lest  a  false  shame  prevent  me  then,  for  I 
know  they  are  much  worse  than  they  ought  to  be,  written, 
as  they  were,  with  strong  feeling,  and  on  such  a  subject ; 
every  line  seems  to  me  to  be  borrowed,  but  I  had  no  better 
way  of  expressing  my  thoughts,  and  I  never  have  the  pow- 
er of  altering  or  amending  anything  I  have  once  laid  aside 
with  dissatisfaction. 

"  Why  is  he  wanderirg  on  the  sen  ? 
ColsridgB  should  now  with  Wordsworth  be. 
By  slow  degrees  he'd  stetil  away 
Their  woe,  and  eenlly  bring  a  tay 
(So  happily  hetflime  lelieO 
Olcamtart  from  their  very  grief. 
He'd  tell  Iheni  that  their  brother  dead, 
When  reais  have  passed  o'er  ^eir  head. 
Will  be  remembered  with  such  holy, 
Tnte,  and  perfect  melancholy, 
That  ever  this  lost  brother  John 
Will  be  their  heart's  companion. 
His  voice  they'll  alvraya  hear. 
His  face  theyll  always  see ; 
There's  nought  in  life  so  sweet 
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Tlie  execUence  of  Mary  Lamb's  nature  was  happily  de- 
veloped in  her  portion  of  those  books  for  children — "wisest, 
virtuousest,  discreetest,  best" — which  siie  wrote  in  con- 
junction with  her  brother,  the  "Poetry  for  Children,"  the 
"Tales  from  Shakspeare,"  and  "  Mrs.  Leicester's  School." 
How  different  from  the  etony  nutriment  provided  for  those 
delicate,  apprehensive,  affectionate  creatures  in  the  utili- 
tarian books,  which  starve  their  little  hearts,  and  stuff  their 
little  heads  with  shallow  science,  and  impertinent  facts,  and 
selfish  morals !  One  verse,  which  she  did  not  print — the 
conclusion  of  a  little  poem  supposed  to  bo  expressed  in  a 
letter  by  the  eoa  of  a  family  who,  when  expecting  the  re- 
turn of  its  father  from  sen,  received  news  of  his  death — - 
recited  by  her  to  Mr  Martin  Burney,  and  retained  in  his 
fond  recollection,  may  afford  a  concluding  example  of  the 
healthful  wisdom  of  her  lessons  ■ 
"I  can  no  longer  inin  to  be 

A  thoughtless  child  in  Inlancy ; 

I  tried  to  write  like  youDg  Marie, 
But  1  am  James  her  brodier; 

And  I  can  feel — b«t  she's  too  young — 

Yet  blessings  on  her  prattling  tongue, 
She  sweetly  soothes  my  mother." 

Contrary  to  Lamb's  expectation,  who  feared  {as  also  hia 
friends  feared  with  him)  the  desolation  of  his  own  survivor- 
ship, which  the  difference  of  age  rendered  probable.  Miss 
Lamb  survived  him  for  nearly  eleven  years.  When  ho 
died  she  was  mercifully  in  a  state  of  partial  estrangement, 
which,  while  it  did  not  wholly  obscure  her  mind,  deadened 
her  feelings,  so  that,  as  she  gradually  regained  her  perfect 
senses,  she  felt  as  gradually  the  full  force  of  the  blow,  and 
was  the  better  able  calmly  to  bear  jt.  For  a  while  she  de- 
clined the  importunities  of  her  friends  that  she  would  leave 
Edmonton  for  a  residence  nearer  London,  where  they  might 
more  frequently  visit  her.  He  was  there,  asleep  in  the  old 
church-yard,  beneath  the  turf  near  which  they  had  stood 
together,  and  had  selected  for  a  resting-place :  to  this  spot 
she  used,  when  well,  to  stroll  out  mournfully  in.  the  even- 
ing, and  to  this  spot  she  would  contrive  to  lead  any  friend 
who  came  in  the  summer  evenings  to  drink  tea  and  went 
out  with  her  afterward  for  a  walk*     At  length,  as  her  ill- 

■*  The  foUoTiing  sonnet,  by  Mr.  Mojron.  written  at  this  period  of  tranquil 
sadness  in  Miss  Lamb's  life,  so  beautifully  embodies  the  reverential  lovs 
with  which  the  sieeiiing  and  mourning  were  legaided  by  one  of  their  neat- 
est friends,  that  I  gratiiy  myself  by  extracting  it  from  the  charming  little 


The  kindliest  sprite  earth  holds  within  her  breajl ; 
Voi..  I.— 24 
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